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ADVERTISEMENT 


mn  9  •m 


Although  the  subject  of  most  of  my  Poems,  and 
the  incidents  recorded  in  my  little  book  are  mainly 
located  in  Dearborn  county,  Indiana,  yet  those  in- 
cidents being  common  throughout  the  Great  West^ 
it  is  thought  and  intended  to  be  a  work  of  such  a 
general  character,  as  to  merit  a  liberal  patronage 
and  a  wide-spread  circulation.  Such  a  picture  of 
human  life,  as  it  isy  has  never  before  been  presented 
to  the  public,  from  Adam  down  to  this  time- 
Bead  it  and  see. 

Accidents  and  sudden  deaths,  suicides  and  mur- 
ders, turkey,  deer  and  moose,  bear,  wolf  and 
panther,  rattlesnake,  copperhead  and  Indian  sto- 
ries, with  which  the  Historical  portion  of  it  will 
abound,  are-  alw^y,9  int^estiug,  j^erywhere,  and  to 
eyerybody— which/ together  with  its  originality,  its 
oddity,  its  vaiiety,  and.iJa  .truthfulness,  will,  it  is 
confidently  hop^d  'a^d  l>eKeTed,  make  it  emphati- 
cally  "  the  book  for 'the  times,"  and  "  the  book  for 

the  multitude." 

The  Authob. 

(3) 


•    ■ 


,•  • 


•  • 


•  •  •< 


•  * 


I-  • 


•  •   • 

•  •  • 

•  •  •  •    • 

•  •      • 


•  r  •  •  • 

•  •  •    > 

•  •  •     • 

•  •  •  •  • 

•  •  •  • 

•  •• . . 

•  *  •  • 


INSCRIPTION. 


Mt  dear  and  venerable  mother,  I  am  aboat  to  publish  a 
little  Yolome  of  mj  own  original  poems,  together  with  an 
aatobiographical  sketch  of  my  somewhat  honored,  eventful, 
tod  (I  would  fain  hope)  somewhat  useful  life,  and  such 
other  matters  and  things  as  I  may  deem  most  useful  and 
interesting,  which  I  design  as  "a  keepsake"  for  my  very 
numerous  and  very  kind  '*  kindred  and  friends,"  as  well 
now  as  after  I  shall  have  passed  from  earth  away.  And  to 
whom  should  I  inscribe  it  but  unto  thee,  my  precious  and 
good  mother;  for  my  earliest  and  most  cherished  remem- 
brances are  of  thee. 

At  thy  maternal  knee  I  early  learned  to  fold  my  little 
hands,  and  use  my  infant  tongue  and  lips  in  prayer;  to 
''remember  the  Sabbath  day  to' keep  it  holy;"  in  fine,  to 
"remember  my  Creator  in  the  days  of  my  youth."  The 
early  moral  and  religious  training  which  I  received  at  your 
hands  (in  unison  with  my  lamented  and  ever  cherished 
lather),  has  exercised  a  restraining,  saving,  holy  influence 
over  me  in  all  my  wanderings  "to  and  fro  in  the  earth,  and 
op  and  down  in  it,"  at  home  and  abroad,  in  sickness  and  in 
healtn,  in  prosperity  and  in  adversity,  in  honor  and  in  dis- 
honor, in  lite  and  (as  I  once  verily  thought)  in  death;  and 
now  is  my  stay  and  staff  through  grace,  while  bowed  down- 
with  infirmity  1  stand  upon  the  crumbling,  trembling  verge 
of  "  that  undiscovered  country  from  whose  bourne  no  trav- 
eler returns." 

Mother,  thus  early  instructed  I  early  sought  Gk>d,  and 
found  Him  precious  to  my  soul;  and  for  more  than  forty 
years  I  have  lived  in  the  hope,  and  it  has  been  my  daily 
prayer,  and  now  is,  that 
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When  the  closing  scenes  of  life  prevail, 
And  health  and  pleasure  all  shaft  fail, 
All  that  a  foolish  world  admires, 
Or  passion  craves  or  pride  desires — 
At  that  imjportant  hour  of  need, 
Let  Jesus  be  my  friend  indeed; 
His  soft  hand  smooth  my  dyini;  bed, 
His  arm  sustain  my  drooping  head, 
And  when  the  closing  scene  is  o'er, 
And  time  with  me  shall  be  no  more, 
Bear  my  triumphant  soul  away 
To  fairer  climes  of  endless  day. 
For  such  a  hope,  so  full  of  bliss, 
I  give  to  God  my  all  in  this; 
I  would  be  His  m  every  part, 
Nor  give  Him  less  than  all  my  heart 

Had  my  moral  culture  been  neglected,  had  I  been  raised 
in  infidelity,  this  hope  and  these  joys,  peradventure,  would 
never  have  been  mine;  nor  the  world  itself  made  any  thing 
the  better,  but  rather  the  worse  for  my  having  been  intro- 
daoed  into  it  O,  then,  what  a  rich  legacy  you  thus  be- 
queath both  unto  me  and  the  world  in  which  "I  live,  and 
move,  and  have  my  being.'' 

Yob,  mother  I  mother  I  thou  art  dear  to  me; 

Thy  name,  how  sweet! 
And  oh!  how  much  I  long  again 

With  yoa  to  meet 

And  O,  how  can  I  over  adequately  express  to  you  my 
heartfelt  obligation  and  gratitude  for  your  tender  solicitude 
and  oare  in  thus  "training  me  up  in  the  way  I  should  go?" 
O,  I  can  never  do  it — ^never  I  But  as  a  faint  memorial  of 
that  nnottered  and  unutterable  gratitude  and  love  I  owe 
jou.  therefor,  my  little  book  is  now,  with  my  own  trembling 
and  feeble  hand,  most  respectfully,  most  sincerely,  and 
most  gratefully  Jksceibkd  to  you,  by  your  long-afflicted,  very 
feable,  and  perchance,  your  dying  son, 

THE  AUTHOR 

lfB&  MAXOiBn  GonoN,  aged  85  years. 
A.  J.  Ck>TTON,  aged  58  years. 


DEDICATION. 


Mr  wife,  my  son,*  my  sisters  dear, 
Brothers,  kindred,  friends  far  and  near, 
I  Dedioatb  this  book  to  you. 
In  token  of  my  friendship  true. 

There's  nought  in  it  of  the  sublime, 
Those  lofty  hights  I  ne'er  oould  climb; 
Plain  as  it  is,  perhaps  some  friend 
A  pleasant  hour  with  it  may  spend. 

A  medley  mess  I  here  present, 
Not  worth,  perchance,  a  single  cent; 
A  few  odd  lines  addressed  to  foes. 
In  humble  verse  and  simple  prose. 

The  little  gifl  I  have  for  rhyme, 
I  have  improved  from  time  to  time; 
Since  sixteen  years  and  not  before-^ 
Have  written  much  and  might  have  morou 

And  to  preserve  from  total  waste, 
What  I've  thus  written  in  great  haste; 
I  here  present  what  I  think  best. 
And  to  oblivion  throw  the  rest 

8ome  cherished  friend  may  look  it  o'er, 
When  I  on  earth  shall  be  no  more; 
And  as  they  read  they  can  but  see 
I  loved  my  friends  most  tenderly. 

*My  children  all,  save  one  son,  are  slumbering  in  the  peaeeftj 
grave.    Peace  to  their  memory  and  their  dusU 
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I  Bhoald  be  plcofied  to  name  them  here, 
Pay  them  the  tribute  of  a  tear ; 
But  have  not  space,  they  are  so  many, 
Can  not  name  aZ/,  and  so  won't  any. 

My  book  and  pen,  those  precious  aids, 
Afford  me  joy  that  never  fades ; 
And  peace  and  pleasure  thus  I've  found 
In  great  profusion  to  abound. 

The  haunts  of  vice  I  thus  would  shun, 
And  peace  and  honor  I  have  won. 
Young  men,  I  trust,  will  learn  from  me. 
Those  sinks  of  woe  in  time  to  floe. 

May  this  memento  of  past  days, 
Tune  all  our  hearts  to  grateful  praise. 
Till  wo  shall  meet  to  part  no  more, 
On  Canaan's  bright  and  blissful  shore. 

We  have  dear  friends  already  there. 
Where  are  our  babes?  our  kindred,  where? 
Far,  far  above  the  asure  dome, 
They  wait  to  hail  us  welcome  home. 

Thrice  happy,  holy,  blessed  day. 
There  we  shall  ever,  ever  stay. 
With  saints  and  angels  ever  dwell. 
Nor  once  repeat  a  sad  farewell 

THE  AUTHOR. 

N.  R — ^As  my  lady  and  family  have  suffered  many  privft- 
tioDS  and  hardships,  in  consequence  of  my  public  gratuitous 
services,  I  have  thought  it  due  to  them  to  be  first  in  the 
dedicatory  list  of  friends,  and  thus  I  have  dedicated  it;  my 
hmrt  and  my  judgment  improves  it  well,  as  I  trust  the  re- 
fleotiog  reader  will  ahkK 


PREFACE. 


Preface,  indeed!  Pshaw!  who  cares  for  the 
preface?  Let  us  into  the  merits  of  the  work  at 
once.  Now,  see  here,  kind  reader,  you  don't  know 
half  as  much  about  this  little  book  as  I  do,  nor  how 
to  read  it  with  the  greatest  interest,  pleasure,  or 
profit;  and,  therefore,  jou  would  do  well  to  hear 
what  I  have  to  say,  before^u  further  proceed. 

In  the  first  place,  do  n't  begin  to  shuffle  over  the 
leaves  to  hunt  the  pictures,  for  there  are  no  such  em- 
bellishments and  adorning  in  it,  because  suitable 
engravings  are  utterly  too  expensive  for  a  work  of 
this  kind.  Beside,  one  good  picture  to  the  mind  is 
worth  many  to  the  eye,  and  with  pictures  of  this  kind 
the  work  will  abound.  Read  it  carefully  and  see. 
The  portraits  of  myself  and  lady  you  will  see,  are 
necessarily  upon  a  small  scale,  rather  smaller  than  I 
should  like,  rather  smaller  than  is  strictly  necessary, 
but  it  is  the  best  that  I  could  obtain.  The  features 
are  tolerably  perfect,  and  true  to  the  life. 

On  introducing  an  old  and  esteemed  friend  to  my 
lady  the  other  day,  he  pleasantly  remarked,  ^^  Upon 
my  word.  Judge,  she  looks  young  and  fair  enough  to 
be  your  daughter."    ^^  Doctor  I  take  that  compliment 


10  PREFACE. 

to.myselfy  because  I  have  had  her  in  my  special  care 
and  keeping  for  forty  years,  and  you  see  how  tenderly 
and  carefully  I  have  treated  and  kept  her."  "Ah, 
sure  enough,"  said  he.  Now  the  truth  is,  that  my 
lady  is  a  little  the  oldest  of  the  two,  though  looking  so 
young  and  fair. 

As  for  myself,  I  am  lank  and  lean,  with  a  protracted 
illness,  seventy-odd  pounds  below  my  ordinary  weight. 
The  beholder  now  can  make  such  allowances  for  my 
lank  appearance  as  to  him  may  seem  proper.  I  never 
considered  myself  beautiful,  but  portly  and  comely, 
and  that  was  quite  enough  for  me.  Those,  however, 
who  knew  us  both,  said  that  for  form,  size,  features 
and  complexion,  I  strongly  resembled  "  the  old  man 
eloquent,''  that  they  could  never  see  the  one  without 
thinking  of  the  other ;  and  children  often  call  the 
portrait  of  John  Q.  Adams,  Judge  Cotton.  Well,  we 
are  alike,  in  more  particulars  than  one.  Both  ac- 
knowledge much  of  our  greatness  and  our  goodness 
from  our  good  mothers ;  both  poetize  readily  when 
aroused  by  any  particular  emotion,  and  if  similar  cir- 
cumstances had  surrounded  both,  who  knows • 

Pshaw,  I  reckon  I  don't  look  much  like  him  nor  any 
other  man,  and  would  not  if  I  could.  And,  in  truth, 
don't  look  much  like  myself,  although  the  portrait 
looks  much  like  me.  My  hand,  you  perceive,  is  not 
held  in  a  writing  position.  My  simple  object  was  to 
exhibit  and  take  along  wiUi  me  my  old  familiar  friend 
and  favorite,  **  the  quill."  And  for  the  same  reason 
I  concluded  as  my  good  lady  and  I  had  traveled  hand 
in  hand  together  for  forty  years,  ifl  must  go  down 
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to  posterity  in  a  picture,  I  would  still  keep  her  at  my 
side,  and  hope  to  live  together  in  **  that  better  land," 
when  the  duties  and  the  conflicts  of  life  are  o'er. 

And  right  here  I  will  frankly  acknowledge,  onoe 
for  all,  what  yon  win  readily  perceive,  that  I  have 
occasionally  enriched  and  beautified  my  pages  with 
^gems  of  thonght''  from  other  and  abler  pens,  my 
prefatory  remarks  not  excepted. 

Well,  now  I  have  something  else  to  say  to  you,  and 
that  is,  if  you  are  not  very  careful,  and  very  charitable 
too,  you  will  be  very  apt  to  think  that  I  have  got 
'Uhe  big-head,''  and  got  it  bad  at  that,  because  I  say 
so  much  about  myself  throughout  the  entire  work. 
Why,  bless  you,  kind  reader,  one  of  the  main  objects 
in  writing  my  little  book  is  to  show  that  from  a  little 
ignorant  and  obscure  boy,  I  have  come  up  to  be  quite 
''a  man  among  men"  by  close  and  hard  application, 
a  correct  moral  principle  and  moral  conduct.  And 
if  yon  have  the  patience  to  follow  me  through  all  I 
have  to  say  about  that,  I  think  I  shall  make  that 
appear  as  clear  as — mttd — at  least  in  my  own  estima* 
tion.  See  here,  reader,  if  it  were  not  for  the  pronoun 
I  what  would  be  the  use  of  Me  f  I  intend  to  show 
diat  I  am  ^ame  for  the  encouragement  of  poor  obscure 
little  boys  and  young  men,  and  if  I  do  n't  ^^  make  out 
my  case,"  as  a  lawyer  would  say,  then  ^^  there 's  no 
gomption  in  me,"  that 's  all. 

Seriously,  in  a  work  cast  in  the  autobiographio 
form,  (as  mine  really  is  throughout,  poems  and  all,) 
die  writer  always  has  much  to  apologize  for,  much 
iadnlgeiice  and  forbearance  to  ask  at  the  hands  of  hif 
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readers.  With  himself  for  his  subject,  he  not  unfre* 
quently  tells  more  than  he  really  ought,  and  more 
than  he  really  intended  to  say,  as  understood  and  in* 
terpreted  by  his  readers.  I,  too,  may  have  fallen 
into  the  same  error,  and  find  myself  in  the  same 
predicament.  And  if  so,  it  -will  be  gratifying  to  me 
to  know,  as  I  do,  that  my  aims  and  aspirations  are 
honest  and  praiseworthy — and  I  therefore  cast  my- 
self with  confidence  and  hope  upon  the  charitable 
indulgence  of  the  reader.  But  be  that  as  it  may, 
if  any  are  amused  and  profitably  entertained  by  the 
perusal  of  my  little  book,  I  shall  not  deem  the  or- 
dinary penalties  of  the  autobiographer  a  penalty 
or  price  too  severe  or  too  great  for  the  accomplish- 
ment of  ends  so  honorable,  so  praiseworthy  and  so 
nsefuL 

I  have  already  intimated  that  I  look  just  like  no 
other  living  mortal  you  ever  beheld,  nor  would  I  if 
I  oould ;  my  friends  could  pick  me  out  of  any  crowd, 
and  my  book  will  be  as  peculiarly  itself  among  all 
the  books  in  the  world  as  I  am  among  all  the  men 
in  it  —  such  a  book  as  no  man  ever  did  write  — 
could  if  he  would,  or  would,  perchance,  if  he 
conld.  And  if  you  do  n't  find  it  so  by  the  time  you 
get  through  with  it,  just  tell  me — ^will  you  ?  "  Va- 
riety is  the  spice  of  life,  which  gives  it  all  its  flavor." 
Nor  am  I  insensible  to  the  fact  that  both  the  preface 
and  the  book  will  furnish  fruitful  themes  for  ^'  carp- 
ing critics."  But,  then,  who  cares  for  critics  ? — ^not 
I,  indeed.  Who  writes  for  critics?  not  the  honest 
maoy  for  he  writes  for  truths  please  or  offend  who 
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it  may.  Not  die  good  and  benevolent  man,  for  lie 
writes  to  instruct,  interest,  and  benefit  others,  cost 
him  irhat  it  may.  Not  the  brave  man,  for  he  writes 
with  a  fearless  determination  to  effect  and  accom- 
plish some  definite  purpose,  though  all  the  world  be 
up  in  arms  against  him;  assured  that  he  is  riffJUf 
he  nobhf  dares  to  ^^  go  ahead,"  as  I  now  do.  And 
beside  all  these  considerations,  as  ^^  barking  dogs 
seldom  ever  bite,"  so  noisy,  self-conceited,  whining 
critics  seldom  do  much  harm,  after  all — ^they  simply 
let  yon  know  that  they  are  on  hand,  and  can  bark, 
if  they  can  not  bite.  Well,  every  dog  ought  to 
have  that  privilege,  surely.  So,  gentleman  critics,^ 
yon  are  at  perfect  liberty  to  bark  away,  and  thus 
amuse  yourselves  to  the  full  of  your  capacity  to 
enjoy.  And  with  this  single  suggestion,  that  ^4t 
is  much  easier  to  find  fault  with  any  performance 
than  it  is  to  produce  a  better  one,"  I  leave  you  to 
enjoy,  unmolested,  the  luxury  of  your  own  vain  im- 
aginings, and  pass.  Those  who  have  no  taste  foe 
poesy,  would  do  well  to  I'emember  that  all  my 
poems  are  historical  narrations,  that  they  are  all 
parts  and  parcels  of  real  life,  just  as  U  isj  9k  pecu- 
liarity, an  originality,  and  a  merit  found  in  no  other 
volome  of  poems  the  world  ever  saw,  or,  perchance, 
ever  will  again — ^read  them,  and  see.  The  general 
reader  will  best  enjoy  the  work  by  reading  it 
through,  in  course,  just  as  I  have  arranged  it,  from 
beginning  to  end,  and  in  small  portions  at  a  time. 
It  is  just  as  absurd  to  devour  any  thing  like  a  good- 
sised  book  at  one  sitting  down,  as  it  is  to  gulp 
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down,  miin&sticatedy  all  that  is  set  before  yon  upon 
a  well-spread  and  a  well-filled  table.  Take  your 
time — ^read  sparingly,  and  masticate  your  thoughts 
as  you  would  your  food,  for  health  or  pleasure.  The 
eitisens  of  Dearborn  will  find  most  to  interest  them- 
selves and  their  friends  in  the  historical  part  of  the 
work,  which  will  be  found  by  reference  to  the  Index. 
So  that  if  they  choose,  after  completing  these  prefa- 
tory remarks,  they  may  skip  over  and  read  at  once, 
and  take  their  time  for  the  balance.  But  one  torn 
more  before  you  go. 

In  this  book-making  age,  various  are  the  causes 
which  induce  men  to  turn  authors.  Ambition,  ava- 
rice, revenge  and  vanity  have  furnished  the  main 
promptings.  Now,  every  body  who  knows  me,  will, 
of  course,  acquit  me  of  all  the  vanity  incentives, 
because  my  great  modesty  is  proverbial,  even  to  a 
fault,  perchance,  for  one  of  my  brilliancy  of  intel- 
lect and  classic  and  poetic  fame— a  weakness  of  my 
youth  which  I  am  now  too  old  to  correct.  But  by 
a  great  and  herculean  effort,  I  have,  on  this  occa- 
sion, so  far  mastered  myself  as  to  say,  what  is  really 
true,  that  it  would  gratify  me  exceedingly  to  leave 
behind  me,  when  ^^  the  curtain  of  life  falls,"  a  me- 
morial that  I  had  once  lived — something  to  be  re- 
membered by — something  to  speak  for  me  in  the 
behalf  of  truth  and  benevolence— of  virtue  and  re- 
ligion— ^that,  in  after  times,  it  may  be  said  of  me, 
as  of  one  of  old,  ^^he  being  dead,  yet  speaketh." 
Tet  neeemty^  which  is  the  mother  of  inventions, 
has  rather  forced  me  into  its  execution  at  this  time. 
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Haling  spent  much  of  my  whole  Hfe  in  gratnitons 
pablic  seryices,  as  lecturer^  orator,  and  minister,  (see 
Ittography,)  and  utterly  broken  down  and  pros- 
trate witii  a  protracted  illness,  without  health,  and 
measurably  without  means,  I  east  about  me  what 
I  should  do  to  provide  for  myself  and  family,  with- 
out being  burdensome  to  my  hind  and  generous 
firiends  who  had  so  promptly  rallied  to  my  relief, 
and  really  had  overcome  me  with  their  liberality 
and  kindness.  And  in  the  midst  of  my  pensive 
nmsings,  the  thought,  for  the  first  time,  ecciurred  to 
me,  that,  as  I  had  been  poetizing  all  the  days  of  my 
life  nearly,  upon  all  the  most  important  occurrences 
that  had  transpired  in  our  midst  for  nearly  a  half 
eentnry,  that  perhaps  I  might  collect  my  poems 
together,  add  a  short  sketch  of  my  humble,  some- 
what honored,  eventful,  and,  I  would  fain  hope, 
somewhat  useful  life — together  with  the  incidents, 
history  and  improvements  of  the  country — and  pub- 
Ush  them  in  a  little  book,  which  might  be  an  ao- 
ceptable  ofiering  to  my  friends — worth  more  to 
them,  perchance,  than  the  price  of  it — and,  at  the 
same  time,  relieve  myself  a  little  by  the  small  pro- 
fits I  might  realize  by  the  sale  thereof.  This  is  the 
true  history — ^these,  all  considered,  are  the  motives 
and  the  objects  I  have  in  view  in  sending  my  little  « 
book  abroad  into  the  world.  If  these  objects  and 
these  reasons  meet  your  approbation,  it  is  fondly 
hoped  that  you  will  second  my  efibrts,  not  only  by 
your  approbation,  but  by  your  influence  and  your 
dimes. 
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The  reader,  who  has  the  time  and  the  patience 
to  pemse  these  pages  calmly  and  thoroughly  all 
through,  can  not  fail  to  see  that  he,  whose  life  and 
labors  are  herein  briefly  sketched,  has  lived  more 
for  virtue  and  correct  principles  —  more  for  his 
friends  and  for  posterity,  than  he  has  for  himselfl 
His  motto  has  ever  been — 

" to  IWe  well 

How  long  we  Uto,  not  yean,  but  Actions  tell." 

The  work,  humble  and  imperfect  as  it  is,  will,  he 
fondly  hopes,  prove  an  acceptable  ofiering  to  his 
friends — a  guide  to  the  youth — a  staff  to  the  aged, 
and  a  fondly-cherished  memento  of  himself,  after 
he  shall  have  ceased  his  personal  connection  with 
earth,  and  been  '^  gathered  to  the  land  of  his 
&thers." 

Reader,  be  patient,  and  hear  me  through,  if  you 
can. 

From  the  bosom  of  obscurity  and  poverty  in  which 
I  first  drew  my  breath,  and  in  which  I  spent  my 
early  years,  I  have,  as  all  know,  (with  becoming 
modesty,)  raised  myself  to  some  good  degree  of  ce- 
lebrity in  the  world,  and  honest  fame  among  man- 
kind. And,  reader,  are  you  desirous  to  know  what 
irere  the  means  used,  the  expedients  resorted  to  by 
nie,  that  have  proved  so  eminently  successful  7  Read 
my  works  and  my  history  thoroughly,  thoughtfully, 
and  carefully,  and  you  will  learn  it  all — and  in  the 
mean  time,  will,  I  trust,  find  it  a  pleasant  pastime, 
and  derive  much  useful  information  and  lasting  pro- 
fit from  the  perusal. 
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If  mine  has  been  a  life  of  gratuitous  toil,  it  his 
also  been  a  life  of  pleasure,  tranquillity,  and  peace. 
And  I  sometimes  say  to  myself  and  to  my  friends 
that  I  would  not  swap  myself  off  for  any  mortal 
man  that  I  ever  knew — ^large  possessions  and  alL 
And  as  one  has  said  before  me,  instead  of  falling  out 
with  life,  and  cursing  the  day  that  I  was  bom,  I 
bless  (rod  that  he  ever  created  me;  and,  were  the 
offer  tendered  to  me,  I  would  engage  to  run  again, 
from  beginning  to  end,  the  same  course  of  life.  AH 
I  would  ask,  as  said  Franklin,  should  be  the  priTi- 
lege  of  an  author,  to  correct,  in  the  second  edition, 
the  errors  of  the  first.  But  since  a  repetition  of 
life  can  not  take  place,  there  is  nothing,  in  my 
opinion,  which  so  nearly  resembles  it  as  to  call  up 
to  mind  all  its  cherished  remembrances,  its  inci- 
dents, conflicts  and  triumphs,  and  write  them  down 
in  a  little  book,  such  as  I  am  now  furnishing  to 
myself,  my  friends,  and  my  country.  By  thus  em- 
ploying myself,  I  have  also  yielded  to  the  inclina- 
tion, so  natural  to  old  men,  to  talk  about  themselves, 
Uie  sights  they  have  seen,  the  sounds  they  have 
heard,  and  the  marvelous  and  wonderful  exploits 
they  have  performed.  And,  as  I  do  it  at  my  own 
expense,  I  may  thus  freely  follow  the  bent  of  my 
inclination,  without  being  either  tiresome  or  trouble* 
some  to  those,  wHo,  from  respect  to  my  age  or  in- 
firmity, might  feel  themselves  bound  to  listen  to  me, 
however  irksome  or  inconvenient  it  might  be  to 
them,  as  they  are  now  at  perfect  liberty  to  read  or 
Aot^  just  as  it  may  suit  their  taste  and  convenience. 
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Ordinarily^  however,  I  do  not  consider  myself  orer 
talkative  in  the  private  circle.  There  I  choose  rather 
to  hear  than  to  be  heard.  My  friends  often  chide 
me,  therefor  —  say  that  I  am  too  taciturn  than 
otherwise.  Well,  if  I  say  the  less,  I  think  the 
more,  and  my  friends  get  the  full  benefit  of  my 
thoughts  and  reflections  in  my  public  Addresses. 
^'Hear  much  and  speak  little,''  is  a  time-honored 
adage,  and  full  of  wisdom.  A  man  who  idwayd 
leads  off  the  conversation,  whose  tongue  is  all  the 
time  upon  ^Uhe  clatter,"  leaves  his  friend  or  his 
company  none  the  wiser  or  the  better  for  the  inters 
view.    Boys,  think  of  that,  will  you? 

Well,  now,  as  ^^open  confession  is  good  for  the 
Boul,"  perhaps  I  might  just  as  well  avow  it  at  once, 
*^  openly  and  above  board,"  (since  no  one,  perhaps, 
would  believe  me  were  I  to  disavow  it,)  that  in  tihe 
publication  of  my  little  book,  I  have,  more  or  less, 
sought  to  gratify  my  exceedingly  modest  vanity — 
(let  me  take  breath.)    Well, 

"  'T 18  pleasant  sure  to  see  one's  name  in  print — 
A  book  'b  a  book,  although  there 's  nothing  in  %" 

and  if  the  reader  shall  deem  me  personally  partial 
and  unfair,  because  I  use  so  many  big  I's  and  lUUe 
jfOu^Sf  I  trust  at  least  he  will  do  me  the  justice  to 
say,  that  in  all  the  sentiments  and  reflections  that 
have  fallen  from  my  pen,  I  have  been  fair  and  true 
to  truth,  to  philanthropy,  to  patriotism,  to  virtue 
and  religion— all  of  which  I  have  honestly  and  dili- 
gently souglbt  to  do  from  beginning  to  end.    How 
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fiu*  I  haye  sacceeded,  the  reader  and  time  must  de* 
termine.  But  see  here,  now — '^  Lest  you  should  be 
weary  and  faint  in  your  minds/'  it  might  be  well  to 
remember,  that  the  preface  is  a  part  of  my  book^ 
and  the  key  that  is  to  unlock  it — and,  of  course, 
you  want  the  preface,  and  I  'U  give  you  one,  with 
a  good  long  handle  to  it,  ^^  so  I  will/' 

I  had  originally  intended  to  submit  my  work  to 
the  revision  of  an  esteemed  literary  friend,  but,  up- 
on more  mature  reflection,  as  that  would  make  the 
work  more  his  than  mine,  I  have  concluded  to  send 
it  abroad  with  all  its  errors  and  improprieties,  just 
as  it  has  fallen  from  my  own  pen,  that  it  may  bo 
essentially  and  emphatically  mine ;  that  my  friends 
may  see  me  in  it  all,  and  exclaim,  from  time  to 
time,  ^^  that  is  just  like  Judge  Cotton ;"  and  I  ven- 
ture that  you  have  said  that  more  than  once  already, 
have  n't  you  ? 

These  things  premised,  my  little  book  must  now 
be  left  to  work  its  own  way  upon  its  own  original 
and  intrinsic  merit.  It  is,  in  all  human  probability, 
the  last  ^'  labor  and  work  of  love"  of  a  frail,  feeble, 
old  man,  laudably  desirous  to  serve  and  please  his 
friends  and  his  fellow  men,  and  thus,  in  some  sense, 
to  better  the  human  race,  and  who,  for  the  great 
blessing  of  life  and  all  its  rich  and  profuse  enjoy* 
ments,  feels  himself  gratefully,  morally,  and  reli- 
giously bound  to 

Make  and  leaye  this  world  the  better 
For  haying  once  been  in  it. 

And  he  here  repeats  that  his  highest  aims,  wishes, 
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and  anticipations  will  bo  amply  and  fully  met,  if 
little  .offering  shall  aid  himself  a  little — 

C<He  wants  but  little, 

Nor  wants  that  little  long") — 

and  its  effects  and  influences  be  to  encourage  to 
noble  and  virtuous  actions — to  rescue  from  oblivion 
names  and  scenes  worthy  of  lasting  preservation — 
to  raise  the  general  standard  of  morals,  and  to  im- 
part strength  and  vigor  to  virtuous  and  holy  reso- 
lutions. 

As  I  write  with  a  trembling  hand,  which  may  bo 
difficult  for  the  compositor  always  to  read  or  make 
ont|  and  as  it  will  be  inconvenient  for  me  to  cor- 
rect all  the  proofs,  some  errors,  doubtless,  will  ap- 
pear, which,  when  detected,  the  good  taste  and  the 
good  sense  of  the  reader  must  correct ;  or,  if  he  be 
not  able  to  correct,  he  may  say,  at  least,  there  is 
an  error  at  any  rate,  and  pass  as  though  nothing 
had  happened.  Yet,  notwithstanding  all,  it  is  con- 
fidently hoped  that  errors, 

^  Like  angel  visits,  will  be  few  and  far  between." 

I  will  say  no  more — I  could  not  well  have  said 
less;  and  if  my  preface,  like  many  of  my  poems, 
is  lengthy,  I  trust  that  you  will  say  that 

*<  It  is  as  good  as  it  is  long/'-^ 

and  gooder  too.  Do  n't  read  too  much  at  a  time ; 
it  will  last  the  longer.  Reflect  well  upon  what  you 
ready  and  it  will  do  you  the  more  good.  And  thus 
yon  will  realiie  a  purer  ploaanro  and  a  greater  pro- 
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fit  from  your  investment,  both  of  time  and  money— 
**  80  mote  it  be," 

And  now,  in  conclusion,  dear  reader,  if  yon  have 
had  the  patience  to  follow  me  thus  far  in  my  intro- 
ductory and  prefatory  remarks,  I  will  tax  your  time 
and  patience  no  farther,  but  will  forthwith  intro- 
duce you  to  the  work  itself  which  is  now  your  own; 
80  turn  over  at  once,  and  read  at  your  leisure, 
whenever  you  may  think  best,  wherever  you  may 
find  the  most  pleasing  and  profitable  entertainment. 
My  blessing  and  my  prayers  abide  you ! 

THE  AUTHOR. 
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RUM  AND  TOBACCO. 

"  Faithful  are  t\e  wountU  of  a  friend," 

This  pa^re  falling  blank  in  the  *'  dae  order  of  publication," 
I  fill  it  with  an  estimate  of  the  expense  of  "  nim  and  tobacco/' 
At  an  arerage  of  two  cents  per  day,  or  $7  80  per  year,  which 
I  loan  ont  at  compound  interest;  and  the  lad  who  commences 
at  the  age  of  tweWe,  will,  on  his  freedom  day,  find  his  bill 
footed  up  at  $83  00 — all  worse  than  thrown  away,  to  keep  up 
a  Tery  unnatural  and  a  most  Jilthp  and  ruinous  practice.  Uh' 
natural — because  if  ''dame  nature"  had  intended  that  men 
ahould  be  tobacco  chewers,  she  would  have  taught  them  to 
awallow  it  as  they  do  other  nutriments;  or  else  she  would,  no 
donbt,  have  hung  a  kind  of  slop-bucket  to  their  chins,  in 
which  they  could  roll  the /ilthy  quid,  and  squirt  the  JiUhy  saliva; 
fill  up,  and  then  retire  and  empty,  and  thus  be  decent  about 
it,  and  not  convert  kitchens,  parlors,  and  churches  into  sicken- 
ing "pools  of  filth."  If  she  had  intended  men  and  women 
for  smokers,  I  think  she  would  have  created  them  upon  the 
"low  pressure"  principle,  or  else  she  would  have  inserted  a 
kind  of  projected  flue  in  the  back  of  the  head,  which  they 
conld  protrude  through  a  broken  pane,  or  some  prepared  orifice, 
and  then  they  could  suck  away  and  not  annoy  all  within  the 
room  with  a  poisonous  and  sickening  atmosphere.  And,  surely, 
if  she  had  intended  the  ladies  to  be  snuff-takers,  she  would  have 
turned  their  pretty  noses  the  other  end  up,  and  then  one  good 
filling  would  do. 

If  the  weed  be  filtht/y  rum  is  ruinous;  and  so  ruinous,  that 
nothing  could  induce  me  to  aid  the  trafiic.  If  I  had  a  pile  of 
com  as  large  as  the  largest  Egyptian  pyramid,  not  one  grain 
would  I  sell  for  ordinary  distillation ;  and  if  I  had  a  white  oak 
as  big  around  as  all  Lake  Erie,  and  so  tall,  that  it  would  over- 
top the  moon,  without  a  knot  or  limb — plumb  as  a  line,  strait 
g^in,  clear  rift,  and  sound  to  the  core,  and  I  could  get  a  corre- 
sponding price  for  it  to  be  made  up  into  whisky  barrels,  no  man 
should  put  the  first  hack  into  it.  I  would  preserve  it  as  a  "  flag- 
staff" upon  which  to  unfurl  "the  banner  of  temperance,"  when 
her  conquests  were  complete.  If  that  is  not  "  a  big  heap  "  of 
com,  and  a  getting  into  the  "tall  timber,"  I  should  like  to 
know  what  is.    More  anon. 

N.  B. — From  twelve  to  seventy  years  the  bill,  as  above, 
amounts  to  $8,500. 


RELIGIOUS   POEMS. 


EXPERIMENTAL. 

Thb  following  lines  were  written  shortly  after  I  wu  lisppilj 
eonTerted  and  joined  the  ohnrch,  at  about  the  age  of  sixteen, 
the  ftrBt  poem  I  ever  composed  or  thought  of  composing,  since 
which  time  I  have  neyer  found  much  difficulty  in  poetic  com- 
position. I  give  it  in  its  original  simplicity  and  imperfection. 
My  soul  was  exceedingly  happy,  and  I  desired  CTerybody  els* 
to  be  happy  too,  and  in  the  transport  of  my  soul,  said 


Come  all  my  friends  by  land  or  sea, 
And  I'll  tell  you  what's  done  for  me; 
I'll  tell  you  how  the  Lord  did  say, 
Come,  follow  me  without  delay. 

The  Lord  did  by  his  spirit  call, 
His  invitations  are  to  all. 
His  seryants,""  too,  did  woo  and  plead, 
That  I  should  to  my  ways  take  heed. 

If  you  do  not  in  this  good  day. 
The  Lord  will  cast  your  soul  away 
Into  that  dreadful  fiery  hell. 
With  all  the  nations  that  rebel. 


*Th»  Ber.  Daniel  Plummer,  and  others. 
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Awakening  tliouglits  appeared  to  me, 
In  every  object  I  could  see; 
And  oft  I  heaved  the  deep-felt  sigh, 
And  felt  that  my  poor  soul  mast  die. 

Ingratitnde,  my  grievous  sin, 
Protecting  care  had  round  me  been, 
Mercy  on  mercies  I'd  received, 
Yet,  the  good  spirit  often  grieved. 

Though  very  moral  and  well  trained, 
To  sinful  pleasures  I  was  chained; 
With  God,  my  heart  was  ill  at  ease, 
A  thought  enough  the  blood  to  freeze. 

Then  I  did  read  with  great  delight, 
The  word  of  God  both  day  and  night; 
Turning  it  over,  leaf  by  leaf. 
To  find  some  word  for  my  relief. 

But  as  I  read,  more  guilt  I  felt, 
Mine  eyes  to  tears  did  often  melt; 
Oft  I  retired  for  secret  prayer, 
Conviction  seized  me  stronger  there. 

My  life  I  strove  then  to  reform. 
But  could  not  keep  my  purpose  long; 

*  ^         Ere  I's  aware  I'd  sinned  again, 

*  .«^         And  faster  bound  in  Satan's  chain. 

I  groaned  and  wept,  and  wept  again. 
And  often  thus  did  I  complain — 
**  Wretched,  I  cried,  with  every  breath, 
Who  0hall  deliver  from  this  death?" 
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Thus  muBing,  I  to  meeting  went, 
To  seek  the  Lord  was  fully  1>ent, 
And,  oil  I-  the  fountain  I  did  see, 
While  Caimb  Foqq*  did  preach  to  me. 

From  "Revelations,"  twentj-two. 
He  preached  to  me  a  doctrine  true ; 
Text,  seventeenth  verse,  I  will  just  saji 
When  JesuB  washed  my  sins  away. 

Then  glory,  glory,  I  did  sing. 
My  soul  was  happy,  hless  my  King. 
Yes,  this  I  do  remember  well. 
So  now  the  time  I  will  you  tell: 

'Twas  February,  thirteenth  day. 
Eighteen  sixteen,  (1816)  here  let  me  say, 
I  drank  from  free  Salvation's  well, 
My  burden  then  from  off  me  fell. 

'Twas  thus  I  sought  and  thus  I  found. 
And  feci  that  now  I'm  heaven-bound, 
And  hope  beyond  this  vale  of  tears^ 
To  spend  unnumbered  happy  years. 

O,  my  young  friends,  come  go  with  me, 
Such  ample  fullness  I  do  see; 
It  grieves  my  heart  to  leave  you  here, 
Come  go,  I  pray  you,  now  give  ear! 

^The  Circuit  Preacher  in  charge. 


'36  cotton's  bxepsake. 


CALL  TO  THE  MINISTRY, 

Composed  at  the  age  of  18,  on  board  a  Tossel  at  lea,  bound  to 
the  then  "  Far  West,''  where  I  erer  since  hare  resided  poaeo- 
fnlljr  and  happily. 

SiNCS  first  my  sins  were  all  forgiven, 
And  I  enjoyed  a  hope  of  heayen, 
I  've  wept  and  prayed  that  Adam's  race 
Might  taste  the  sweets  of  pardoning  grace. 

I  feel  I  have  a  special  call 
To  woo  and  warn  both  great  and  small, 
To  shtin  those  paths  that  lead  to  woe-— 
I  tremble — still  the  voice  is — go. 

00  in  my  name  and  yon  sball  find 
fILe  always  near,  and  always  kind 
To  aid,  direct,  protect,  defend, 
And  I  will  love  you  to  the  end. 

Go  blow  the  Gospel  Trumpet  load. 
Go  warn  the  gay  unthinking  crowd ; 
Go  comfort  those  who  are  distressed ; 
And  sympathise  with  all  oppressed. 

Nay,  even  weep  with  those  who  weep, 
And  feast  on  joy  with  all  my  sheep ; 
This  is  my  duty  now  I  know, 
For  still  the  voice  to  me  is — ^go  I 

Well,  gracious  Master,  here  I  say, 

1  freely  give  myself  away : 

O  make  me.  Lord,  an  instrument 
To  lead  poor  sinners  to  repent. 
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And  woe  is  me  unless  I  do, 
So  fRl  my  friends,  I  bid  adieu : 
And  journey  to  a  distant  clime, 
Whence  we  may  meet  no  more  in  time. 

Farewell  I  my  parents  here  below. 
My  Master  calls,  and  I  must  go; 
Farewell  I  my  brothers,  near  and  dear, 
For  you  I  'ye  shed  many  a  tear. 

Farewell  t  my  loving  sisters  too, 
A  duty  now  I  have  to  do ; 
Farewell !  my  friends  of  every  kind, 
I  'm  called  to  leave  you  all  behind. 

Farewell  t  my  brethren  in  the  Lord, 
Love  's  tie  is  not  a  feeble  cord ; 
Farewell !  poor  mourner  in  distress, 
AH  heaven  is  ready  you  to  bless. 

Farewell  1  ye  thoughtless,  prayerless  orew, 

0  I  think  what  will  become  of  you. 
When  God  shall  set  this  world  on  fire, 
And  make  you  feel  his  dreadful  ire. 

Come  go  with  me,  there  's  grace  in  store, 
Enough  for  all,  and  millions  more; 
With  glory's  port  now  in  full  view, 

1  say  to  all,  adieu  1  adieu ! 


28  OOnOlfS  KKRPSAKE> 


LOVEFEAST  HYMN, 

OOMPOaiD  AT  ABOUT  THl  mOB  THS  PSSCKDIHa  YMMMEM  WSmiL 


Bbithben  and  sisters  all  around 
Wliat  a  dear  Savior  I  haye  found, 
That  eyer  has  been  dear  to  me, 
And  tells  me  Canaan  I  shall  see. 

Tes,  even  now  it  heaves  in  view ; 
Say,  brethren,  is  it  so  with  you? 
Methinks  I  hear  you  say  'tis  true, 
You  view  this  heavenly  Canaan  too. 

Then  let  us  for  each  other  pray, 
That  God  would  strengthen  us  to-day, 
And  help  us  on  our  journey  too. 
That  Canaan  we  may  ever  view. 

0  blessed  be  the  Lord  of  love. 
Who  freely  helps  us  from  above; 
In  spite  of  all  our  foes  can  do. 
The  land  of  Canaan  heaves  in  view. 

Let  us  be  faithful  unto  God, 
By  virtue,  point  them  out  the  road 
Which  leads  to  Christ  and  glory  too. 
That,  they  with  us  may  Canaan  view. 

And  when  we  find  our  long-sought  rest, 

May  they,  with  us,  be  fully  blest. 

To  pain  and  sin,  each  bid  adieu, 

And  rangn  &ir  Canaan  through  and  through. 
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CLASS  MEETING  HYMN, 

or    BldNT    DATB,     IN    THXBB    CAHVOt. 


OAKTOL 

0 1  HOW  I  love  to  meet  in  cla88| 

ThiB  garden  of  the  Lord : 
Where  brethren  all  in  nnion  dwell, 

And  meet  with  one  aecord. 

I  love  it  more  than  feasts  of  mirth. 

My  brethren  love  it  too : 
And,  oh  I  how  rich  my  sisters  dear. 

Its  blessings  are  to  yon. 

How  oft  dear  friends  should  we  despond, 

And  weary  in  the  way ; 
Had  we  no  Classmates  whom  we  love. 

With  whom  to  sing  and  pray. 

But  as  we  hear  them  shouting,  tell 
What  grace  for  them  has  done ; 

We  feel  like  pressing  on  afresh, 
Till  we  the  prize  have  won. 

0  *tis  a  precious,  happy  hour, 

From  care  a  sweet  retreat ; 
Where  we  may  sip  rich  drafts  of  bliss, 

And  sit  at  Jesus'  feet. 

Oh  I  ye  lukewarm,  what  folly  then 

To  turn  your  feet  aside ; 
Not  from  the  world  such  pleasures  flow. 

As  from  Immanuers  side. 


so  cotton's  keepsake. 

CANTO  n. 

Let  ns  reooont  wliat  all  have  said, 

As  we  have  passed  along ; 
One  rises,  and  he  says,  my  soul 

Doth  in  the  Lord  feel  strong. 

I  pray  that  God  would  keep  my  soul 

For  ever  feasting  so, 
That  when  I  've  done  with  this  vain  world, 

I  may  to  glory  go. 

Another  says  I  'm  very  weak, 

But  I  intend  to  trust 
In  Him,  who 's  able  to  supply 

Each  soul  that  is  athirst. 

I  'm  sorely  tried,  I  hear  one  say, 

But  on  I  mean  to  go ; 
And  others  say,  I  feel  a  spark 

Of  heavenly  love  below. 

Thus  all  have  passed  the  story  round, 

Of  all  their  cares  and  fears  ] 
And  songs  of  melody  produced 

A  rich  repast  of  tears ; 

One  speaks  quite  loud,  and  one  quite  low, 

Another  very  strong : 
Upon  the  whole,  each  one  doth  say, 

I  mean  to  keep  along. 

Keep  on,  keep  on,  ye  valiant  souls, 

The  Lord  is  on  your  side  : 
Those  *^  long  white  robes ''  ye  soon  shall  wear, 

For  you  're  the  Savior's  Bride, 
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CAKTO  ni. 

Now  to  the  strong  just  let  me  saji 

Leave  not  the  weak  behind, 
But  in  your  hosom  take  the  lambs. 

And  to  the  "sick"  be  kind. 

The  young  shall  be  like  <*  polished  stones," 

The  old  like  angels  bright, 
When  we  shall  walk  no  more  by  faith. 

But  all  shall  walk  by  sight. 

Oh  I  how  shall  words  from  mortal  tongues. 

Such  heavenly  bliss  declare, 
But  soon,  if  faithful,  we  shall  prove, 

And  tell  the  story  there. 

Thrice  blessed,  blessed,  holy  hope. 

Who  would  forsake  his  class, 
When  here  so  much  of  heaven  we  know 

So  sweet  the  moments  pass  ? 

But,  oh  I  the  joys  that  us  await. 

On  yonder  blissful  shore ; 
In  our  sweet  home  high  up  in  heaven, 

We  Ve  Crowns  laid  up  in  store. 

Our  Classmates  dear,  who  used  to  join 

With  us  in  humble  prayer, 
Shall  fly  to  greet  us  as  we  come. 

And  hail  us  welcome  there. 

Then  let  us  all  with  holy  hope, 

Press  on — we  '11  win  the  prise  i 
And  plunge,  and  bathe,  and  bask,  and  fwim 

In  bliss  that  never  dies. 

17,  ISO. 


84  cotton's  keepsake. 

With  pare  angelio  rapture  ihall  walk  the  streets  of  goldl, 
Thrice  happy,  happy  be,  nor  can  their  joys  be  told. 
How  oft  he  used  to  say,  while  groaning  under  pain, 
I  feel  my  Savior  precioas,  0,  bless  his  holy  name. 

I  call  to  mind  his  goodness,  in  days  long  since  gone  by, 

My  soul  is  happy,  happy,  I  have  no  dread  to  die. 

'T  is  better  to  depart,  I  long  to  soar  away 

To  wear  a  crown  of  glory  in  realms  of  endless  day. 

Come,  then,  ye  weeping  parents,  your  dearest  friend  give  o'er 
.With  Christ  he  reigns  immortal,  nor  shall  he  suffer  more. 
How  can  you  murmur  then,  or  wish  to  call  him  back, 
God's  precious  word  declares,  you  shall  not  suffer  lack. 

O,  may  you  each  obtain,,  the  sanctifying  grace, 

Nor  need  I  only  add,  that  then  you'll  see  his  faee. 

There,  with  the  blood-washed  millions,  on  that  immortal 

shore. 
Meet  all  your  pious  kindred  and  reign  for  evermore. 

Ye  weeping  firiends  and  neighbors,  0,  lay  these  things  to 

\      heart, 
And  choose  the  path  of  virtue,  and  ne'er  from  it  depart; 
Sore  trials  yet  await  you,  but  if  these  things  yon  heed, 
Toi^BhaU  find  grace  to  help  you,  In  every  time  of  need. 

And  when  life's  sands  have  run,  and  measured  out  your 

span, 
01  'twill  be  joyful  then,  a  pious  life  to  scan; 
To  rest  your  fainting  head  on  your  Redeemer's  breast. 
And  sing  yoor  conflicts  o'er,  and  enter  into  rest 

There  wait  for  nobler  joys,  till  the  last  soleoin  day. 
When  Oabrbrs  deep-toned  trump  shall  wake  your  slumb'ring 

day. 
Then  raised  immortal  all,  and  from  corruption  free, 
Fly  op  bilo  the  cloiida,  your  Savior  there  to  eee. 
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Hknt  east  your  "erowns  of  glorj,"  with  rapture  •*  hk  feet^ 
Bftsk  in  a  sea  of  pleasure,  and  walk  the  golden  street; 
And  on  the  harps  of  God,  the  sacred  poean  raise, 
And  throngh  all  eteAiitj  sound  forth  his  loudest  praise. 


A  POETIC  SERMON. 

IntAjcL  Nom,  ray  f)ither-in-l»w,  and  a  aost  pious,  holy  man, 
and  for  years,  one  of  the  most  liuthftil  and  beloved  elass 
leaders  in  all  the  regions  hereabout,  died  somewhat  sud- 
denly, with  a  painftif  affliction.  At  the  same  time  his  son  Hugh, 
a  young  man,  was  thought  to  be  lying  at  the  point  of  death, 
and  it  was  deemed  expedient  to  dispense  with  the  ordinary 
Aineral  serrices  for  the  present  The  young  man  how- 
OTcr,  contrary  to  all  appearances,  surrlTed  for  many  years. 
The  result  was,  howsTer,  that  Father  Noyes,  sleeps  his  last 
long  sleep  without  a  formal  Funeral  Sermon.  To  supply 
that  seeming  neglect,  or  rather  necessary  omission,  I  sat  me 
down  and  wrote  out  the  following  substitute,  and  presented 
it  to  my  good  mother  Noyes,  much  to  her  comfort  and  satia- 
&ction,  and  which  she  has  careftilly  preserred  until  this  day, 
for  she  still  liyes,  and  liTes  with  me,  at  the  adTaneed  age  of 
85  years.  Father  Noyes  died  in  1826,  aged  61  ysaaH  What 
a  long  widowhood  and  separation  I  And,  oh !  how  sweet  and 
happy  wiU  be  their  meeting^  "In  that  better  land sd^TO." 

Text,  Hkb.  it  :  9. — "  There  eexaihbth  theeefoee,  ▲  kbst  to 

THE  FEonji  or  Gon." 

Thebb  is  a  rest,  as  my  text  saith. 

Remaining  for  Ood*s  people, 
Which  doctrine  we  shall  farther  leOi 

Bj  ftattdisg  to  the  itqiid. 


B8  cotton's  ksefsake. 

There  in  aweet  lays  he  sings  the  pnuse. 

Of  Jesus  his  Redeemer ; 
He's  called  away  from  th-  evil  day. 

To  weep  no  more  for  ever. 

Why  shonld  I  try  more  to  descry, 

Or  lengthen  out  my  story? 
I  need  but  say,  I  hope  one  day 

To  meet  him  in  bright  glory. 

A  word  to  you  his  "consort  true:'^ 
You're  called  to  wade  through  sorrow, 

Your  husband's  gone  to  tarry  long. 
But  troubles  do  not  borrow. 

God  does  declare  you  are  his  care. 
And  he  will  ne'er  forsake  you, 

He'll  give  you  grace  to  run  the  race. 
Though  griefs  you  're  called  to  wade  through. 

You've  lost  a  friend,  a  faithful  friend, 

*And  well  you  may  bemoan  him. 
With  streaming  eyes  we  sympathize. 
With  you  on  this  occasion. 

You'll  only  know  as  on  you  go, 

The  loss  you  have  sustain -ed. 
When  cares  and  tears  shall  crown  your  years, 

And  earthly  joys  have  faded. 

Full  many  a  thought  with  interest  fraught, 
Will  bring  him  fresh  before  you ; 

As  down  you  glide  "time's  rapid  tide," 
And  still  I  must  detain  you. 
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Tour  kindred  all  are  far  away,  * 

And  you  are  left  to  wander 
Alone  awhile,  bnt  how  you'll  smilOi 

To  meet  again  np  yonder. 

Your  children  may,  I  hope,  will  pay 

To  you  that  kind  attention, 
Which  shall  relieve  you  when  you  griete, 

And  this  in  faith  I  mention. 

Children  to  you  a  word  or  two, 

As  I  fill  up  these  pages : 
The  loss  to  all  both  great  and  small. 

Can't  be  replaced  in  ages. 

No  more  he  '11  pray  for,  and  I  '11  say 

No  more  he  '11  give  us  counsel ; 
No  more  he'll  call  to  see  us  all. 

Nor  urge  us  to  prove  fiiithf^il. 

Come  let  us  here  shed  each  a  tear 

Unto  his  memory  sacred ; 
And  all  prepare  to  meet  him  there. 

Where  partings  will  have  ended. 

I  well  might  write  from  morn  till  night 

To  do  his  memory  justice ; 
But  will  forbear,  hoping  up  there, 

With  him  to  see  King  Jesus. 

I'd  wisely  choose  the  words  I  use, 

To  tell  you  all  my  feelings; 
Hy  speech's  too  faint,  to  fairly  paint 

To  you  the  Lord's  kind  dealings. 

*In  Maine, 


40  cotton's  keepsake. 

The  depth  and  hight,  the  bliasfol  sight, 
That  opens  now  before  me: 

So  tempts  my  heart  with  life  to  part^ 
That  here  I  end  my  story. 


■•♦1 


A  SONG  ON  THE  DIVINITY  OP  CHRIST. 
This  u  tbm  teue  God  akd  bterhal  litb. — ^I  Jomr,  t:  20. 


Ye  Christian  friends  of  every  name, 
Give  ear  to  me  while  I  explain 
The  wonders  of  redeeming  love, 
Which  lifts  my  thoughts  to  things  above: 
Jesus,  my  Lord,  from  heaven  he  came. 
To  wash  our  sins  and  purge  their  stain; 
Sure  he  is  God,  'tis  clear  to  me, 
Henoei  I  believe  divinity. 

For  when  I  felt  the  weight  of  sin, 
Twas  Jesus  smiled  and  took  me  in; 
'Twas  Jesus  spake  my  sins  forgiven, 
And  bade  me  lift  my  eyes  to  heaven: 
Then  in  his  name  I  did  rejoice, 
I've  made  his  ways  my  lasting  choice; 
Jesus  is  all  in  all  to  me, 
For  I  believe  divinity. 

Through  grief  and  pain,  and  sorrows  too, 
By  him  I  have  been  brought  safe  througl 
In  him  I've  taken  sweet  delight 
Many  a  day  and  many  a  night; 
And  none  but  God,  and  his  great  might, 
Can  change  the  darkness  into  light — 


My  miDd  once  dark  lie's  made  to  see, 
Hence  I  believe  divinity. 

And  when  Messiah  was  on  earth. 
Saint  Matthew  citing  to  his  birth, 
fie  spake  the  truth  I  humbly  trust, 
Emmanuel  is  God  with  us; 
To  see  the  wonders  that  he  wrought, 
The  deaf  and  blind  to  him  were  brought, 
He  gave  them  power  to  hear  and  see, 
Enough  to  prove  divinity. 

He  said  to  sinners  more  than  seven. 
Arise,  thy  sins  are  all  forgiven. 
The  Jews  did  murmur  and  complain, 
They  called  him  devil  with  his  train; 
They  said  that  God,  and  God  alone. 
Can  do  such  works;  and  be  it  known. 
These  Jesus  did,  as  you  may  see, — 
How  can  you  doubt  divinity? 

• 
He  said  to  Simon,  lovest  thou  me 7 
And  Simon  Peter  answered,  yea: 
Thou  knowest  all  things  answered  he, 
Thou  knowest  Lord,  I  do  love  thee. 
He  knew  all  men,  nor  need  be  taught 
What  was  in  man  nor  what  he  thought; 
He  knew  their  thoughts,  now  own  with  me 
Jesus  and  his  divinity. 

He  spake-T-ye  winds,  be  calm,  be  still, 

They  were  obsequious  to  his  will; 

He  knew  when  virtue  iVom  him  went. 

He  taught  all  men  they  should  repent. 

4 
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Said  JesoSi  where  but  two  or  tkiee 
Meet  in  my  name  and  do  agree, 
'Tis  there  I  am,  and  there  will  be, — 
How  clear  it  proves  diyinitj. 

When  to  the  grave  where  Lasanis  slepti 
Our  Savior  came,  he  groaned  and  wept. 
He  spake — and  he  that  had  been  dead 
Foot   days,  and  buried,  raised  his  head. 
These,  and  like  works,  my  Savior's  done, 
Twas  ne*er  so  seen  said  many  a  one; 
His  godlike  power  in  all  we  see, — 
Who  dare  dispute  divinity? 

Show  us  the  Father,  answered  some; 

I  and  my  Father  are  but  one: 

The  mighty  God  and  Father  too, 

Are,  by  Isaiah,  termed  His  due; 

The  Word  was  God,  but  I  can't  span 

How  'twas  made  flesh  and  dwelt  with  man: 

Go  read  the  first  of  John  and  see 

If  it  do  n't  prove  divinity. 

The  twentieth  chapter  of  the  Acts, 
And  twenty-eighth  you'll  find  these  faots, 
The  Church  of  God  bought  with  his  blood* 
(Of  the  like  texts  there  are  a  flood,) 
When  he  was  bleeding  on  the  tree, 
He  told  the  thief  that  he  should  be, 
To-day  in  paradise  with  me, 
Which  goes  to  prove  divinity. 

The  Savior,  though,  would  sure  have  dieJ 
If  he  had  not  been  crucified; 
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No  man,  said  he,  my  life  doth  take, 
Hj  lifb  I  give  for  my  sheep's  sake; 
I  've  power,  said  he,  to  lay  it  dowD, 
To  take  it  up,  the  whole  to  erown ; 
A  clearer  proof  there  can  not  he, 
In  favor  of  divinity. 

To  see  him  rising  from  the  tomh, 

The  doors  give  way  to  make  him  room*— 

Ten  thousand  things  I  would  rehearse, 

Could  I  insert  them  in  this  verse — 

To  his  disciples  then  he  went. 

And  a  few  days  with  them  he  spent^ 

They  did  helieve  unwaveringly 

The  truth  of  his  divinity. 

But  Thomas  said  I  wont  helieve, 
Like  many  people  who  now  live, 
Then  Jesus  said,  stretch  forth  thy  hand 
And  own  that  I  am  what  I  am; 
He  thrust  his  hand  into  his  side, 
My  Lord,  my  Ood,  then  Thomas  cried. 
Hence,  he's  constrained  to  own  like  me 
The  doctrine  of  divinity. 

He  is  the  first  and  he  the  last, 

Now  hold  you  to  this  doctrine  fast, 

And  neither  add  nor  take  away. 

Lest  ye  repent  in  the  great  day. 

I  feel  that  I  am  on  the  wing, 

My  heart  grows  warm  while  thus  I  sing} 

This  theme  sets  all  my  soul  on  fire, 

In  heaven  'twill  tune  my  golden  lyre. 


14  OOTTOir'S    KEBPSAKE. 

A  SONG  UPON  THB  DAY  OP  JUDGMENT. 

BT  8PECTAL  BEQUI8T. 

"  Toe  ws  hur  all  atpxab  bxtoes  thb  judovxvt  ixat  or  OHBvr.** 


Ye  nations  all,  on  you  I  call, 

Come  lend  a  listening  ear, 
The  judgment  day  without  delay 

Will  by-and-by  appear. 

The  lamb  once  slain  will  come  again. 

And  at  his  sacred  nod, 
A  heavenly  throng  will  come  along. 

And  blow  the  trump  of  God. 

* 

In  flaming  fire  he  will  draw  nigher, 

Bright  angels  him  attend ; 
And  Gtibriel  dressed  in  awful  vest 

Will  down  to  earth  descend. 

With  one  foot  he  upon  the  sea, 

The  other  on  the  shore; 
With  voice  profound,  shall  shake  the  ground, 

Shall  shout  with  dismal  roar 

That  time  is  done,  to  judgment  come. 

Ye  sleeping  dead  arise; 
The  sun  retires,  the  moon  expires, 

The  stars  forsake  the  skies. 

The  grave,  'tis  said,  will  yield  its  dead, 

The  sea  with  surging  wave. 
Shall  wake  the  dead  from  their  low  bed 

Who  sleep  in  coral  grave. 
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And  thus  tihej  all,  both  great  and  amall^ 

Shall  stand  before  the  throne; 
Shall  hear  at  last  their  sentence  passedy 

And  Time's  expiring  groan. 

The  earth  shall  quake,  the  mountains  shake. 

And  all  on  general  fire 
Shall  then  recede  with  awftd  speedi 

And  in  the  smoke  expire. 

Tes,  this  broad  world  by  thunders  hurled, 

And  lightnings'  fiercest  glare, 
Shall  quake  and  roll  from  pole  to  pole^ 

Hark!  hear  the  sinner's  prayer. 

Rocks  on  us  fall,  and  hide  us  all 

From  Jesus'  awful  face; 
The  judgment's  come  and  we're  undone 

Without  a  hiding  place. 

But  all  in  yain  will  they  complain, 

''The  day  of  grace"  has  flown; 
The  rocks  they  try  will  pass  them  by. 

And  in  despair  they  groan. 

While  thus  they  gaze  in  wild  amaie. 

The  Judge  will  frowning  say— 
Depart  all  you  accursed  crew. 

And  downward  bend  your  way. 

And  down  they  go  to  endless  woe, 

Must  bid  the  saints  farewell; 
With  demons  they  are  doomed  to  stay. 

Where  endless  burnings  dwell. 
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Bnt  to  the  rest,  come  up,  ye  bleasedy 
The  Judge  will  smiling  say, 

Aud  dwell  on  higb,  no  more  to  die. 
And  sing  my  praise  for  aye. 

Then  all  who  are  by  '^  faith  and  prayer  " 
Prepared  that  hour  to  meet, 

Shall  mount  and  fly  up  to  the  sky. 
And  all  the  angels  greet; 

Shall  praise  the  Lord  with  one  accord. 
And  swell  the  anthem  high; 

And  not  one  tear  shall  there  appear, 
No  grief  extort  a  sigh. 

Yes,  there  shall  we  for  ever  be, 
Shall  shout  our  conflicts  o'er, 

Through  boundless  grace  see  face  to  face, 
And  reign  for  erermore. 

Where  streets  are  gold  we  shall  behold 

Our  pious  kindred  dear; 
And  shout  and  sing  to  Christ  our  King, 

And  to  his  throne  come  near. 

Tes,  perfect  joy  without  alloy 

Awaits  the  pious  there; 
Lord  help  us  all  to  hear  thy  call, 

And  stir  us  up  to  prayer. 


*  -. 
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SXSCUTION  OF  FULLER, 

AUGUST  14,  18iL 


Tm,  like  many  oUier  of  mj  poema,  is  railier  lengtlij.  It  ii 
dcsif^ed  to  Im  a  ftill  and  perfect  namUon  of  the  tragic  scene 
of  which  it  treats,  in  poetic  nnmbera.  Bear  this  in  mind 
all  thronf^  thai  mj  poems  are  mostly  narrations,  or  poetio 
addresses,  and  consequentlj,  lengthj,  bat  when  Tiewed  in  this 
character,  thej  can  not  be  deemed  onreasonably  kmg,  shorter 
they  coold  not  well  be,  and  accomplish  their  aim  and  missioa 

All  je  kind  people  pray  draw  near, 
Attend  to  me  with  listening  ear,— 
While  solemnly  to  you  I  shew 
An  awful  scene  but  surely  true* 

And  thou,  my  soul,  come  meditate 
Upon  the  scene  transpired  of  late ; 
Lord  help  my  mind  and  pen  and  heart 
To  give  to  each  their  proper  part. 

Now  I'll  proceed  and  will  relate, 
Near  how  and  what  took  place  of  late; 
Two  of  our  fellow-mortals  fell. 
But  whither  flown  no  tongue  can  tell. 

Amasa  FuLLia  I'll  first  name. 

Who  from  the  East  to  this  place  came; 

In  Lawrenceburg  he  did  reside. 

And  there  made  choice  for  him  a  bride. 

Then  up  to  Brookyilb  ha  did  go, 
His  business  there  I  do  not  know ; 

(47) 
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Nor  will  it  do  for  me  to  say 

Mnch  about  this,  lest  I  should  straj. 

But  while  he  was  absent  from  her, 
One  Palmeb  Warren  was  the  sir 
Who  sought  himself  to  be  her  groomi 
And  whom  she  ehose  in  Fullkb's  room. 

Forthwith  she  wrote  a  line  to  him, 
In  which  she  put  the  pledge — a  ring, 
Which  he  had  given  her  most  free; 
''Take  it,"  he  said,  ''and  think  of  me." 

The  sight  of  which,  his  feelings  hurt, 
To  think  she  thus  should  him  desert; 
It  pierced  him  to  the  very  heart. 
When  back  to  her  he  soon  did  start 

To  seek  the  cause  or  seek  relief, 
But  neither  found,  is  my  belief; 
Which  raised  his  wrath  to  such  a  hight, 
He  sought  revenge  both  day  and  night; 

And  went  about  from  place  to  place 
In  open  day  with  open  face, 
Seeking  for  pistols  sure  at  mark-— 
The  sequel  hear,  0  hark  ye,  hark  I 

Poor  Warren,  then,  his  victim-prey, 
lie  brooded  o*er  both  night  and  day; 
At  last  he  traced  him  to  his  store. 
Bushed  quickly  in  and  shut  the  door. 

A  paper,  then,  he  did  present. 
And  said  to  Warren,  "  I  am  bent 
That  you  shall  sign  it  or  shall  die, 
And  to  escape  ia  vain  to  try." 


CRDONAL.  49 

• 

The  'mooat  of  which  wai  thus  and  bo, 
Yoa'  ve  lied  on  me  and  now  may  knoW| 
That  yoa  mast  here  yonr  eeal  set  to, 
'Tie  all  I  ask  or  wiah  to  do. 

Alas  f  poor  Warren  did  reftise, 
Then  Fuller  said  yoa  now  may  choose 
One  of  these  pistols  and  we  '11  see, 
Which  one  shall  die,  or  you  or  me. 

Poor  Warren,  filled  with  hope  and  fear 
His  coarse  toward  the  door  did  steer, 
When  outraged  Fuller  aiming  well, 
Discharged  his  piece  and  Warren  felL 

Ho  groaned  and  sighed  upon  the  floor, 
In  his  own  hlood  and  streaming  gore, 
And  Fuller  saw  his  latest  breath. 
In  the  cold  arms  of  cruel  death. 

'T  was  Thursday,  and  upon  this  eve, 
He  was  to  marry  I  believe, 
Bat  view  his  plan — his  happy  sohei^, 
All  proved  to  be  a  fading  dream. 

But  to  return  to  Faller's  case, 
And  his  sad  story  farther  trace, — 
B  'or  he  had  passed  the  fatal  door. 
In  rushed  some  men — say  half  a  score. 

Ah,  Fuller,  Fuller,  can  it  be, 

That  you  have  done  what  we  now  see? 

**  I  've  slain  the  rtptUe  you  see  bleed, 

And  maoh  I  glory  in  the  deed." 
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I  now  Bubmii  myself  to  you, 
With  me  your  pleasure  you  may  do. 
Thence  they  oonTeyed  him  to  the  jail, 
To  stand  his  trial  without  fail. 

Soon  he  was  tried,  and  "guilty"  found, 
While  anxious  friends  thick  cluster  round, 
The  verdict  was,  of  course  must  be, 
For  "  murder  in  the  first  degree." 

To  hear  the  judge  his  sentence  read,* 
Would  cause  a  heart  of  stone  to  bleed, 
*'0n  March  the  eighth  and  twentieth  day. 
You  must  be  hung  without  delay.^' 

Petitions  then  for  his  reprieve, 

Were  drawn  and  sent — who  can  but  grieve. 

One  hundred  just  and  forty  days, 

Was  all  he  gained  to  his  amaze. 

And  when  the  time  had  fully  come, 
When  he  most  surely  must  be  hung. 
Thousands  of  people  crowd  the  street, 
From  every  quarter  here  they  meet 

The  soldiers,  too,  all  had  to  come, 
With  musket,  uniform  and  drum, 
Nor  dare  one  single  one  to  fail, 
They  must  guard  Fuller  from  the  jail. 

The  sheriff f  summoned  them  'tis  true, 
This  painful  duty  he  must  do, 
Not  that  he  liked  the  painful  job, 
But  to  prevent  a  cruel  mob. 

•Hon.  Miks  0.  Kg^aston*  tTtanas  longl^. 
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The  soldiers  formed  a  ''hollow  sqiure/' 
Then  to  the  jail  they  did  repair, 
0  how  must  Fuller  feel,  while  bound 
To  hear  the  people  crowd  aiound. 

Poor  man  he  did  fVee  grace  implore^ 
'Till  he  perspired  from  every  pore, 
O  what  shall  I,  what  shall  I  do  ? 
Lord  help  me  to  repent  most  true. 

He  was  brought  forth,  O  what  a  sight ! 
To  see  a  mortal  in  such  plight; 
He  was,  indeed,  most  ghastly  pale, 
As  he  came  forth  out  of  the  jail. 

His  arms  were  pinioned  to  his  back, 
Another  rope  was  round  his  neck, 
And  thus  he  went  with  humble  pace. 
Along  unto  the  fatal  places 

The  soldiers  marched  on  cither  side, 
Good  order  all — all  must  abide, 
At  length  they  reached  the  gallows  there. 
Which  Longley  did  for  him  prepare. 

The  scaffold  now  he  did  ascend, 
As  thouprh  ho  knew  God  was  his  friend, 
Ho  had  overcome  his  guilty  fears, 
Yet  bathed  his  checks  in  manly  tears. 

The  preachers,  who  felt  for  his  soul,^ 
Prayed  for  him  here  and  in  the  goal, 
And  him  they  did  at  once  baptise, 
Before  a  crowd  of  weeping  eyes. 

*LambdlB,  Flnmmer,  Fuller  and  Befton. 
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The  '< bread  and  wine"  to  him  were  giyen, 
The  symbol  and  the  seal  of  heaven ; 
In  dntj  all  should  be  beginners, 
Sinoe  Jesus  died  for  ''chief  of  sinners." 

He  chose  a  hymn  which  then  was  sang, 
This  is  the  way  it  was  begun : 
"  Father,  I  stretch  my  hands  to  thee," 
"Methodist  hymn  book"  you  will  see. 

An  exhortation  now  was  given,* 
Like  thunder  pealing  down  from  Heaven, 
To  male  and  female  'twas  direct, 
No  better  one  could  you  expect. 

The  preachers  and  the  sheriff  too, 
Now  bade  him  their  last  long  adieu, 
T  was  'bough  to  rend  each  feeling  heart. 
To  see  how  loth  they  were  to  part. 

Now  Fuller  like  a  penitent, 
Told  us  how  vain  a  life  he'd  spent, 
All  tremblingly  to  all  did  tell, 
That  he  had  lived  an  infidel. 

But  as  I  lay  in  yonder  jail, 
This  poor  foundation  did  me  fail, 
I  now  conceive  there  is  but  one 
Men  must  believe  on,  God's  dear  Son. 

And  if  I'm  saved  'twill  be  through  grace, 
Reflected  through  my  Savior's  face, 
Nought  but  his  precious  blood  alone, 
Can  ever  for  my  sins  atone. 


*  Rev.  Daniel  Plommer. 
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A  solemn  warning  to  young  men, 
Will  follow  now  my  trembling  pen, 
*'0,  do  not  do  as  I  have  done," 
Is  what  he  said  just  as  he  swung. 

The  sheriff  now  to  him  did  say. 
You  have  not  long  on  earth  to  stay, 
Five  fleeting  moments,  less  or  more. 
Will  launch  you  from  this  mundane  shore. 

Swift  did  he  trayel  to  and  fro. 
So  loth  to  strike  the  fatal  blow, 
At  fifty-nine  past  twelve  o'clock, 
Poor  Fuller  felt  the  dreadful  shook. 

When  Longley  struck  the  fatal  stroke. 
Quick  was  the  surge,  and  the  rope  broke, 
All  feeling  hearts  it  did  appal, 
Flat  on  the  ground  to  see  him  fall. 

Help  men — ^help  I  the  sheriff  cries, 
The  broken  rope  who  ties — who  ties  ? 
Gather  him  up  before  he  struggles. 
Be  quick,  be  quick,  and  close  his  troubles. 

Two  active  men  went  up— they  fly, 
The  parted  rope  they  splice  or  tie, 
Again  he  swung,  all  clear  from  earth,— 
Be  vailed  in  grief  ye  sons  of  mirth. 

To  see  him  heave,  0  hardened  heart! 
When  life  and  breath  asunder  part; 
That  can  not  feel  for  human  woe. 
With  some  'twas  thus,  'tb  often  so. 
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Yet  many  prayers  in  his  behalf, 
Were  offered  up,  while  some  few  laogh, 
The  shrieks  and  sighs  all  through  the  crowd, 
Were  heard  distinctly,  faint  or  load. 

If  you  'd  been  there,  or  stood  near  by, 
'T  is  thus  you  would  have  heard  me  cry, 
Have  mercy  Lord,  on  his  poor  soul 
Let  heaven  be  its  final  goal. 

He 's  struggling,  gasping,  dying— gone, 
In  vain  for  him,  his  friends  may  mourn, 
Nor  do  we  know  that  he  has  need. 
We  trust  fVom  pain  he  now  is  freed. 

Young  men  and  maidens  look  around. 
To  you  indeed,  a  solemn  sound, 
O  make  your  proper  vows  all  true, 
Lest  sin  and  pain  are  caused  by  you. 

Could  we  but  know,  could  we  but  hear. 
The  sorrow  of  his  mother  dear; 
When  unto  her  the  news  shall  come, 
That  her  dear  son  is  surely  hung. 

A  lamentation  she  will  make, 
Enough  the  heart  of  stone  to  break, 
How  shall  I  drink  this  bitter  cup  ? 
And  give  my  son  for  ever  up. 

His  brothers  dear,  could  we  but  spy, 
And  sisters,  too,  hear  how  they  cry, 
Alas!  poor  brother,  fare  you  well, 
Our  sorrows  surely  none  can  telL 
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0  conid  we  know  wHat  parents  know, 
When  tHeir  dear  children  from  them  go, 
The  J  mourn,  they  weep,  they  sigh,  they  grieYBy 
When  children  take  their  friendly  leave. 

They  yiew  the  world,  filled  up  with  cares, 
Temptations  here,  and  yonder  snares, 

1  need  not  dwell — you  all  can  tell, 
Who  love  their  children  wish  them  well. 

Come  children  ye,  from  parents  borne. 
Lest  they  for  you  should  weep  and  mourn, 
Come  seek,  and  serve  God  day  and  night, 
That  they  in  you,  may  take  delight. 

Tis  now  high  time,  I  must  forbear, 
And  I  will  close  with  this  short  prayer, 
Lord  help  us  to  obey  thy  call. 
Preserve  us  here — then  save  us  all. 


•♦«• 


EXECUTION  OF  JOHN  BENNETT, 

AT   VERSAILLES. 

As  bad  bojs  are  apt  to  be  bad  men,  and  come  to  a  bad  end, 
I  must  saj  that  the  end  of  Bennett  was  jost  such  an  one  as 
might  rationally  be  anticipated.  I  say  it  not  to  wound  his 
friends,  many  of  whom  are  highly  honorable.  But  as  an 
admonition  to  all  who  desire  an  honorable  end,  to  live  hoaoi^ 
able  and  u«)efnl  lives.  And  the  tone  and  character  of  this 
Poem,  has  that  specific  end  in  view.  To  be  fully  appreciated 
and  understood,  you  must  consider  the  Author  as  a  tme  old 
friend,  giriog  him  a  plam  talk  upon  the  scaffold,  and  his  last 
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Aod  b«ft  adriee  on  the  oocaaioiiy  in  the  midst  of  which  IIm 
Inp  drops,  and  the  address  abrapU  j  termiiiated. 


Oa  Jom  "  I  knew  thee  like  a  book,''  maaj  long  jears  ago^ 

And  often  said,  and  heard  it  said,  joor  dajs  would  end  in  woe : 

Idle,  and  rain,  and  dissolnte,  and  vulgar  and  profane, 

How  conld  yon,  or  jour  friends  expect,  a  better  end  to  gain? 

Ton  see  it  now,  but  'tis  too  late,  your  race  on  earth  is  ma, 

The  forfeit  of  your  life  you'll  pay  before  the  setting  snn. 

Bad  company,  yon  say,  alas!  has  brought  yon  into  this, 

A  firtnous  and  a  pious  life  as  sarely  ends  in  bliss. 

But  God  is  good,  and  merciful,  his  pard'ning  grace  implore^ 

The  law  exacts  your  wretched  life,  as  I  have  said  befare. 

I  wocM  not  taunt  yon  with  the  crime,  for  which  yon  now  mwl 

die. 
Nor  would  I  add  a  single  pang  of  sorrow — ^no  not  I, 
But  as  a  Mend — a  friend  indeed,  I  pray  you  let  each  breath 
Qo  forth  in  prayer,  that  you  may  find,  **  pardon  and  peace  "  in 

death. 


M,  he  swings,  convulsed — ^'tis  o'er — the  spirit's  fled. 
And  poor  John  Bennett,  so  loth  to  die,  is  numbered  with  th« 

dead. 
Toung  men,  a  timely  warning  take,  be  sober,  honest,  just, 
Let  yonr  companions  be  the  good,  and  God  your  early  tmit, 
So  shall  yonr  lives,  be  lives  of  peace,  your  mem'ries  ever 

blest, 
Whan  yon  from  earth  shall  pass  away  to  an  eternal  rset 
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EXECUTION  OF  THE  KELLETS, 


time  afo^  bo  matter  when,  two  Inrothers  by  the  Dime  of 
Kellj)  dtiiena  of  Ripley  coantj,  murdered  three  men  for 
their  monej,  on  board  a  flatboat,  deicending  the  Ohio  riTer* 
In  the  language  of  an  eminent  jnriat:  "It  waa  a  oool, 
calenlating,  money-making  murder,  the  weighing  ont  of  ao 
maaj  onncea  of  blood  against  so  manj  dollars  In  monej/' 
Their  trial  and  conftesion,  was  at  the  time  published  to  the 
worid,  in  pamphlet  form,  under  the  caption  otf  '*The  Mur- 
der of  Gardner  and  others,  etc.,  to  which  the  reader  Is  re> 
spectlhllj  referred  for  a  fall  and  perfect  historj  of  this  bloodj 
•eene.  It  was^  indeed,  a  most  bloody  and  horrible  scene. 
Three  excellent  and  unsuspecting  men,  reposing  in  quiet  and 
peacefol  slumbers,  to  be  butchered  with  axes  and  clubs,  and 
all  Ibr  their  effects,  bj  men  in  their  confidence  and  «Bi|loj| 
is  most  horrible  and  appalling  I  What  a  picture  of  hmaa 
deprarity  III  Mj  Muse  thus  paraphrases  upon  the  sick«Alng| 
heart-rending,  and  fearM  tragedy. 


sordid  **  lore  of  monej,"  the  root  of  all  erll, 
Has  led  thousands  down  to  ruin,  and  down,  down  to  the  derlL 
Men  will  lie,  and  cheat,  and  steal,  or  murder  their  heal  fHend, 
To  get  money  to  hoard  up,  or  money  just  to  spend. 
6ol  money— at  erery  hasard — get  it  at  any  price, 
To  bare  money  in  great  plenty,  seems  so  exceeding  nice. 
80  thooglit  two  sturdy  brothers,  by  the  name  of  Kelley ; 
Who  murdered  thetr  employers,  and  beat  them  all  to  J^y; 
TSad  weights  unto  their  neck»— sank  them  in  the  rirer. 
And  felt  tbamaelTes  quite  safe,  now  and  tot  erer. 
The  secret  was  their  own,  no  one  else  could  know  it. 
Vol  a  single  bloodstain  left,  to  rereal  and  to  show  it 
Hoi  so  fest  Tain  wretched,  men,  mind  what  you  are  abont| 
Tit  aa  old  and  true  adaga  that  "  mnrdsr  will  ont** 
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The  Terj  means  resorted  to,  to  ward  off  just  snsplcioii, 

Are  messengers  divinely  sent,  upon  the  holy  mission 

Of  waking  np  inqnirj,  of  putting  on  the  track 

The  officers  of  justice,  who  pounce  upon  your  back 

When  you  least  expect  it,  and  lock  you  up  in  jail, 

'Till  you  shall  stand  your  trial,  of  which  you  can  not  faiL 

*T  was  80  with  these  two  brothers,  both  oaught  ia  their  owm 

trap, 
They  found  themselres  arrested,  and  in  "  an  awful  snap." 
Were  thence  upon  the  charge  found  gtiilty  of  the  deed. 
That  both  should  now  be  bung  the  jurymen  agreed. 
The  fatal  day  arrives,  they  mount  the  scaffold  high, 
With  trembling  in  their  limbs,  and  in  their  hearts  a  figh. 
Confess  the  horrid  deed — warn  others  by  their  fate, 
To  shun  the  paths  of  sin,  for  pleasure,  ^ainj  or  hate. 
Why  should  I  longer  dwell  7  enough  has  now  been  said,—* 
They  both  were  hung  together,  'till  they  were  dead  I  dead  1 1 

deadlll 
A  life  of  sin  and  shame  thus  found  a  fearful  end, 
Be  Tirtttous  little  boys,  I  pray  you  as  a  friend. 


»««i 


PENITENTIARY— THE  YOUTHFUIi   CONVICT. 

SsTXSAL  years  ago,  as  I  was  descending  the  beautiful  Oh!<^ 
on  my  way  South,  I  called  at  Jeffersonyllle,  and  went  all 
through  the  State  Penitentiary,  which  is  a  large  stona 
building,  of  thick  walls  and  heavy  massive  doors,  with 
bolts  and  bars  and  heavy  iron  grates,  to  keep  all  sure  and 
safiB  who  are  sent  there  to  be  punished  for  crimes  and  mis- 
demeanors. There  were  men  of  all  ages,  and  from  every 
part  of  the  State,  torn  from  friends  and  home,  and  doomed 
to  toil  and  privations,  and  to  sleep  in  dark,  gloomy  cells 
<( under  lock  and  key,"  because  they  did  not  "remember 
theii'  Creator,"  nor  seek  and  serve  Him.  0  how  I  pitied 
them,  and  wept  for  them  and  the  fiiends  they  had  left  hb- 
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Idnd  to  momn  and  pri«Te  A>r  them.  Bat  my  liMrt  Wm 
most  ftffBcied  at  the  sight  of  a  little  boj,  aboat  ftmrteen  or 
fifteen  jears  old.  He  was  sitting  In  the  shadei  out  in 
the  hrick  yard,  wringing  his  hands,  and  weeping  as 
though  his  little  heart  wonld  break,  trembling  all  oter 
as  though  he  would  UXl  all  to  pieeet.  On  in<iuhry,  I 
learned  of  the  Warden  that  he  arriyed  there  the  eTsning 
befbre,  on  •  charge  of  stealing  a  pooket-book,  containing 
some  fifty  dollars;  that  he  had  taken  him  out  In  the  yard 
to  bear  off  brick,  but  that  his  grief  and  excitement  had  so 
orercome  him  that  he  sunk  under  it;  that  he  had  ordered 
him  into  the  shade  until  noon,  when  he  should  take  him 
back  and  leare  him  in  his  cell  until  he  had  a  little  re- 
covered fh>m  his  prostration,  and  become  a  little  more 
familiar  with  the  scenes  around  him.  This,  certainly,  was 
exceedingly  kind.  I  approached  the  lad,  and  laying  my 
hands  gently  and  fondly  upon  his  head,  in  soothing  terms 
I  attempted  to  encourage  and  comfort  him;  that  his  year 
would  soon  pass  away,  when  he  would  be  free,  and  I  hoped, 
would  yet  be  a  good  boy  and  make  a  fine  and  useftil  man. 
But  the  more  I  sought  to  comfort  him  the  more  he  wept 
in  the  bitterness  of  his  soul.  <*  0, 1  wish  that  I  were  dead, 
My  mother !  Oh,  dear  mother.'*  My  own  heart  was  greatly 
moved  and  affected,  and  I,  too,  "wept  like  a  willow,"  in 
unison  with  him.  But  do  you  ask  how  it  occurred  that  so 
young  a  lad  happened  to  be  sent  to  the  Penitentiary  and 
not  to  the  County  Jail?  I  answer:  from  what  I  could 
learn  he  was  one  of  those  bad  boys  who  are  always  in 
mischief,  and  none  could  control  him.  He  was  saucy  and 
impudent  to  his  poor  widowed  mother;  would  fight  and 
quarrel  with  his  little  brothers  and  sisters  and  all  his  little 
schoolmates;  would  use  most  profane  language,  violate  the 
Sabbath,  and  young  as  he  was,  would  drink  and  gamble, 
which  prompted  him  to  steal;  led  on  by  wicked  qpien  and 
wicked  associates.  And  as  neither  parent  nor  teacher 
could  manage  him,  the  jury  sent  him  where  he  mmt  obey ; 
hoping  that  he  might  thereby  be  reformed  and  made  a  use- 
ftil man.  I  know  some  just  such  hatefVil  boys,  and  if  they 
too^  don't  ge^  to  the  Penfteatiaiy,  it  wlU  be  a  great  wonder. 
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My  little  nsder,  I  hope  you  are  not  one  of  those  mmj^ 
iBpndeBit,  Qngoremable  bad  boys;  if  you  axei  I  pray  yoa 
to  leibrm  immediately,  so  that  **  iniquity  prove  not  your 
nin."  I  made  some  Terees  aboat  this  little  boy  in  the 
Fsaitentiary,  to  whioh  I  will  now  introduee  you,  and  hope 
yoa  will  read  and  consider  them  well,  and  oommit  to  mem- 
ory, at  least  the  last  two  yerses,  not  for  the  beauty  of  the 
poetry,  bat  for  the  good  and  wholesome  advice  they  contain. 
Beforring  to  the  lad,  I  say : 

The  like  before  I  bad  not  seen, 
Sneb  mental  woes  and  angoisb  keen, 

My  heart  affecting; 
Laying  my  band  upon  bis  bead, 
Tonng  man,  I  kindly  to  bim  said — 

Cheer  npf  expecting 

By-and-by  to  be  set  free, 

Tben  borne  and  friends  again  yoa '11  see    ■ 

Each  sister,  brother. 
Bat  more  be  wept,  and  sobbing  said — 
"0  dear,  I  wisb  that  I  was  dead, 

Bat  for  my  mother!" 

It  was,  indeed,  a  painful  sigbt. 
To  see  a  yontb  in  sncb  a  pligbt, 

And  bear  bim  sighing, 
As  tboagb  bis  little  bursting  heart 
Was  pierced  all  through  with  sorrow's  dart| 

And  be  was  dying. 

For,  far  from  home  and  all  be  knew, 
In  that  strange  plaoe  wbat  should  be  do 

With  thieves  and  robbers? 
Where  chains  and  bars  and  felons'  cells, 
The  tale  of  woe  and  sorrow  tells 

Of  eonyict-jobben? 
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HiB  streaming  eyes  and  aching  heart 
Proolaimed  aloud — the  hetter  part 

Is  to  he  honest. 
Transgressors'  ways  are  very  hard, 
Says  <*  the  good  book"— so  says  the  bard. 

Be  honest — honest. 

This  hapless  youth  to  error  prone. 
Must  spend  a  year  here  all  alone. 

For  stealing  money. 
Yet,  there  are  those  who  think  it  smart 
To  lead  astray  the  youthful  heart; 

Aye,  think  it  funny. 

How  good  it  is  in  early  youth 
To  bear  the  yoke  of  gospel  truth, 

And  be  religious ; 
As  has  been  often  truly  said, 
'Twill  save  the  heart  and  save'  the  head 

From  woes  prodigious. 

Youths  of  the  land,  be  wise,  be  good, 
As  you  have  oft  been  told  you  should; 

Take  timely  warning: 
Besist  temptation  to  do  wrong, 
I  ^tu  it  on  you  very  strong 

In  youth's  bright  morning. 
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temperance. 

Ih  1822— At  a  ommp-meeting  held  at  Old  Fath«r  RabVs,  (of 
sainted  memory,)  near  Lawrenceburg,  Jaoob  Blasdell,  (of 
like  preciooi  memory,)  asked  permisBion,  and  obtained 
liberty  to  address  the  Tast  assembly)  upon  matters  which  he 
thought  of  vast  moment  But  what  was  the  surprise  and 
consternation  of  all,  when  he  introduced  the  subject  of  Tem- 
perance, "  Bum  and  Buin,"  which  he  portrayed  in  truthful  but 
glowing  colors-Msalled  upon  preachers  and  all  to  set  their 
faces  and  their  examples  against  it — it  was  too  much — 
utterly  out  of  time  and  place — would  spoil  the  meeting,  and 
he  must  desist,  ere  his  message  was  fUlly  dellTered.  But 
he  had  set  the  ball  in  motion,  and  the  more  men  attempted 
to  put  it  at  rest,  the  more  it  wouldn't  rest,  but  roll  on  with 
increased  Telocity  and  might,  until  all  resistance  was  giTsn 
up  as  useless,  and  Temperance  became  the  great  and  all- 
absorbing  question  of  the  day.  At  first,  Father  Blasdell 
became  a  subject  of  general  ridicule,  as  well  in  the  papers, 
as  in  neighborhood  circles.  The  man  is  foolish,  said  one, 
another,  he  is  crazy  —  what  a  pity,  ejaculated  many  and 
many  a  fHendl  But  true  to  his  foyorite  reform,  he  bore 
it  all  with  christian  fortitude  and  forbearance,  as  a  willing 
martyr  to  Tirtue's  cause.    And  God  let  him  live  to  see  the 

•  wonderAil  revolution  that  temperance  had  wrought  in  the 
land — himself  the  original  moTing  cause^  then  took  him  from 
the  field  of  strife,  all  ooTered  over  with  glory,  "  where  he  rests 
from  his  labors,  and  his  works  do  follow  him."  He  died  in 
1841,  aged  60  years.  A  plain  stone  marks  his  resting-place, 
where,  of  all  others,  there  should  be  a  monument  piercing  the 
yery  clouds.  Standing  beside  his  honored  tomb  the  other 
day,  the  following  wore  my  reflections  in  poetic  numbers: 

REFLECTIONS 

▲T  THE  TOMB  OF  JAOOB  BLASDELL, 

Th»  T^mfmmet  Pionmr  of  aUthe  Wnl,  teho  died  i»  1841,  ag§d  GO  ptan,  ImmI 

and  lamaUed  bg  aU, 

Thou  honored  champion  for  God, 
For  temperance  and  for  truth, 
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Thy  efforts  to  redeem  the  land, 

And  blesa  and  save  the  youth. 
From  all  the  infamy  and  shamOi 

And  all  the  untold  woes, 
That  flrom  the  poisoned  fatal  enp. 

In  wide  profusion  flows, 

Have  wrought  a  wonder  in  the  land, 

The  world  "  turned  upside  down," 
Changing  the  oustoms  for  the  better, 

In  eountry-— city — ^town. 
Of  all  the  names  that  are  enrolled. 

High  on  the  scroll  of  fame, 
I  would  as  soon  inherit  thinOi 

As  any  other  name. 

Thy  laurels  are  not  steeped  in  blood, 

Nor  in  the  orphans'  tears, 
But  mothers  bless  thee  for  their  homes, 

And  for  their  infant  dears. 
And  unborn  millions  shall  accord 

To  thee  the  meed  of  praise. 
And  o'er  thy  dust,  I  can  not  doubt, 

A  monument  will  raise. 

Although  reform  is  not  complete, 

Full  well  it  was  begun, 
And  spread  it  well,  until  the  field, 

Is  fairly — ^fully  won. 
True,  '*rum  and  ruin,"  still  abound, 

And  poverty  and  crime. 
But  all  are  tending  to  their  end,— 

Lord,  hasten  *<the  good  time." 
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The  ball  is  on  the  motion  still, 

And  on  and  on  will  roll, 
'Till  temperance  shall  win  the  field, 

And  reign  from  pole  to  pole, 
The  conflict,  the  protracted  strife, 

Disasters  and  defeat. 
Will,  in  the  end,  all  work  for  good, — 

Truth  never  can  he  beat, 

'Tis  sure  to  triumph  in  the  end. 

Though  often  crushed  to  earth. 
And  of  champions,  men  and  means, 

There  be  a  seeming  dearth. 
She  *11  rise  again  in  her  own  strength. 

Put  all  her  foes  to  flight. 
And  light,  and  peace,  and  joy  sntoeed. 

The  darkness  of  this  night 

The  forest  oak,  the  mountain  pine. 

By  each  tempestuous  blast 
Gains  strength  of  body,  firmer  root, 

And  longer  still  will  last. 
Unless  it  should  uprooted  be, 

Or  part  perchano^  asunder. 
Our  temperance  tree  is  still  unscathed 

Inspiring  pride  and  wonder. 

Hy  faith  is  strong  in  God  and  right- 
Through  all  this  moke  I  see 
A         ''  The  day  is  ours,"  the  victory  won 
Entire — triumphantly ; 
And  thou  of  all  men  hereabouts, 
Desenre  the  highest  praiae, 


From  all  wlio  love  t]i«  Immfti  not. 
Or  saved  from  errors  ways. 

Gkeat  master  spirits  ever  have 

Been  honored  in  the  end. 
And  none  more  jnstlj  so  thaa  tho«, 

My  ever  cherished  friend. 
Ood  let  thee  live  to  see  the  day—* 

The  day  thou  didst  foretell, 
Then  took  thee  from  the  field  of  strife, 

In  triumph: — ^fkre  thee  welL 


<il<X 


THE  BISING  SUN  RIOT. 

Is  1899,  while  I  wm  seting  Judge,  there  esme  np  te  trial  a 
riot  ease,  of  fearfUl  magnitude  and  importance.  Mj  Mom, 
flunking  it  a  ivitable  Biibjoct  for  a  lajr,  perpetraUd  the  fol- 
lowing, which  I  here  record  as  an  interesting  reminiscence, 
at  ahM  ie  show  mj  views  on  prohibition,  long  befove  the  sab- 
Jeei  had  CTcr  been  publicly  mooted.  The  first  sentiment  on 
that  salject  ever  pablicly  aTowed,  so  far  as  I  know,  was  mj 
hnable  self,  as  far  back  as  '39,  even  before  the  great  Wash- 
lagionian  movement  Think  of  that  reader,  when  joa  talk 
about  Pioneers  in  the  Temperance  enterprise.  But  here  are 
the  mess  which  will  speak  for  themselves. 


In  eighteen  handred  thirty-nine, 

Down  at  Eising  Snn, 

They  had  a  great  and  ftarfnl  rioi| 

And  misehief  great  wm  done* 

6 
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It  took  ita  rise  in  a  Itqaor  Bh(^ 

Where  they  sold  out  rnm, 
And  many  nsod  it  freely,  O  how  f^eljl 

And  all  drank  some. 

At  the  clon  of  thia  mad  earonaal 

Some  were  dead,  dead  dmnk, 
Spewing  o'er  the  floor  or  gooda  boxes, 

Or  perchance,  an  old  trunk. 

In  "dnrAnce  vile,"  they  had  a  yonng  man, 

All  the  time  in  tow, 
They  screwed  his  thumbs  in  a  blacksmith's  tim, 

And  scourged  him,  O,  oh  I 

They  said,  they  verily  believed  that  he  had. 

Found  some  lost  money. 
And  to  force  confcsBion  from  the  tad. 

They  thought  would  be  quite  funny. 

It  was  "a  draaken,  mad  carousal," 

Ending  all  in  smoke, 
And  when  the  thing  got  noised  abroad, 

The  people  all  awoke. 

They  rallied  to  the  yonng  man's  resone, 

Reproved  the  cruel  aet; 
And  all  of  them  were  soon  indicted, — 

I  know  this  legal  fact. 

Heavy  fines  were  then  aaseased, 

And  all  held  to  bail. 
To  pay  up,  else  to  replevy. 

Or  manh  right  off  to  jail. 
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The  cost  of  this  one  riot,  in  time  and  in  money, 
Was  two  thousand  full,  or  more; 

The  tax  on  peace  and  morals,  who,  O  who 
Will  foot  np  that  fearful  score? 

AH  emanating  firom  a  license  of 

A  twenty  dollar  bill. 
Talk  then  aboat  revenue,  revenue, 

Whosoever  will. 

When  will  the  rulers  of  the  land 

Be  wise,  humane,  and  just, 
Close  up  these  sinks  of  sin  and  woe. 

Or  even  feel  they  must? 

Old  echo  with  its  wonted  insolence, 

And  trifling  still  with  men, 
To  this  all  important  moral  question. 

Answers  back,  when  I  when  1 1 


DIVORCE. 

Looxno  orer  mj  court  jonmal  of  1889,  I  find  also  the  foOow- 
ing  memorftodam : 


M.  H .-JIILL  TOB  DIVOSOX. 


TwumovT. — ^Plmintiff  was  nuirried  to  defendant  thirteen  jean 
ago,  and  took  with  her  about  two  thousand  dollars  worth  of 
property  and  money ;  got  along  swimminglj  and  happil j  for 
sereral  years,  at  which  time  defendant  contracted  habits  of 
intemperance,  and  latterly,  for  months  at  a  time,  has  scaicelj 
drawn  a  sober  breatk»  Many  hare  been  his  acts  of  crneltj 
and  psfsonal  rloleiioo  to  bis  said  wil<  knocking  her  dowa 
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-  wHh  clitir%  dnggtng  her  about  th«  room  bj  tho  hidr  of  her 
head ;  kickiog  and  breaking  her  ribs,  lutil  her  lifb  was  well 
nigh  despaired  of;  the  propert/  all  squandered  awaj,  sold 
under  the  hammer  lor  liqaor  bills  and  bad  debts,  contracted 
nnder  its  inflaence;  even  the  little  pittance  which  his  said 
wife  would  earn  with  her  needle  or  at  the  wash-tnbi  was 
often  Tiolentlj  seized  and  expended  in  drams.  Plaintiff  liyed 
in  constant  fear,  and  was  in  imminent  danger  of  life  and 
limb  if  she  longer  attempted  to  liye  with  h6r  said  husband. 

MANY  W1TNBS8BS. 

Decree,  of  oonrse,  entered  accordinglj. 

The  inTestigation  all  through,  was  one  of  deep  and  thrilling  in- 
terest. Bf/  heart  bled  at  cTer/  pore  daring  the  painfhl  ta> 
cital,  and  I  made  the  following  entry  in  my  ''note  book"  at 
the  time,  which  all  the  carious  ean  see  at  anj  time  bj  calling 
on  me: — 

01  intemperance  I  intemperance  1 1  How  many  and  how  sad  m 
thy  trophies  I  How  many  tender  ties  hast  thoa  leTeredl 
How  many  bright  hopes  hast  thou  obliterated  I  How  many 
kind  confiding  hearts  hast  thou  crushed  into  the  rery  dust  I 

-  How  many  kind  parents,  good  husbands,  fond  wItcs,  dutiftil 
diildren,  true  and  kind  friends,  hast  thou  disappointed; 
made  wretched,  and  sent  sorrowing  to  the  grave  1  How 
many  millions  hast  thou  squandered  away !  Surely,  misery 
and  death  thou  spreadest  *<  broad-east"  every  where,  and  rir^ 
tae  and  happiness  fly  at  thy  approach.  How  long  shall  theae 
Ifcii^  be?  These  were  my  reflections,  as  judged  and  noCad 
down  in  my  journal  nearly  twenty  long  erentfol  years  ago. 
And  my  sluggish  muse,  animated  and  inspired  by  the  painfhl 
reminiscence  above  referred  to,  is  in  for  a  lay;  and  Pegassoi^ 
beoomiog  restive  and  impatient  to  be  ofl^  I  drop  him  a  itetok 
rain^-and  here  goes: 

Wmr  grief  and  indignation  too,  I  heard  this  tale  of  woe. 
And  tears  of  deep-felt  sympathy,  all  gushing  forth  did  flow; 
II  did  not  waU  become  a  judge,  fhH  well,  my  /Hands,  I  luiow  i^ 
kt  «■  ay  htart  to  teoly  blad,  I  matt  and  oonid  bttt  ifa^  It 
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I  tiMVgfai  of  atrlj  and  bright  hopes,  bow  msff  aad  eold,  aad 

dead, 
And  bliss  so  rich  and  full  and  sweet,  that  had  for  erer  fled; 
A  borne  that  once  was  f^l  of  Joy,  now  fhll  of  grief  and  pais; 
And  as  I  mnsed  I  deeply  sighed,  and  freely  wept  again. 

With  broken  heart  and  mind  and  health,  this  once  most  happy 

bride 
Haw  aeeks  to  be  released  from  him  who  was  her  fbmar  pride. 
Her  children  and  her  nnmerons  friends,  deposing,  intercede*- 
That  she  »o  longer  would  be  safe — they  all  as  one  agreed. 

What  were  the  reasons,  do  yoa  ask?   These  were,  in  fine,  the 

som — 
VtgUd,  abose,  and  porerty,  all  caused  by  n^g  nun. 
MKom  and  min"  are  allied,  and  will  for  erer  be; 
Y«li  there  are  men  who  peddle  grog  when  these  results  thqr 


VMr  hearts  are  steded  and  steeped  in  sin,  they  care  not  fbr 

the  min; 
They  spread  ''broad-east"  throaghont  the  laa^  nor  for  tha 

soul's  undoing, — 
Ifoaaters  they  are  in  haman  shape,  who  will,  jnst  for  the  dimei^ 
Flrqpare  and  instigate  their  friends  for  tragedy  and  crimes. 

I'd  sooner  beg  my  daily  bread,  be  clad  in  filthy  rags. 
Than  roll  in  wealth  thus  illy  gained,  admired  by  fools  or  wags. 
O  mm,  what  min  thon  hast  wrought,  how  foarfril  Is  thy  reign; 
And  nought  6an  check  thy  mad  career,  nought  but  the  law  of 
Maine. 

The  waste  of  morals^  time  and  means,  and  of  domestic  peace, 
SInoe  prohibition  was  annulled  has  been  on  the  increase. 
When  will  the  people  all  declare  such  shall  not  longer  be  ? 
Time  will  determine  that  my  friends,  and  yon  mnst  wait  with 


And  pot  your  shoulder  to  the  wheel  aad  speak  and  write  and 

vote^ 
And  soon  yon'U  see  the  temperance  ship  weU  manned  and  all 
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StXL  <m  refbna^-thj  mightj  car  shall  triamph  in  the  end; 
The  peace  and  safety  of  the  States  on  these  events  depend. 

0  parents  rallj  while  yon  may,  and  save  year  daughters  deafi 
From  woes  that  are  nnntterable,  and  from  the  scalding  tear: 
And  sare  your  sons  from  infamy,  yonrselres  from  sad  despaiTi 
And  Qod  In  merey  interpose^  is  now  my  daily  prayer. 

What  language  shall  I  use,  what  metaphors  employ, 
To  paint  rum's  waste  and  haToc,  of  morals,  means  and  Joy  t 
The  naked  skulls  and  skeletons,  of  all  by  liquor  slain, 
Would  form  a  pyramid  that  would  pierce  the  clouds  that  sendi 
uS  rain. 

Could  all  the  tears  just  caused  by  rum,  unite  from  shore  to 

shore, 
They'd  form  a  cataract  more  grand  than  Niagara's  migbliy 

roar; 
And  sighs  commingled  all  in  one  would  silence  deep-tonad 

thunder — (jurhapt) 
And  that  these  things  so  long  hare  been  (olZotMd)  is  to  b^ 

soul  a  wonder. 

Crape  erery  planet,  every  star,  blow  out  the  burning  sun. 
Hang  all  the  heavens  in  sack-clo^  too,  and  you  have  scare* 

begun 
To  paint  the  desolation,  the  mourning  and  the  woe^ 
That  from  the  liquor  business  has,  and  will  for  ever  flow. 

This  is  no  &ncy  sketch,  dear  friends,  but  demonstrative  tmtl^ 
Intended  to  arrest  the  mind  and  save  the  precious  youth.. 
Te  rulers  and  ye  judges  too,  why  stand  ye  here  all  idle? 
Up^  up,  and  chain  the  monster,  curb  him  with  bit  and  bridle. 

Bay  unto  him:  ''thus  hx  thou  mayest,  but  fiulher  canst  not 

King  alcohol,  tbon  mighty  nag,  hold  up— whoa  I  whoa  1 1  whoa  1 1 ! 
Thus  shall  ye  "serve  your  day  and  age,''  and  all  by  mm 

made  wretched; 
And  millioni  yet  nabofn,  with  them  shall  caU  yoahlewid. 
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TEMPERANCE  DrTTT. 

iJB|  OLD  DAK  TOGKBB. 

Cm  AiiUior  Ukw  great  pleasure  in  aeknowledgiiig  his  fadebi* 
edneae  to  Dr.  Wm.  Qarritaon,  tor  oric^natiiig  tUa  Foem, 
whieh  he  haa  greatly  impnyred  and  ezteaded,  so  ■■  to  m^ 
Inaoe  Uio  entin  liquor  Traffic  . 


Hoi  ye  that  deal  in  "the  blue  min,' 
O  pftiUMt  *nd  think,  what  yon  are  doing, 
Call  up  to  mind  the  want  and  woe. 
You  Boatter  vide  where  e*er  you  go. 
Qei  out  of  the  way,  your  grog  'b  all  poison, 
Against  it  all  the  world 's  now  rising. 

Of  all  pursuits  that  has  ever  been, 
Betailing  grog  is  the  meanest  thing ; 
T  lias  caused  more  misery  pain  and  woe. 
Than  oyer  from  one  source  did  flow. 
Get  out  of  the  way  with  your  "  blue  ruin,'* 
What  on  earth  are  you  all  doing? 

Now  those  who  make  just  all  they  can. 
And  those  who  deal  it  out  to  man. 
Alike  are  foes  to  the  lovely  fair, 
Would  att  would  quit  it  is  my  prayer. 
Get  out  of  the  way  both  makers  and  sellerSi 
You're  ruined  **lots  of  clever  fellows." 

You'  TO  spread  distress  on  every  hand, 
And  scattered  woe  all  o'er  the  land ; 
You've  tamed  the  husband  to  a  knave, 
And  made  hia  wift  a  wit tehed  slave. 
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Get  oat  of  the  way  yoa  brandy  sellers, 
You 'ye  ruined  'Mots  of  cleyer  fellows." 

The  grog  that  makes  men  spew  and  reel, 
Prompts  them  to  murder,  rob  and  steal. 
To  grieye  their  friends  they  seldom  fail| 
And  their  eareer  oft  ends  in  jail. 
G^t  out  of  the  way  yon  old  gin  sellers, 
You 'ye  ruined  "lots  of  cleyer  fellows." 

You 'ye  taken  the  shoes  from  poor  women's  feet^ 
And  the  bread  their  children  had  need  to  eatj 
You  'ye  robbed  them  of  their  scanty  clothes, 
And  left  them  crying  and  half  froze. 
Get  out  of  the  way  you  old  rum  sellers. 
You  'ye  ruined  "  lots  of  clever  fellows."* 

You 'ye  made  sweet  children  "beg  and  sigh/* 
Wrung  bitter  tears  from  their  mother's  eye, 
As  oft  she  heard  them  cry  for  bread, 
When  hungry  they  were  sent  to  bed. 
Get  out  of  the  way  you  whisky  sellers 
You  *ye  ruined  "  lots  of  clever  fellows." 

You've  severed  in  twain  husband  and  wife, 
Made  happy  homes  all  gall  and  strife; 
For  rowdy,  drunken  sprees  at  night. 
Put  wife  and  children  all  to  flight. 
Get  out  of  the  way  you  old  wine  sellers, 
You've  ruined  "lots  of  clever  fellows.'^ 

You  're  guilty  of  all  kinds  of  sin, 

The  meanett  that  has  ever  been ; 

You  've  robbed  the  rich,  you  've  robbed  the  poor, 

And  drove  the  needy  from  your  door. 
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Qti  out  of  the  way  you  strong  beer  aellerii 
Ton  Ve  rtumed  ^*  lots  of  clever  fellowi." 


Ton  We  robbed  tbe  strong  man  of  hia  atrengtk. 
Then  laid  him  down  in  the  mud  fUl  length ; 
And  yon  Ve  left  him  there  to  j^nuU  and  roll^ 
Like  a  filthy  hog  in  ai|  old  mud  hole. 
Get  ont  of  the  way  you  porter  sellers, 
Tou'to  ruined  "  lots  of  deyer  fellows." 

Tou'to  crowned  some  mighty  kings  with  mmd^ 

Some  palaces  you  'ye  filled  with  blood ; 

Tou  'to  laid  some  mighty  cities  low, 

Wrought  happy  nations'  overthrow. 

Oet  eat  of  the  way  you  sling-punch  sellers, 

You*Y9 punched  the  life  out  of  ''lots  of  poor  fiiUowp^** 

Now  he  who  peddles  grog  through  the  land. 
Should  on  his  forehead  wear  this  brand: 
*^I'm  a  dread  Maelstrom,"  in  life's  rough  seSi 
As  a  deadly  asp,  let  all  shun  me. 
Oet  out  of  the  way  you  ale,  ail  sellers. 
And  mm  no  more  of  ''  the  clever  fellows*'* 

And  now  I  tell  you  plainly,  sirs, 

**Tis  firm  as  truth,  or  oaks,  or  firs," 

You've  led  too  many  men  astray, 

But  the  pledge  will  knock  you  out  of  the  way. 

Get  out  of  way  with  your  beer  and  rum, 

Or  the  law  will  make  you  ''hop  and  hum." 

There's  better  work  for  you  to  do. 

Than  peddle  grog  which  all  must  rue ; 

It  coven  ones  friend  all  o  'er  with  shame, 

his  purse,  and  bla$ti  his  fame. 
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Come  sign  tlie  pledge,  all  you  dram  seUerSi 
And  ruin  no  more  of  the  eleyer  fellows. 

So  ^'olear  the  track,"  and  let  them  come, 

From  all  their  brandj,  whisky,  mm, 

And  thus  atone  for  errors  past, 

By  being  faithful  to  the  last. 

A  eheering  word  to  old  dram  sellers, 

Ton  yet  may  save  ''lots  of  poor  fellows.'* 

Yon  can  do  much,  full  well  yon  know, 

To  dry  grog's  bitter  fonnt  of  woe. 

The  fair  shall  cheer  yon  with  sweet  smiles, 

As  yon  expose  grog-sellers  wiles. 

Come  sign  the  pledge,  all  yon  dram-sellers. 

And  prove  yonrselves  right  cleoer  fellows. 

Now  to  eonolnde  my  comio  ditty, 

I  mnst  exclaim,  Oh  I  what  a  pity, 

That  tleveT  fellows,  and  Christians  too, 

Shonld  fight  onr  canse — ^would  they  were  few* 

€^et  ont  of  the  way  yon  clever  fellows. 

Yon  're  looked  np  to  by  the  liqnor  sellers. 

From  pole  to  pole,  the  news  shall  spread, 
That  children  no  where  cry  for  bread. 
When  clever  fellows  throngh  the  land, 
No  longer  in  onr  way  shall  stand. 
Come  sign  the  pledge,  like  clever  fellows, 
And  stop  the  months  of  mean  dram  sellers. 
Come  sign  the  pledge,  like  clever  /ellow$f 
And  help  reclaim  all  poor  dram  iellen. 
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A  TEMPERANCE  CANTATA, 

fkmg  at  tke  ftrtt  AnniTersuy  of  the  Dearborn  Cwntj  W.  IL 
Soeietj.  ApoUiegm— «Th6j'll0»bMk  to  their  eiqpt." 


A  TWSLyxMOHTH  ago  our  flag  we  unfiirled, 
Gold  Water  '*  redemption "  proclaimed  to  the  wofM; 
Our  battalion  contains  some  twenty-nine  score, 
<«Come  sign  the  pledge  "  friends,  we  're  recruiting  ftr 

more, 
Who  will  neyer  again  <'  go  back  to  their  cups." 

''The  Temperance  Reform"  great  good  has  aohieredi 
A  thousand  times  more  than  at  first  was  conceiyed, 
And  multiplied  scores  are  reclaimed  from  their  thrall, 
Xet  many  there  are  who  predict  their  sad  fall — 
Thai  "  they  all  will  again  "  "  go  back  to  their  cup«.*' 

And  happy  indeed,  if  this  were  hut  all 
They  do  to  impede  the  great  Temperance  Ball, 
^ey  use  base  intrigue  to  mislead  them,  and  then 
They,  fiend-like,  rejoice  in  the  fatal  hope  when 
They  all  will  again  "go  back  to  their  cups." 

What  degraded  monsters  those  beings  must  be, 
Who  oppose  the  good  work,  in  hopes  soon  to  see 
The  reclaimed  all  return,  bound  fast  by  their  roi, 
That  they  may  again  live  on  '*  mourning  and  woe,'* 
When  all  shall  again  "  go  back  to  their  cups." 

«Oo  back  to  their  cupsl"  nay,  never,  no,  never, 
Sooner  Utwml  and  body  at  onoe  part  and  sever; 
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T  would   less   wound    their  fHends — *t  would   less 

sorrow  impart 
To  the  friend  of  mankind,  'twould  dagger  bis  heart 
To  see  them  again  "  go  back  to  their  cups.'* 

Cheer  up  je  redeemed,  you  'to  been  faithfiil  one  year; 
Stick  close  to  your  Pledge,  you  baye  nothing  to  fear, 
Tou  shall  bask  in  sweet  smiles  all  strangers  to  woe, 
You  shall  live  much  beloved,  and  shall  slay  your  old 

Fos; 
O  noTcr,  I  pray  you,  '^go  back  to  your  cups/' 


Think  of  the  kind  friends  who  have  lent  you 

aid. 
Shall  their  kindness  and  Iotc  be  so  cruelly  paid? 
Will  you  blast  all  the  hopes  of  your  wiyes  and  your 

babes. 
And  join  the  mad  revels  of  << drunken  parades?'* 
Will  you  ever,  dear  friends,  *'go  back  to  your  oups?^ 

If  one  now  and  then  should  most  wickedly  fall, 
Let  this  fktal  example  your  poor  hearts  appall, 
Cleave  close  to  <'Oold  Water,"  there's  no  danger 

there — 
Be  much  on  your  guard — ^be  "  fervent  in  prayer,'* 
And  you  '11  never  again  '*  go  back  to  your  cups." 

Tou '11  redeem  your  proud  Pledge  without  blemish 

or  stain. 
Tour  usefulness  here  you  shall  ever  retain, 
Tou '11  give  life  and  power  to  '<  the  Temperance  Ball,'* 
Hake  vain  each  report  that  proclaimed  you  would 

fidl; 
Will  you  ever?  O  never  <<go  back  to  your  oupe." 


TEMFBBANGB.  77 

Hoi  ye  that  proolaim  salymtion  bj  graoe. 
With   your   strong  whisky  breath,  and  your  rum- 
colored  face, 
How  dare  you  assert  your  great  mission  DiTine, 
With  your  nobi  tipt  wiih  kxd  by  the  fumes  of  your 

wine?  * 
O I  for  shame— come  away — there  is  death  in  the  eup. 

And  ye  precious  youth,  be  admonished,  I  pray, 
To  dash  firom  your  lips  the  cup  while  you  may. 
E'er  you  are  aware,  the  die  will  be  cast, 
O,  escape  for  thy  life — haste  I   you  can't  be  too  fkst; 
For  mourning  and  woe  lie  concealed  in  the  cup. 


Ye  pure,  blushing  pair,  let  us  bask  in  your  smi 
And  boldly  we'll  brave  King  Alcohol's  wiles— 
You  can  do  as  much  good — shall  receive  for  your  aid 
A  rich  garland  of  floWers  that  never  shall  fade. 
When  all  have  forsaken  their  haunts  and  their  cupe. 

To  thoee  of  our  friends  who  make,  drink,  or  sell| 
And  to  those  who  stand  back,  yet  wish  the  cause  weU| 
O  oome  sign  the  Pledge,  now  cast  in  your  mite, 
To  'pose  King  Alcohol  in  a  Cold  Water  fight — 
Drown  him  out  my  brave  boys— that  fon,  in  the  eup. 

Come  old  and  come  young,  come  one  and  come  all, 
Come  help  us  roll  on  the  great  Temperance  Ball. 
When  all  are  reclaimed,  ye  shall  share  in  the  priie, 
They  will  rise  up  and  bless  you  beyond  the  blue  skieSy 
Bedeemed  from  the  bin,  and  the  woss  of  the  cup. 


POLITICAL. 


THE   YANKEE   NATION. 


Tm  third,  fourth,  fifth,  sixth  and  serenth  Terses,  I  haro  added  to 
make  it  ezpresfire  of  mj  own  sentiments,  honestly,  dearlj, 
and  fnlly  expressed.  Personallj,  I  would  not  onlj  cheek  tin 
fiuiher  spread  of  slarerj,  but  would  blot  out  at  once  and  fbr 
erer  that  most  oppressive  and  iniquitous  institution.  Were 
it  legitimatelj  in  my  power,  I  would  unloose  erery  burden, 
and  "  let  everj  captire  go  f^."  But  fbeling  that  I  hare 
neither  the  power  nor  the  right  thus  to  interfere  in  tha 
State  institutions,  I  leave  that  to  the  providence  of  God,  and 
thoM  whom  He  must  hold  responsible.  Manj  already  feel 
that  responsibility,  and  in  time,  I  doubt  not,  will  meet  it 
promptly.    Lord  hcuten  the  time.    Amen! 

N.  B. — ^For  national  hymn — ^Washington  and  JeflSsnon— Ml 
Ode  department. 

Of  all  the  mighty  nations 

In  the  east  or  in  the  west, 
This  glorions  Yankee  nation 

Is  the  richest  and  the  best. 
We  haye  room  for  all  creation, 

And  our  banners  are  unfurled, — 
Here's  a  general  invitation 

To  the  people  of  the  world: 
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alomr.  rcoM  l3^w.  miibe  s^  3ebT« 


ts^Bd  iiw<l  fbrsa  abn^ 
kss  bad  eaintcii  to  fkisbk  iH  i 


Tbe  St.  LavieMe  ibims  owt  aonlieim  bom»i*^ 

Far  ai  kcr  vmien  flov, 
Asd  tke  Bio  Gnade  ovr  aoaUieni  Ium 

Waj  down  to  Mexico. 
From  the  old  Atiaatie  oeaaB, 

Wlieie  tho  daj  beginB  to  dava. 
Clear  across  tlie  Bockj  Mouataiiia, 

Far  awaj  in  Oregon. 

Then  come  aloitg,  eie« 

Come  and  take  ovr  lands  in  ireloomOi 

And  get  yon  each  a  farm, 
Be  good  and  honest  cititens, 

But  do  vs  no  more  harm. 
For  mm  and  beer  and  whisky 

We  want  no  more  of  that, 
Come  help  us  conquer  alcohol 

And  lay  the  monster  fiat. 

Then  como  along,  eto. 

Tou  may  worship  Qod  in  your  own  way 

And  none  shall  you  molest, 
Using  such  forms  and  usages 

As  seemeth  to  you  best. 
But  ne'er  presume  to  undermine 

Or  change  this  government^ — 
To  keep  it  pure  through  coming  time 

We  all  are  full  intent. 

Then  oome  along,  eto. 
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Coma  and  make  jonTBeWes  aoquainted 

With  our  people  and  oar  lawsy 
And  show  yoonelyee  all  worthy 

Of  honor  and  applause. 
When  yon  are  well  informed. 

If  found  worthy  of  the  trusty 
The  right  to  vote  we  '11  giye  you. 

But  tried  you  should  be  first. 

Then  come  along,  etc. 

Our  people  claim  the  right 

To  rule  this  mighty  land, 
Till  you  become  like  one  of  us. 

And  side  by  side  we  stand. 
Then  we'll  diride  with  you 

Upon  true,  honest  merit. 
Those  honors  by  adoption 

Which  we  by  birth  inherit. 

Then  come  along,  ela» 

''The  clanking  chains  of  slayery," 

A  foul,  disgraceful  blot 
Upon  our  fair  escutcheon, 

There  longer  should  be  not. 
Come  help  us  check  its  farther  spread. 

And  keep  the  balance  yree. 
And  then  repo9e  in  welcome 

Beneath  our  freedom  tree. 

Then  come  along,  etc. 

The  South  shall  raise  the  cotton, 
The  West,  the  corn  and  pork ; 

The  New  England  manufiMtoriet 
]>o  mp  the  finer  work.  '^ 
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For  tiieir  pim  tnd  Sowiag  ftontiiaty 

Their  riyers,  brooks  and  rilbi 
Are  just  the  thing  for  washing  sheep, 

And  drwmg  eotton  mills. 

Then  eome  along,  eta. 

Onr  fathers  gare  ns  liberty, 

But  little  did  they  dream— 
The  grand  results  that  flow  along 

This  mighty  age  of  steam. 
Onr  rirers,  lakes  and  oeeans, 

Are  all  on  a  blase  of  fire. 
And  the  news  we  send  by  lightning 

On  the  telegraphic  wire. 

Then  come  along,  etc. 

We  are  bound  to  beat  the  nations, 

For  onr  mothers  "go  ahead," 
And  we  '11  show  to  foreign  paupers 

That  our  people  are  well  fed. 
We'll  prove  to  all  the  nations 

Uncle  Sam  is  not  a  fool, 
For  his  people  do  the  yoting. 

And  his  children  go  to  school. 

Then  come  along,  etc. 


>*«i 


LINES, 

PlBomnnraiD  at  a  politiesl  meeting,  held  at  Rising  ten,  8ep- 
IflBher  lit,  1882,  and  pubUshed  by  order  of  the  meetings 
With  tlie  proeeedings  of  the  day.  I  introdnse  It  hire  be- 
eanse  it  prodwed  quite  a  seasatiea  at  the  ti»<^  sa!|tentlat 
ms  to  high  ■■oemimni  and  to  bitter  ecMuxe  snd  isfioo^ 
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ft  reminiioeBoe  of  tte  erentftil  pMi.  Anotlier  retaon  is,  to 
•how  Ui»t  whilt  I  feftrlessly  and  fullj  atow  my  own  po- 
litical prefBrencea,  I  as  dieerfully  aoooid  to  others  tho 
same  priyilege  without  censure.  And  for  the  same  reason 
I  introdace  a  few  national  tOMts.  If  they  are  a  little  odd 
•nd  oomie,  so  much  the  better.  Any  thing  for  a  pleasing 
change. 

Our  patriotic  President  dared  yeto  the  bank, 
And  America's  true  sons,  each  warmly  him  thank; 
He  boldly  refused  to  re-charter  the  same, 
Hence,  the  sons  of  Columbia  feel  proud  of  his  name. 

The  friend  of  the  poor  man,  his  country's  tried  friend, 
Will  ne'er  be  forsaken  while  his  measures  all  tend 
Alike  to  protect  the  rich  and  the  poor. 
When  he  varies  from  that,  <<sin  lies  at  his  door." 

The  hero  of  Orleans  has  once  been  elected 

To  preside  o'  er  the  Union — and  more  than  expected^ 

Ability  and  skill  he  has  clearly  displayed; 

Tes,  even  to  those  who  him  President  made. 

Let  Clay  and  the  bank  against  him  conspire. 
They  can't  put  him  down  nor  raise  him  much  higher; 
Let  us  be  independent,  keep  our  money  at  home, 
Be-elect  Andrew  Jackson  and  let  aliens  roam. 

Elect  Henry  Clay  and  the  bank  he'll  re-charter. 
And  we'll  scarce  find  a  President  to  veto  it  after; 
While  "  foreigners  and  Clay  "  united  do  stand, 
Our  favorite  old  Hickory  prefers  his  own  land. 

Ye  hard  laboring,  poor  "mechanics  and  farmers,"    . 
Xd  '* merchants  of  commerce"  and  smiths  with  your 

hammers; 
Te  heroes  who  fought  and  who  wish  to  be  free, 
Ib  Norember,  Tally  to  your  oton  Hiekorg.  ^^^ 
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Bat  still,  litre's  a  hnkh  to  tho  Mends  wlia  say  Wf^ 
Wboee  trae  loye  of  their  ootmtry  unitei  them  to  Oky; 
Amd  many  of  these  there  eertainly  are, 
Among  oar  opponents,  deny  it  who  dare. 
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TOASTS  FOR  THE  FOURTH  OF  JULT. 

GxNSBAL  Jackson  now  and  oyer, 
He  woald  not  let  the  Union  seyer; 
In  the  fornm  and  in  the  fleld 
His  conntry's  rights  would  neyer  yield. 
Now  that  he  fills  the  chair  of  state, 
His  acU  proclaim  him  trnly  great; 
When  he  hath  run  his  brilliant  race. 
Hay  another  good  citizen  take  his  place. 


Thx  next  presidency — no  foul  play-— 
Ckneral  Andrew  Jackson,  or  Henry  Clay, 
Hay  the  better  man  be  elected 
(The  other,  of  coarse,  rejected). 
The  minority  submit  and  quietly  obey. 
So  peace  be  restored  and  strife  die  away. 
And  America  flourish  and  for  oyer  be  f^e. — 
Three  cheers  to  yirtue  and  integrity. 


To  the  yirtuous  and  braye  who  haye  fought  for  this 

day, 
Whether  friends  of  Calhoun,  of  Jackson,  or  Clay ; 

liong  life  and  great  plenty,  all  honor  and  ease, 

Tes,  eyery  good  thing  be  awarded  to  these. 

Then  hush  eyery  murmur,  hard  sayings  begone! 

think  themselyes  right  when  greatly  in  the  wrong. 
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Tktn  tax  not  Iheir  Yirtae,  for  reason  relents^ 
And  reclaims  with  §o/t  words  and  hard  arguments. 
But,  to  the  vainly  ambitious  whose  hearts  are  nsA 

sound, 
(And  too  many  there  are  of  the  like  to  be  found;) 
Not  wishing  them  harm  beyond  the  cold  tomb, 
Let  the  following  be  their  temporary  doom : 
A  ^Kse  pair  of  breeches  and  a  porenpint  saddle, 
A  "kard  trotting  horse  and  let  them  ride  straddle; 
And  a  yery  Icng  journey  and  no  friends  by  the  way 
To  welcome  these  ybet  of  America. 


A  HEALTH  TO  POVnTT. 


Like  the  pretty  snow  bird,  it  Uiclu  by  you  through- 
out the  cold  and  "bitter  blast,"  when  eyery  other 
'< feathered  songster," — ^when  all  your  "summer 
friends"  haye  fled. 


EDITORIAL. 


Im  1886^  I  raBored  to  NeweMde,  Heiiiy  oomitj,  Indiana^  mad 
si  the  isftABM  of  my  fHeadi,  boeaa*  tiie  sole  «liior  oi  Tkt 
yemeaatk  Bamur.  Uj  ooniiMtioii  with  ii  WM  of  ihort  4k^ 
TfttUm.  For  partioolAn,  loe  ''  biography.*'  Whilo  oceupjiag 
tho  editorial  chair,  I  perpetrated  and  publiahed  in  the  Bmrntr^ 
thefidlowiag: 

ODE, 

TO  THX  VIW0A8TLS    BAlTHnL 
BT  TBB  KDROm. 

Tn  Newcmstle  Banner  sli&ll  naher  mj  songi 
Please  lend  your  attention,  'twill  not  take  me  long} 
So  my  bumble  mose,  'tia  bigb  time  to  awake, 
In  tnitb  and  in  rhyme  a  synopsis  now  take. 

Of  the  Newcastle  Banner. 

All  the  current  news  of  eacb  passing  week, 
Wbeiber  odd  or  familiar,  we  shall  carefally  seek; 
And  our  readers  anon  sball  receive  tbe  best  part. 
In  informing  the  bead  or  improving  tbe  heart, 

Througb  tbe  Newcastle  Banner. 

Seetarian  disputes,  tbe  scourge  of  the  world, 
Sball  out  of  our  office  with  vengeance  be  burled ; 
Oood  subjects,  well  written,  shall  eacb  find  a  pltoe. 
But  personal  abuse  sball  never  disgrace 

Tbe  Newcastle  Bapner. 
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No  pledge  shall  we  give,  no  one  party  mutaiii, 
But  a  little  for  each,  an  insertion  may  gaia; 
There's  good  and  there's  bad,  no  doubt,  on  each  sida^ 
By  tnith  and  &ir  dealing  we  tmst  we  shall  guide 

The  Newcastle  Banner. 

Fair  sdance  and  art  may  here  speak  their  claims. 
How  our  bosoms  elate  at  the  charm  of  their  names; 
Obedience  and  virtue  to  the  laws  of  the  land. 
Shall  ever  possess  a  primary  stand, 

In  the  Newcastle  Banner. 

Internal  improvements  shall  all  fostered  be, 
And  D.  manufactures  to  their  utmost  degree ; 
Turnpikes  and  railroads,  canals  and  the  like, 
Shall  all  canvassed  be,  both  in  black  and  in  white. 

In  the  Newcastle  Banner. 

A  ocat  superroyal  will  just  be  the  sise. 
With  its  cotemporaries  it  honorably  vies; 
To  the  rich  and  the  poor  vade  mecum  it  will  be, 
At  home  and  abroad  by  land  or  by  sea, 

Then  who'll  take  the  Banner. 

There'll  be  pretty  tales  for  your  children  to  read, 
And  such  information  as  our  patrons  most  need; 
Domestic  and  foreign  shall  each  form  a  part, 
Then  subscribe  en  mcuse  with  a  liberal  heart 

For  the  Newcastle  Banner. 

But  the  cash  we  shall  want  as  it  becomes  due, 
Dishonest  subscribers,  we  trust,  will  be  few ; 
Delinquents  all  know  good  people  abhor. 
So  our  patrons,  we  trust,  will  promptly  pay  for 

The  Newcastle  Banner. 
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On  tliui  good  endeayor  slioiild  dame  fbrtune  frowiiy 
JvBt  for  Ike  oood  will,  we'll  keep  our  anger  down; 
We'll  wait  awhile  longer,  we'll  twist  and  we'll  tom^ 
To  keep  up  our  credit,  and  advance  the  concern 

Of  the  Newcastle  Banner. 

Good  doctors  and  lawyers,  we  would  here  just  adyise, 
To  hand  us  a  vkx  and  we'll  advertise. 
And  grocers  and  merchants,  we  want  of  you  oabh, 
For  pumiio  your  goods,  your  silks,  and  your  trash 

In  the  Newcastle  Banner. 

We  'II  go  one  round  more  for  the  sake  of  the  fun, 
(My  impertinent  muse  wilt  thou  never  be  done  7) 
Huua  for  the  farmer,  mechanic  and  all. 
And  never,  0  never,  do  suffer  to  fall. 

The  Newcastle  Banner. 

Kind  editors  all,  will  please  lend  a  hand, 
Just  simply  exchange,  they  will  understand ; 
Hay  friendship  and  peace  pervade  their  whole  ranks^ 
The  like  we^ll  return  with  our  hearty  thanks 

Through  the  Newcastle  Banner. 

Then  here  is  the  health  we  offer  to  all, 
Without  whose  support  the  Banner  must  fall: 
Hay  they  prosper  and  flourish  and  for  ever  be  free. 
And  their  watchword  henceforward  this  short  sentence 

Success  to  the  Banner. 


88  oonosf's  mntrsAKK. 


A  OOMPLIMEKTART  EPISTLE. 

W B  hftT6  said  ihki  we  ooenpled  Uie  editorial  eliair  bat  for  • 
riiort  seMon.  Bai  we  won  a  fiune  in  ihki  aliori  period 
which  aome  do  not  win  in  a  life-time — that  of  being  "bo 
great  scratch"  of  an  editor  after  all — ^perhaps.  If  that 
opiaioB  did  at  all  prerail,  there  were  exoeptiomi  to  the 
mle^  at  the  following^  among  other  fhTorablB  notioeii  will 
show: 

Bbspbcted  sir,  I  beg  you  now, 
A  perfect  stranger  to  allow 
His  friendship  for  you  to  avow 

In  artless  line; 
For  well  I  know,  I  know  not  bow 

To  make  it  shine. 

And  I  mast  own  I  haye  some  feBr, 

Before  yon,  boldly,  to  appear, 

Lest  you  should  think  it  of  me  queer 

To  make  so  free. 
But  if  you  should  sarcastic  sneeri 

That  I  shant  see. 

And  well  I  know  my  untaught  speech 
Soars  not  beyond  the  critic's  reach, — 
And  can  not  you  amuse  or  teach 

With  strange  or  new. 
But  timidly  haye  made  this  breach 

To  learn  from  you — 
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Though  my  rude  mnsa  did  beg  and  plead 
From  letting  yon  her  nonsense  read— 
INre  mounted  on  the  poesy's  steed 

Prepared  for  flight; 
Determined  full,  that  she  shall  lead 

And  guide  me  right. 

Now  if  to  ride  you  feel  inclined| 
Imagination  room  will  find, 
To  let  you  take  a  seat  behind 

And  ride  with  me. 
Pegassus  earries  double  kind, 

As  you  will  see. 

A  lengthy  journey  we'll  not  take, 
Nor  yet  each  other  we'll  forsake, 
Until  we  some  acquaintance  make. 

In  sober  rhyme. 
Perhapa  in  livelier  strains  to  wake 

Some  other  time. 

ThiB  weary  beast  so  often  rode, 
Ifoyes  sluggish  with  its  heavy  load 
From  vacant  minded's  dull  abode 

And  thoaghtless  rest; 
UnloBS  the  muse  with  fancy  's  good 

Can  stir  the  breast. 

Prepared  with  paper,  pen  and  ink, 

I'll  slap  down  now  just  what  I  think, 

And  try  with  rhyme  to  make  it  clink 

In  measures  span ; 

And  aim  its  different  parts  to  link 

As  well's  I  can. 
8 


90  oottok's  kesfsake. 

I've  been  informed  yon  have  a  sligtiti 
In  prose  or  rhyme  your  Uioughts  to  writei 
And  oan  them  either  way  indite; 

With  80  much  ease, 
That  all  who  of  them  get  a  sight. 

They're  sore  to  please. 

Beside  'tis  said,  in  yon  is  fbnnd 
A  heart  that  does  in  love  abound, 
With  honest  kindness  eompassed  round, 

And  social  turn, 
And  wrong  designed,  not  envy's  sound 

Could  there  discern. 

For  Mends  like  these,  I've  ever  sought^ 
And  in  this  case,  to  you  I  thought, 
An  introduction  should  bo  sought. 

Trusting  in  you 
This  essay  not  to  set  at  naught, 

Scorned  in  your  view. 

And  if  this  bold  attempt  should  fail, 
Pray  put  it  not  in  t'  other  scale. 
Lest  by  its  weight  it  should  prevail 

Against  the  end. 
And  time  when  you  I  hope  to  hail 

As  my  best  friend. 

And  though  so  many  friends  you  have. 
An  humble  backward  seat  I  crave, 
Which  with  them,  by  you,  might  be  gave^ 

And  from  the  rest. 
Unless  I  proved  to  be  a  knave. 

Not  take  the  least 


L 
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Thronglioiii  our  jonrney  hen  below, 
As  up  and  down  Uuroogh  life  we  go. 
O'er  hilb  of  joj,  and  rales  of  woe, 

We  ne  'er  can  see, 
One  earthly  stream  of  sweets  to  flow, 

From  sorrow  free. 

Should  &te  not  snap  life's  brittle  thread. 
Youth's  frolic  hours  will  soon  have  fled, 
Age  following  with  its  silvery  tread, 

Adyanees  on, 
To  lay  us  with  the  lowly  dead. 

Forgot  and  gone. 

We  scare  can  taste  a  single  joy. 
That  is  unmixed  with  an  alloy, 
E  'en  should  we  thoughts  or  hopes  employ 

Of  future  bliss, 
Old  Satan's  presence  will  annoy. 

And  frustrate  this. 


While  nature's  hand  does  kind 
The  joys  that  gratify  the  sense, 
I  find  none  in  her  providence, 

I  value  more, 
Than  friendship's  sweet  that  flow  immense, 

From  that  rich  store. 

Then  may  we  evil  passions  quell, 
And  henceforth  ever  peaceful  dwell 
With  brother  men,  and  them  compel 

The  way  we  go. 
And  with  kind  feeling,  now  farewell — 

I  bid  to  you.  JuHO. 

MDRnnowa,  liar^  10^  18W. 
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ANSWER  TO  THE  FOREQOma 

BT  THB  BDITOB. 

Mt  ukkkowh  friend: — 

I  HAVE  received  your  note  most  kind, 
Wluch  under  date  of  Marcli  I  find. 
Wherein  you  say  you  feel  inclined 

To  be  my  friend, 
To  my  own  good  I  «hoald  be  blind 

Not  back  to  send. 

Bat  will  premise  what  is  most  tme, 
I  *11  not  attempt  to  rival  yon, 
Full  well  I  know  that  I  can't  do, 

Hence  I  give  o'er. 
Poetic  skill  you  *ve  brought  to  view, 

In  days  of  yore. 

True  I  can  write  in  prose  or  rhyme. 
There 's  no  great  difference  in  the  timCi 
But  lay  no  claim  to  the  sublime, 

In  nought  I  do, 
Parnassus'  hight  I  ne'er  can  climb— 
Not  so  with  you. 

Oft  rivalship  of  ill  is  rife, 
Hence  I  ne'er  poetised  for  strift. 
Save  once  I  think,  in  all  my  UfCi 

Then  took'  the  prise.^ 
To  'tempt  it  here        ♦    ♦    ♦       *    ♦    ♦ 
Would  be  unwise. 

•lit  ladte*  PalWin :  OM  TNT  Ibr  »  «nr  T«tf*»  Aidnii^  IB IIML 
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Bui  pto^Iy  out  of  etiquette, 
Mj  pen  in  ink  forthwith  I  wet. 
To  answer  youn  pop  doum  I  eei; 

Though  'gainst  my  mnse. 
And  yon  may  either  langh  or  ftet; 

Jnst  as  yon  ehoose« 

I  will  premise,  yon  need  not  ftar, 
That  I  shall  onee  sareastio  sneef^— 
Beliere  me  air,  I  hold  them  dear. 

Those  lines  of  thine. 
Bni  dare  not  hope  yon  will  appear 

To  Talne  mine. 

Your  inTJtation  I  embraooy 

Though  sure  myself  mueh  to  disgraee, 

My  poetry  with  yours  to  place; 

But  wont  refuse 
The  seat  you  say  with  modest  graoe, 

That's  due  my  Muse. 

I  shall  be  pleased  to  ride  with  you, 
Sinee  you  'to  an  honest  heart  and  true 
That  daily  I  may  something  new 

Add  to  my  stoek. 
I  'U  take  the  seat  you  say 's  my  due— 

Nor  ever  balk. 

For  I  'm  informed,  on  learning's  score  ^ 
Ton  are  well  versed  in  Olassie  1016, 
And  ¥>ett  moj^  claim  to  ride  before 

On  Poesy's  steed. 
On  this  we  need  to  say  no  more, 

Stnoe  I'm  agretd. 
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Indeed  kind  sir,  you  flatter  me. 
And  when  eacli  other  we  sball  aee, 
I  fear  joa  11  disappointed  be, 

In  your  sooglit  fHend. 
But  nerer  from  you  will  I  flee. 

You  may  depend. 

As  you're  informed,  sueh  is  my  tilnii 
As  all  who  will  may  soon  disoern, 
And  daily  more  and  more. I  learn 

To  use  all  well, 
But  baae  men  from  my  presenee  spunii 

Nor  with  them  dwell. 

On  friendship,  sir,  we  both  agree, 
There's  nought  on  earth  more  dear  to  m§f 
From  bitter  strife  I  always  flee, 

And  refuge  seek 
With  those  whose  hearts  from  guile  are  free. 

And  spirits  meek. 

There 's  not  a  joy  that  mortals  kno^, 
While  on  their  pilgrimage  below, 
That  will  compare  with  those  that  flow 

From  friendship's  source. 
From  this  blest  fount  I  will  not  go, 

Exeept  by  force. 

Then  let  us  make  it  all  our  care, 
To  shun  each  Tain  and  hurtful  snarOi 
By  daily  watching  unto  prayer,^ 

While  life  shall  last 
We'll  sip  our  fill  when  we  get  these^ 

Of  lote'H  repast 
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Ton  11  find  a  warnif  warm  friend  in  mti 
Par  nobtlefraimn  let  ns  be, 
Nor  ever  let  us  disagree, 

But  dwell  in  peaee : 
And  when  each  other  we  shall  see, 

May  love  inorease. 

Among  my  friends  yon  orave  a  seat. 
Quite  in  the  rear  you  would  retreat, 
Snoh  friends  as  yon,  I  seldom  meet^ 

Henoe  yon  assign 
A  place  among  the  first  I  greet, 

As  friends  of  mine. 

Ton  say  you  'ye  heard  much  good  of  me. 
From  cruel  envy  you  are  free. 
And  that  myself  you  hope  to  see, 

Some  future  time, 
BelieTe  me  sir,  I  am  as  ye, 

'T  is  truth  in  rhyme. 

And  may  I  cTer  worthy  prove. 

Of  your  unsought,  yet  priceless  love, 

And  journeying  to  our  home  above. 

With  heart  and  hand, 
Hy  unknown  friend,  let's  onward  move 

To  Canaan's  land. 

There  purest  joys  for  ever  fiow, 
And  all  are  strangers  there  to  woe, 
From  glory  they  to  glory  go 

On  streets  of  gold. 
flow  ead  the  contrast  here  boloWi 

As  you  haye  told* 
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I  Nre  tftken  quite  ft  pleMant  ride. 
Since  I  behind  yoa  did  bestride, 
On  Poesy's  steed  and  let  yon  goide; 

Should  like  to  more, 
But  ean  not,  sir, — ^jou  wound  my  pride 

Quite  to  the  core. 

Sinee  I  *Te  got  on  you  seem  distressed, 
Your  ilug^h  beast  you  say's  oppressed| 
And  standeth  much  in  need  of  rest: 

Who  will  may  scoff. 
A  modest  Mn^  't  must  be  oonfessedi 

So  I  '11  get  off. 

But  think  me  not,  in  humor  ill, 
Though  I  thus  flourish  with  my  quill; 
I  do  remain  your  warm  friend  still, 

'T  is  all  a  pun. 
With  merry  laugh,  I  would  you  fill, 

And  now  I'm  done. 

But  should  your  beast  e'er  be  refreshed, 
And  firiendly  thought  inspire  your  breast, 
As  saiih  your  Muse,  so  have  them  dressed, 

And  send  them  me, 
1 11  Tiew  them  as  before  expressed, 

As  you  shall  see. 

You  now  must  feel  in  merry  plight. 
So  taEe  alone  your  lofty  flight, 
Leaying  poor  me  quite  out  of  sight, 

Oasing  at  you. 
So  here's  your  health,  no  more  I  'II  write,— 

adieu. 
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HaTing  had  much  experience  in  the  schoolroom,  I  giro  piftce  to 
the  following  articles,  in  order  to  show  what  kind  feelings 
should  exist  between  the  Teacher  and  his  Pupils,  to  make  tho 
schoolroom  a  happj  and  a  useful  place.  And  more  than  that, 
I  think  there  is  real  merit  in  these  juvenile  prodnctions,  well 
worthy  of  preservation  in  any  book — and  cspeeiallj  so  in  the 
book  of  their  old  Teacher.    Mine  will  speak  for  themselves. 


INVITATION  TO  SCHOOL. 

Selected  bj  Miss  Alice  Clark,  an  interesting  little  Miss,  of  soma 
10  or  12  summers — corrected  for  the  occasion,  and  sung  at  tho 
commencement  of  a  new  term. 


School  is  begun,  so  come  every  one, 

With  bright  and  smiling  faoes, 
For  bappy  arc  they,  who  learn  while  tbey  maj. 

So  come  and  take  your  places. 

Here  you  irill  find  your  teaober  most  kind, 

And  by  bis  aid  succeeding; 
Tbe  older  you  grow,  the  more  you  will  know, 

If  you  but  love  your  reading. 

Little  boys,  when  you  grow  to  be  men, 

And  fill  some  honored  station. 
If  you  should  once  be  found  out  a  dunce^ 

0 1  tbink  of  your  Taxation. 
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And  little  girls,  too,  a  kind  word  to  you, 

To  learn  is  now  your  duty — 
Without — none  will  deem  you  worthy  of  esteem, 

Wliate'er  your  wealth  or  beauty. 

Jjet  us  all  then,  young  ladies  and  young  men, 

Little  girls  and  boys  altogether, 
Be  each  in  his  place,  with  a  bright  smiling  face. 

In  fair  and  in  foul  weather. 

And  every  one  try,  with  each  other  to  Tie, 

In  kind  and  in  good  behavior; 
And  thus  lighten  the  care,  -of  our  kind  teacher  there, 

And  win  his  loving  favor. 


f0*m 


ANSWER  TO  THE  FOREGOING. 

BY  THE  T8ACHER. 

My  dear  little  Miss,  for  a  tribute  like  this, 

So  kind,  yet  so  unassuming, 
You  deserve  great  praise,  all  the  rest  of  your  days, 

I  may  say,  without  once  presuming. 

Nearly  forty  long  years,  with  prayers  and  with  tears, 
I  have  acted  the  part  of  "  the  Master," 

And  never  found  one,  who  more  perfectly  won 
My  love— or  improvement  mado  faster. 

How  exceedingly  dear,  good  scholars  appear. 

In  school — and  evermore  alter. 
They  seldom  annoy,  either  a  girl  or  a  boy, 

By  tricks — or  mischievous  laughter. 
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Bat  the  eye  and  the  ear  and  the  mind  appear, 
Fally  bent  to  make  some  improvement. 

In  <*the  branches  taught,"  jost  as  they  ought, 
And  do — in  every  movement 

If  your  schoolmatee  dear,  will  only  givo  ear, 

To  year  kind  and  good  admonition, 
Yery  pleasant  hours  will  engage  all  our  powers. 

In  study  and  tuition. 

And  0,  may  we  meet,  and  each  other  greet. 

In  the  blissful  realms  of  glory, — 
To  meet  you  up  there,  is  my  fervent  prayer. 

And  here  I  conclude  my  story. 


•  ••m 


SCHOOL  COMPOSITION. 

BY  DAVID  P.   EOW. 

A  WORD  to  you,  my  classmates  dear. 

Before  wc  all  disperse, 
My  thoughts  you  see,  IVo  written  down, 

And  strung  them  into  verse. 

If  we  come  here  to  look  about. 

Our  teacher  sure  will  say 
We  can  not  learn — and  better  far. 

For  us  to  stay  away. 

We  all  meet  here,  week  after  week. 
With  bright  and  sparkling  eyes; 

And  if  we  study  as  we  should, 
T  will  make  us  good  and  wiBO. 


100  ootton's  keepsake. 

As  learning  ia  the  greateat  thing, 

That  ever  man  possessed, 
Hay  all  that  our  kind  teacher  says. 

Upon  our  minds  be  pressed. 

If  we'd  be  wise,  or  good,  or  great, 

We  all  must  study  hard, 
Then  living  long,  or  dying  soon, 

We  '11  gain  a  rich  reward. 

Our  teacher  here  is  very  kind, 
And  all  should  love  him  well, 

And  for  our  future  happiness, 
Make  every  quarter  tell. 

And  now,  dear  classmates,  let  us  try^ 

To  do  as  we  are  told, 
And  then  how  happy  we  shall  be. 

Nor  will  the  teacher  scold. 

And  0,  I  know,  we  love  him  well, 

And  well  he  loves  us  too, 
So  with  those  humble  lines  young  friends^ 

I  bid  you  all — adieu. 


^■»  11 


RESPONSE  TO  THE  FOREGOING. 

BT  THE  TBACHES. 

Mr  dear  kind  pupil,  I  must  say. 
Your  composition  is  first  rate. 

And  if  you  by  these  precepts  live. 
You'll  surely  be  both  good  and  great 
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Your  admonitions  are  most  true, 
And  can  not  fail  to  do  much  good, 

If  all  will  onlj  practice  them, 
As  kind  good  classmates  ever  should. 

The  kindly  "  tribute  "  which  you  pay, 

Unto  your  poor  old  teacher  here, 
Is  very  grateful  to  my  heart, 

And  ever  will  remain  most  dear. 

Go  on  and  cultivate  your  mind, 

And  store  it  well  with  **  learning's  lore," 

And  you'll  be  useful,  good  and  happy,^ 
I'll  not  detain  jou  to  say  more. 

And  what  I  say,  to  you,  kind  sir, 

I  say  to  all  both  young  and  old, 
I  love  you  dearly,  every  one. 

And  seldom  need  to  fret  or  scold. 

Your  time  is  precious  as  gold  dust. 
Improve  each  fleeting  moment  well. 

In  youth*s  bright  morn — and  may  we  here, 
In  peace  and  friendship  ever  dwell. 

And  0!  where'er  our  lots  arc  cast, 

On  the  broad  stage  of  human  life. 
Let  us  in  friendship  ever  live, 

Avoiding  all  that  tends  to  strife. 

And  when  'life's  busy  scenes"  are  o'er, 
May  we  in  peace  lie  down  and  die. 

And  in  ''the  resurrection  morn" — wake  up 
To  bliss  immortal  ia  the  sky. 
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ADIEU  AND  RESPONSE. 

Tbi  following  **  Adueu  "  and  "Responsb  ''  were  sung  at  th«  dose 
of  my  BchooL  The  Adiea  was  selected  by  Clarjl  Colubb,  an 
interesting  little  Miss,  and  corrected  for  the  occasion  bj  a 
friend.    The  Response,  by  the  Teacher. 


ilir— **  FEOX  QSLXtMhAXD'S  let  MouxTAn.** 
PUPILS*   ADIIU. 

While  tlio  full  tido  of  gladness 
Is  flowing  through  each  heart, 

There  comes  a  thought  of  sadness, 
It  is — that  we  must  part. 

The  band  that's  here  united, 
May  meet  no  more  on  earth; 

This  thought  has  hushed  and  blighted 
Our  song  and  smile  of  mirth. 

We  've  had  the  kindest  teacher 

That  pupils  ever  had, 
His  presence  every  morning 

Made  all  our  hearts  right  glad. 

And  when  we  vexed  or  grieved  him, 

How  kindly  he  *d  forgive ; 
His  name  we*ll  love  and  cherish, 

Long  as  on  earth  we  live. 

• 

Here  will  our  thoughts  oft  linger, 
Where'er  our  "lots  are  cast," 

Till  memory's  feeble  finger 
Slull  fail  to  trace  the  paat 
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Kind  sclioolmates,  let  us  cherisli 
"The  precepts"  taught  us  here, 

And  "crowns  that  will  not  perish," 
We  by  and  by  shall  wear. 

Dear  teacher,  may  God's  blessing 

Crown  all  your  future  days, 
"While  "onward"  we  are  pressing. 

In  "  wisdom's  pleasant  ways." 

And  oh!  we  hope  to  meet  you 
In  heaven,  where  all  is  bright — 

Where  none  who  there  shall  greet  you. 
Will  ever  say  "  Good  Niyhtr 


TE^VCnEC'S    BESrONSE. 

Mr  kindest,  dearest  pupils, 

I  gratefully  receive 
The  chaste  and  pretty  "  tribute," 

Which  here  to  mo  you  give. 

But  oh  !  I  have  no  language, 
To  tell  you  how  my  heart 

Is  throbbing — sighing — bleeding, 
To  think  we  now  must  part 

We've  spent  delightful  seasons. 

In  harmony  and  love — 
(With  very  few  exceptions,) 

Like  unto  that  above. 

I  've  ruled  by  love  and  kindness — 
Not  with  "  the  hateful  rod," 
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Appealing  to  your  judgments, 
And  praying  unto  God. 

We  now  must  part  asunder, 
To  meet  the  **ill8  of  life," 

Be  tossed,  and  tried,  and  tempted, 
Amid  the  "glorious  strife." 

But  never  fail  nor  falter, 
"  Whatever  ills  betide," 

You  will  come  off  victorious, 
With  virtue  on  your  side. 

"The  paths  of  sin  and  folly," 
For  ever  'void  and  shun. 

And  as  a  ^^  deadly  serpent y^ 
From  ^^rv.m  holat*'  ever  run. 

Bright  honors  then  await  you, 
I  know — ^^  I  feel  it  true;'* 

Let  each  his  part  "act  nobly,"— 
Dear  scholars,  now  ^^ Adieu" 


N#-M 


THE  BEAUTIES  OF  NATURE. 

Elisabvth  Jackbon,  a  very  promising  and  intoresting  little  Mi^s 
of  some  16  sammcrs  at  the  time,  concluded  a  yery  beantiful 
Mhool-composition  upon  the  Beaaties  of  Natare,  in  poetic  and 
harmonious  number,  thus : 


How  glorious  looks  the  god  of  day 
When  first  he  mounts  the  sky, 
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He  driyes  all  darkness  from  his  way, 

And  drinks  the  dew  cnps  dry ; 
How  modest  looks  the  sweet  pale  morn, 

When  Sol  has  run  his  race, 
And  left  fair  Luna  to  illume 

The  sky  with  her  mild  face. 

And  there  is  brilliant  Venus,  too, 

The  eve  and  morning  star, 
0  sure  this  grand  and  splendid  view 

Surpasses  art  by  far. 
And  then  behold  the  thunderstorm, 

With  awful  splendor — grand, 
The  lightnings  flash,  the  thunders  roll, 

And  billows  lave  the  strand. 

And  when  the  storm  has  passed  away. 

And  all  is  still  and  calm, 
All  nature  smiles  and  seems  to  join. 

In  one  thanksgiving  psalm. 
The  feathered  songsters  of  the  air. 

Warbling  their  mellow  lays. 
Are  beautiful  to  eye  and  ear, 

And  fill  the  heart  with  praise. 

Then  look  we  at  the  beauteous  flowers. 

Which  bloom  to  bless  our  sight, 
They  lend  their  fragrance  to  the  air, 

And  fill  us  with  delight. 
Thus  comforts  sweet  and  blessings  rare, 

We  have  from  day  to  day, 
More  than  I  now  can  here  recount, 

Or  ever  here  repay*  > 
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Then  we  shoald  raise,  witli  grateful  heariSi 

Oar  souls  to  God  in  prayer, 
Who  is  so  very  kind  to  us, 

And  thank  him  for  his  eare. 


Lizzie. 


m*  ti 


ANSWER 

bt  the  teacher. 

Dear  Lizzie: — 

Your  composition,  number  two, 

Is  beautiful  indeed, 
The  subject  was  well  chosen,  too. 

As  we  are  all  agreed. 

A  theme  more  grand  and  beautiful, 
More  grateful  to  the  heart. 

Could  not  be  found  beneath  the  sun, 
In  Science,  Ethics,  Art. 

The  golden  sun — the  god  of  day, 
The  modest  queen  of  night. 

The  stars  that  twinkle  in  the  sky. 
And  shine  with  luster  bright 

Are  full  of  beauty,  and  inspire 
Anthems  of  grateful  praise, 

To  Him  who  placed  them  thus  on  high. 
Our  thoughts  to  upward  raise. 

A  contemplation  of  these  things. 

Must  elevate  the  mind. 
And  I  rejoice,  to  see  that  you. 

Are  to  such  thoughts  inoliaed. 
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To  oheer  you  on  your  way,  kind  Miss, 

Your  studies  to  pursue, 
Is  now  my  object  and  my  aim, 

In  writing  thus  to  you. 

King  David,  though  he  wore  a  crown, 

Was  wrapt  in  visions  bright, 
When  he  suryeyed  the  starry  heavens. 

At  morn,  at  noon,  at  night. 

These  mighty  works  of  God  proclaim, 

That  small  and  frail  we  are. 
Instead  of  being  vain  and  proud. 

Twill  humble  us  in  prayer. 

'Twill  lead  us  all  to  trust  in  God, 

Since  birds,  their  food  can't  miss. 
And  some  sip  honey  all  the  day, 

From  flowers — ^with  a  kiss. 

Your  manners  and  improvement,  too. 

Merit  my  warmest  praise, 
Go  on  as  heretofore — and  walk 

In  wisdom's  pleasant  ways. 

And  you  '11  be  loved  and  useful  here. 

And  happy  when  you  die, 
And  when  the  scenes  of  life  are  o'er. 

You'll  triumph  in  the  sky. 

There  friends  and  kindred  whom  you  love, 

Are  looking  out  for  you, 
And  there  I  hope  to  greet  you  all. 

Bear  Lizsie  now — Adieu. 
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CONTENTMENT. 

BT  MATILDA. 

PiBMiT  me  here  to  introdace  another  young  lady  of  taste  and 
talents  to  my  readers.  Seyeral  years  ago  she  was  one  of  my 
pupils,  loved  and  cherished  still — is  now  married,  the  mother 
of  two  sweet  children,  but  one  is  not.  I  called  to  see  her  the 
other  day,  and  she  showed  me  some  of  her  poetic  eflftasions  in 
confidence  as  an  old  friend.  At  my  request  she  presented  me 
with  one  on  cimtentmenL  It  is  a  gtm  for  the  beauty  of  its  com- 
position, and  much  more  so  for  its  chaste  and  pure,  and  holy, 
and  happy  sentiment,  and  is  especially  worthy  of  attention  in 
these  times  of  matrimonial  disquietude  and  dirorces.  It  will 
speak  for  itself. 


A  ITAPFT  wife  indeed  am  I, 
Though  not  of  wealth  I  boast  supply ; 
My  husband  owns  no  mansion  great, 
Nor  may  he  sit  in  "halls  of  state;" 
No  "  carpets  soft,"  beneath  our  feet, 
Nor  "  easy  chair,"  with  ''cushioned  seat," 
Adorn  our  little  "sitting  room" — 
And  yet  we  have  "  a  happy  home." 

My  love  works  hard  from  morn  till  night— 

In  idleness  takes  no  delight; 

His  hands  inured  to  manly  toil, 

Feels  not  disgraced  to  till  the  soil ; 

Nor  do  I  blush  that  you  should  hear 

He  lA  by  trade  a  carpenter. 

And  though  but  little  we  may  own. 

We  have  indeed  "a  happy  home." 

Wo  care  not  what  the  world  may  say— 
We  for  each  other  live  each  day ; 
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And  oh !  I  'm  richer  than  a  qneen, 
For  in  his  heart  I  reign  supreme— 
A  heart  of  purest  honestj, 
Where  lurka  no  guile  or  trickery; 
And  hence  it  is,  though  poor  in  life, 
I  am  indeed  '*a  happy  wife." 

He  may  be  wronged,  but  ne*er  returns 
An  injury — for  0!  he  spurns 
Revengeful  fires  from  his  pure  heart, 
Though  keen  should  be  "  the  traitor's  dart," 
Ah  no !  I  would  not  change  with  those 
Who  in  their  fame  or  wealth  repose — 
For  though  no  title  does  ho  bear, 
I  *m  pleased  his  humble  name  to  wear. 

Content  and  happy  every  day — 
And  who  will  dare  my  life  gainsay, 
When  they  reflect  that  th*  wise  and  great 
Of  every  clime  and  land  and  state 
Declare  ^' God's  noblest  work"  is  he 
Whose  heart  from  guile  and  sin  is  free : 
All  this  in  him  I  richly  own, 
And  can  but  have  "  a  happy  home.' 

Ah  yes,  we  have  a  happy  home, 
Where  bitter  strife  has  never  come; 
Nor  may  we  cease  to  take  delight 
In  strewing  o*er  our  pathway  bright 
The  flowers  of  pure  and  constant  love 
Till  in  "that  better  land"  above. 
With  our  Redeemer  we  sit  down, 
"Heirs  of  a  kingdom  and  a  crown." 
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LIGHTLY  TREAD. 

AIB: — ^**  LIGHTLY  ROW." 

Thb  slamming  of  doors  and  the  stamping  of  feet  is  a  great  anaoj- 
ance  ut  home,  abroad,  at  church,  and  especially  so  in  the 
schoolroom.  I  hare,  therefore,  selected  for  my  little  readers 
the  following  pretty  little  Poem,  which  I  hope  they  will  com- 
mit to  memory,  and  not  forget  to  practice  either  at  home, 
abroad,  at  church,  and  by  all  means,  at  schooL 


LiQHTLT  tread,  lightly  tread — 
So  our  teacher  oft  has  said. 
Softly  go,  softly  go— 
'Tis  the  law  we  know. 
Lightly  tread  the  echoing  floor. 
Lightly  shut  the  slamming  door. 
Lightly  all,  lightly  all, 
Let  our  footsteps  fall. 

Childhood  here,  childhood  here — 
Comes  to  learn,  obey  and  fear — 
Fear  the  wrong,  fear  the  wrong— 
Tis  our  strife  and  song. 
Thus  shall  love  and  filial  fear. 
Mingle  with  our  studies  here* 
Pressing  on,  pressing  on — 
Youth  will  soon  be  gone. 

Far  away,  far  away. 
We  may  run,  and  jump,  and  play; 
Laugh  and  shout,  laugh  and  about, 
Childhood  ringing  out; 
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Bat  assembled  here  in  school, 
Let  us  all  obey  the  rule ; 
Lightly  go,  lightly  go- 
Thus  our  love  we  show. 

Study  now,  study  now — 
Happy  hearts  and  healthy  brow, 
This  the  time,  this  the  time, 
Now  in  youthful  prime; 
Wisdom,  goodness,  honor,  all. 
Childhood  to  obeisance  call. 
Let  us  all,  let  us  all, 
Listen  to  the  call. 


A  TEACHER'S  FAREWELL. 

Ht  scholars  dear,  to  me  give  ear, 

While  I  to  you  relate. 
That  you  appear  to  me  most  dear. 

The  small  as  well  as  great. 
Though  to  me  dear,  great  is  my  fear 

You'll  find  cause  to  complain; 
Though  from  the  start,  my  anxious  heart 

Has  feared  to  giye  you  pain. 

To  do  just  right,  I  Ve  strove  with  might, 

To  govern  with  a  smile; 
To  lead  you  up  those  steeps  abrupt, 

The  sciences  beguile. 
You  Ve  been  to  me  most  kind  and  free. 

My  every  wish  to  do ; 
Hence  I  can  ne'er  find  those  more  dear 

To  my  fond  heart  ihan  you. 
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Though  part  we  must,  I  fain  would  trust, 

Tho  mcmVj  of  my  name 
You  '11  cherish  long,  in  heart  and  song, 

As  when  at  first  I  came. 
Nor  night,  nor  day,  I  \e  ceased  to  pray 

For  your  advancement  here; 
I  say  again,  I  can't  restrain 

The  parting  sigh  and  tear. 

I  think,  alas!  how  soon  will  pass 

The  pleasing  scenes  of  youth ; 
0!  then,  I  pray,  heed  what  I  say, 

And  treasure  up  the  truth. 
This  world  of  woe,  through  which  you  go, 

Is  full  of!  pits  and  snares; 
Then  he  discreet,  and  as  is  meet, 

On  God  cast  all  your  cares. 

And  in  his  Book  he  sure  to  look. 

And  "«caro^"  it  every  day; 
And  with  delight,  each  morn  and  night. 

Renew  your  vows,  and  pray. 
Let  God  bo  first  in  whom  you  trust. 

And  he  shall  guide  you  well; 
All  you  should  do,  and  all  eschew. 

His  word  and  Spirit  toll. 

The  fatal  bowl,  which  blights  the  soul, 

0  dash  at  once  away; 
'Twill  ruin  all,  both  great  and  small, 

And  drain  the  purse  to  pay. 
"My  country's  hope,"  could  I  give  scope 

To  all  that 's  in  my  heart, 
I'd  paint  to  you,  in  colors  true. 

The  drunkard's  horrid  chart. 
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The  grief  and  woe,  that  gvshiag  iov, 

(At  the  poor  tippIer^s  fall,) 
From  those  we  Ioto,  on  earth,  ahote. 

Should  each  fond  heart  appalL 
The  brightest  flower,  when  in  the  poiw 

Of  those  who  make  or  telf, 
Are  almost  snre,  if  thej  endvre, 

To  grace  a  Felon's  cell. 

You  will  sncceed,  in  rapid  speed. 

To  rule  in  Church  and  State; 
And  if  I  could,  I  'm  sure  I  wonld 

Rear  you  for  trusts  so  great. 
In  fine,  jou  must  be  kind  and  jmtif 

Thus  merit  a  good  name; 
This  is  the  road  all  men  hare  trod 

To  usefulness  and  fame. 

New  teachers  here,  you  will  next  year. 

Have  occupy  my  place; 
To  them  giye  ear — obey  with  fear — 

With  your  accustomed  grace. 
RevVence  the  old,  as  youVe  been  told — 

Your  parents,  too,  obey; 
Your  classmates  here,  to  you  so  dear. 

Help  onward  in  the  way. 

Let  not  recess  make  you  the  less 

Fond  of  your  book  and  pen; 
But  occupy,  as  the  moments  fly. 

Young  ladies  and  young  men. 
A  learned  mind  no  chains  can  bind^- 

Its  joys  are  pure  and  sweet; 
Add  but  this  one— Virtue's  bright  sun— 

Yonr  bliss  will  be  complete. 

10 


114  cotton's  keepsake. 

Now  brothers  near,  and  Bisters  dear, 

Unite  with  one  accord; 
Make  it  appear,  both  far  and  near, 

You  love  and  serve  the  Lord. 
Let  loYe  and  peace  with  you  increase— 

Let  strife  be  done  away; 
Then  with  one  voice  you  shall  rejoice 

When  here  you  cease  to  stay. 

And  'tis  my  prayer  to  meet  you  there, 

Where  partings  are  no  more; 
There  through  rich  grace,  God*s  love  to  trace, 

For  ever,  evermore* 
What  high-wrought  joy  shall  there  employ 

Our  every  ransomed  power; 
0  scholars  dear,  to  meet  me  there, 

Kesolve  from  this  sad  hour. 

Observe  my  looks,  and  take  your  books, 

I  bid  you  now  adieu; 
It  grieves  my  heart,  that  I  must  part, 

To  meet  no  more  with  you. 
Still  I  am  glad  I  ever  had 

These  happy  scenes  with  you; 
*Tis  ever  sweet  when  you  I  greet — 

A  joy  that's  ever  new. 

How  sweet  the  note  that  oft  did  float 

Upon  the  evening  air, 
When  old  and  young  rose  up  and  sung. 

Then  joined  in  solemn  prayer. 
These  scenes,  alas  I  no  more  will  pass 

With  us  together  here; 
And  here  we  pay,  as  well  we  may, 

The  tribute  of  a  tear. 
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I  would  prolong  my  humble  song, 

And  tell  you  how  my  heart, 
At  every  pore,  bleeds  more  and  more. 

To  think  we  now  must  part. 
Farewell,  toung  men,  you 'ye  been  my  fiiflBdi, 

In  every  time  of  need; 
And,  LADIES,  too,  I  bid  adieu, 

No  more  to  hear  you  read. 

The  little  clcus  I  will  not  pass, 

But  take  you  all  along; 
May  heaven  bless  my  poor  address, — 

Thus  I  conclude  my  song. 
When  this  you  see,  remember  me, 

And  this  last  interview; 
May  grace  and  truth  bless  age  and  youth— 

Dear  scholars,  now — adieu  I  li 


EPISTOLAEY. 


LINES, 


Subjoined  to  a  letter  to  my  parents,  containing  a  memento. 


When  thiB  jou  sec,  remember  me, 
And  bear  me  in  your  mind, 

And  do  not  tbink,  tbougb  far  away. 
To  you  I  feel  unkind. 


Ab,  no!  I  miss  your  waicbful  care — 
I  mourn  your  kind  embrace, 

And  fain  would  give  all  I  possess 
Could  I  but  see  your  face. 

Kind  parents  dear,  let  not  a  tear 
Disturb  or  mar  your  peace; 

For  if  tbe  Lord  sball  make  it  clear. 
You'll  see  me  in  tbe  east. 

From  tbence  I  bope  to  meet  you  all 
On  Canaan's  bappy  sbore, 

Wbere  we  sball  see  eacb  otber's  face, 
And  separate  no  more. 
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LINES  TO  A  BROTHER— No.  1. 

Written  under  adyene  and  disoouraging  dromiiiteaoes. 

I  *yn  often  longed  with  anzions  hearty  and  wished  to  see  jon  9an, 
Bot  hare  abandoned  near  all  hope  of  seeing  jon  a'  more; 
Enough  I  hare  already  loet,  as  jon  bj  this  will  see, 
To  fit  me  out)  and  take  me  back  to  where  I  Mn  would  bti' 

Should  not  the  scale  in  mercy  turn,  I  ne'er  shall  see  thy  fitce; 
Yet  I  'm  quite  happy  on  my  way — my  song  is  all  free  grace. 
Beligion — 0  the  channing  theme  1  grace— ^  how  it  cheers  my 

heart  1 
With  it  I  'm  quite  enabled  with  all  my  friends  to  part 

Yet  O  the  thought  of  getting  home  to  Canaan's  peaceftil  shore ; 
Where  I  do  hope  to  see  you  all,  to  part  again  no  more. 
There  to  recount  our  sorrows  o'er,  all  tears  be  wiped  away; 
There  all  together  we  shall  sit  and  chant  the  golden  lay. 

Oar  absence  and  our  longing  here,  to  see  each  other's  Cmo, 
Will  only  serre  our  joys  to  nerve  when  there  we  each  embrace; 
0!  if  I  had  but  room  enough,  a  lengthy  tale  I  'd  tell ; 
For  want  I  dose,  though  'gainst  my  will,  so,  brother,  fare  yon 
well.  A.  J.  GoTTOV. 


LINES  TO  A  BROTHER— Na  % 

Besponsiye  to  a  request  for  some  of  my  Poetry,  1890L 

tout  letter,  dated  March  the  4th,  in  good  tima  came  to  hand; 
From  which  I  learn  that  you  are  journeying  to  that  land 
Where  all  is  peace  and  joy,  where  friends  no  more  shall  part; 
Then  go  ya  on  and  prosper-^yon  hava  my  bind  and  heart 
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Some  of  1117  poetry  yon  wish  me  now  to  write; 
Toot  call  1  do  obey  with  pleasure  aod  delight; 
Then  'b  nothio^  in  it  be&ntiful— my  ttyle  ii  alwftya  pliuo, 
And  may  be  laughed  at  by  my  Triends,  with  joo,  'way  down  ia 
Maine. 

But  let  m  each  press  onward,  and  daily  bear  the  cfMi; 
AU  earthly  good  beiide  it  TonUy  nod  dion ; 
I'hi  nan  than  e'er  resolred  to  walk  the  narrow  way; 
01  bt  U  ftnbfnl  proTe,  and  for  each  other  pray. 


LINES  TO  MBa.  COTTON.— Na  1. 

Written  at  New  Orleani,  in  1828. 

01  ir  I  conld,  I'm  rare  I  would  Tor  otbt  by  thee  itay, 
And  do  mj  port,  with  williog  heart,  and  soothe  thy  cara  aw^ ; 
It  gri«*e«  mo  much,  but  ah  1  'I  is  such  my  case  will  not  adnil, 
That  I  (honld  dwell  in  my  own  cell,*  and  ever  by  yon  sit. 

Bat  thete  '1  a  thought,  which  I  jost  caaght,  which  doei  amoonl 

to  this: 
Thy  lonely  Tare,  with  so  much  care,  will  land  thy  soal  in  bliM. 
'T  U  there  1  do,  along  with  yon — oar  children  in  the  ring — 
Bipect  relief  fnrai  every  grief,  and  hallelujahs  sing. 

TheMlinea  I're  sent  with  fall  intent,  and  that  joa  can  bnt  see. 
To  know  bow  yon  and  the  children  do,  and  joa,  how  'til  with 

Now,  my  dear  wife,  do  gaard  thy  life,  as  here  I  do  thee  toll; 
And  write  to  me  fint  chance  yon  see,  and  now,  dear  wife,  fare- 
well. A.  J.  ConoM. 
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LIXES  TO  MKS.  ODTIOX.— 3^  2. 


For 
Ere 

At  B7  on 


^ei  one 


irende  I  hope  ID  lit  finad. 


aadSor 


'•'» 


a^mr. 


O!  Uien  ki  VI  wait. 

And  this  aiuioei 

When  ve  shall 

Aad  indulge  the  fimd  hope  of  aot  parda^  a^aim. 


T  wai  painfiil  to  leare  yov  (erm  now  wkj 
I  lore  mj  sweet  home — ^toq  know  it  if  ao; 
T  was  dotj  that  called  me  to  wander  awaj, 
And  dnty  soggests  that  here  I  sho«ld  flay. 


Here  I  hare  good  friends^  and  am  making  ont  well. 
Yet  mj  longings  to  sse  jon  no  langnage  can  tdl; 
From  what  I  hare  written,  jon  can  hot  discerBi 
That  80  soon  as  I  can,  I  intend  to  return. 

Conld  I  fold  mjself  np  in  this  letter  to  joo, 
I'd  return  post  haste,  depend,  it  is  tme; 
The  first  chance  I  haTe^  I  will  write  yon  agaln^ 
In  the  bonds  of  affection,  I,  as  CTtr,  rsmun, 

Yooxs  tiU  death, 

A.  J.  Oonos. 
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LINES  TO  A  SI8TBR.— No.  1. 

Written  after  a  return  from  a  most  deligfatfol  Tisit  to  mj  fHends 
in  Mame.~-1829. 


I  Ofrav  call  to  mind  the  many  happy  hours, 
Enjoyed  with  you  of  late  beneath  your  friendly  bowers, 
Satnmian  were  those  days,  our  joys  were  quite  complete, 
And  01  how  much  I  long,  again  with  you  to  meet. 

And  if  fugacity  were  subject  to  my  sway, 
I  'd  visit  you  again,  nor  would  I  long  delay, 
For  0 1  the  anxious  hours  that  are  allotted  me, 
And  doubtless  will  remain,  'till  you  again  I  see. 

Ay!  when  I  go  to  church,  where  all  are  joined  in  prayer, 
0 1  then  I  think  of  yoo,  and  wish  you  were  but  there, 
But  then  I  think  again,  't  will  not  be  very  long, 
'Till  wo  shall  meet  above,  and  sing  redemption's  song. 

Oft  in  the  midnight  gloom,  while  in  the  arms  of  sleep, 

I  fiBuicy  you  I  see,  and  only  wake  to  weep. 

For  soon,  alas  I  I  find,  those  Utopean  sweets 

All  quickly  pass  away,  when  mo  the  morning  greets. 

The  only  real  bliss,  which  here  to  me  is  given, 
Is  centered  in  the  hope  of  meeting  you  in  heaven, 
There  with  our  dearest  friends  who  have  before  us  gone, 
We  '11  shake  the  hand  of  friendship,  and  join  tho  holy  song. 

And  in  the  boundless  sea  of  God*s  consummate  gvice^ 
Forget  ow  every  pain,  and  see  each  other's  face. 
In  eostacies  unknown,  survey  the  glories  there,— 
Then  let  ns  ftithful  prove,  and  live  a  life  of  prayer. 

A.  J.  CoTTOir. 
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LINES  TO  A  SISTEK— No.  2. 

Written  under  simllAr  circnmstances. 

Ht  mind  how  oft  it  soars  aloft,  on  contemplation's  wing, 
Kor  lights  again  'till  in  the  Maine,  with  each  of  you  I  sing, 
I  call  to  mind,  jonr  love  most  kind,  your  conrersation  8WMt| 
Be  this  my  song,  01  how  I  long,  again  with  70a  to  meet. 

And  if  I  conld,  I  'm  sore  I  woold,  fly  back  to  jou  In  haste, 
For  I  do  long,  to  hear  your  song,  and  bygone  pleasures  taste. 
Oar  meeting  there,  I  do  declare,  was  a  rich  and  sweet  repast^ 
My  brother  dear,  O I  are  you  here,  0 1  hare  yon  come  at  ]m(. 

It  does  appear,  sometimes  as  clear,  as  any  thing  can  be, 
That  still  I  hear,  thy  voice  so  dear,  how  sweet  the  thought 

to  me, 
But  soon  alas  I  those  phantoms  pass,  then  fancied  sweets  adieu, 
Again  I  long  to  hear  your  song,  and  worship  'long  with  you. 

Oft  in  the  night  I  take  delight,  in  visions,  01  how  sweet, 
It  is  to  me,  for  you  I  see,  and  you  again  I  greet. 
But  when  the  light  pours  on  my  sight,  the  happy  spell  is  broken 
And  then  I  sigh,  to  think  that  I,  so  suddenly  had  woke. 

0 1  if  you  knew  my  love  to  you,  how  oft  my  heart  is  riyen, 
Ton  could  not  doubt  one  word  about  the  statement  I  hare 

given. 
Still  I  have  joys,  which  nought  annoys,  and  hail  the  happy 

day. 
When  we  shall  fly,  up  to  the  sky,  and  join  the  golden  lay. 

And  there  ihall  we,  for  ever  be,  shall  shout  our  eonflieti  o^cf, 
Through  boundless  gnce^  see  fiice  to  face,  and  zeign  for  •?»- 

more. 
Where  streets  are  gold,  we  shall  behold  the  friendi  m  loved  lo 

here, 

Axid  shout  and  sing,  to  Christ  our  King, — ^now  fore  you  well» 

ay  dear. 

11 
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LINES  TO  A  SISTER.— No.  3.     . 

WRITTEy   AS  ABOVE. 

0 !  HOW  prccions  it  is  to  contemplate, 
The  happy  hours  enjoyed  with  you  of  late, 
An  ahsence  long  made  it  indeed  more  dear; 
Nor  can  I  once,  suppress  a  sigh,  a  tear. 

I  oall  to  mind  our  happy  meeting  there, 
Pare  earthly  hliss,  I  gratefully  declare. 
Thy  sweet  emhrace — O  brother!  can  this  be  you? 
What  tears  of  joy  did  then  our  cheeks  bedew. 

I  fancy  oft,  that  I  can  sec  you  still, 
With  what  delight  it  docs  my  bosom  fill, 
But  0 1  how  soon  those  fancied  joys  depart, 
And  leave  to  me  a  very  pensive  heart. 

And  oft  do  I,  in  the  dead  hours  of  night. 
While  in  soft  sleep  enjoy  most  sweet  delight; 
In  happy  dreams  I  hear,  I  see  you  all ; 
But  when  I  wake,  *tis  vain  on  you  to  call. 

0,  if  I  had  the  power  to  fly  away. 
How  soon  I'd  hail  another  meeting  day; 
I  can  not  tell  the  longings  of  my  heart, 
From  friends  we  love  how  hard  it  is  to  part. 

How  sweet  the  thought,  we  soon  shall  meet  in  heaven 
O,  precious  hope  to  ns  through  mercy  given; 
For  there  shall  we,  through  matchless  saving  grace, 
Shake  hands  again,  and  see  each  other's  face. 
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In  bliss  immortal,  wo  eyermore  shall  dwell, 
Nor  ODce  repeat  that  fearful  word  farewell; 
Survey  all  heaven  with  wonder  and  delight,^ 
Now  sister  dear,  I  bid  you  all  *^  good  night." 


— ♦•■ 


LINES  TO  A  SISTER— No.  4. 

Written  at  sea,  homeward  bonnd|  after  enjoying  a  second,  and, 
as  it  was  then  thonght,  in  in  all  probability^  the  very  last 
of  the  kind,  in  time. 

0  sister!  0  siRterl  year  absence  I  mourn. 

As  o'er  the  bine  waters  from  you  I  am  borne ; 
My  bark  rides  nobly,  with  her  canvas  all  spread. 
Yet  many  are  the  tears  which  for  you  I  have  shed. 

1  pace  the  lone  deck,  I  lean  o'er  the  bow — 
0,  what  would  I  give  to  be  with  you  now  I 

The  whale  and  the  shark  ore  sporting  the  while. 
And  a  thousand  odd  sights  my  moments  beguile. 

But  there  is  no  sight,  no  sound  half  so  dear, 

As  the  sweets  of  thy  voice,  which  oft  did  me  cheer; 

'Tis  my  diuly  repast  to  think  about  you, 

And  01  how  it  pains  me  to  bid  you  adieu. 

Yet  'tis  a  sweet  boon,  far  .more  precious  than  gold, 
To  have  such  dear  friends;  but  it  ne'er  can  be  told 
How  dear  parents  and  friends  yet  cling  to  my  hearty 
And  yet  I  am  forced  from  them  all  to  depart 

Though  I  long  to  regain  my  distant  sweet  homo, 
To  rest  from  my  toils,  not  soon  more  to  roam, 
Yet  01  how  it  grieves  me  to  think  we  must  par^^ 
U  gMt  like  ft  dagger  to  mj  bleeding  heart 
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I  call  ap  to  mind  your  great  kindness  to  me. 
And  could  wish  where  you  are  there  I  ever  might  be ; 
Ah,  long  shall  I  cherish,  with  heartfelt  delight, 
The  sweets  of  that  visit  of  which  I  now  write. 

Can  language  e'er  tell  with  how  joyful  a  tear 
We  met  and  embraced  each  other,  my  dear? 
Sweet  be  the  mem'ry  of  that  happy  night — 
I  weep  o'er  the  scene  while  thus  I  do  write. 

How  sacred  the  spot  where  first  we  did  meet  I 
How  frantic  we  ran  each  other  to  greet  I 
And  anon  we  forgot  all  our  toil  and  our  pain. 
Till  wo  called  up  to  mind  we  must  soon  part  again. 

That  time  has  arrived^our  parting  scene  o'er — 
And  I  never,  perhaps,  shall  see  your  face  more ; 
But  I  know  that  I  leave  you  with  a  heart  warm  with  love, 
And  hail  the  glad  time  when  we  '11  all  meet  above. 

I  bid  you  adieu  with  cheeks  bathed  in  tears — 
If  ever  to  meet,  not  for  many  long  years; 
With  mourning  and  anguish  my  heart  is  quite  riven^ 
But  my  cheering  hope  is  to  meet  you  in  heaven. 

How  precious  the  thought,  we  all  shall  meet  there, 
If  we  earnestly  seek  it  by  faith  and  by  prayer ; 
There  all  of  our  wand'rings  shall  be  at  an  end, 
Nor  shall  we  more  weep  for  "  an  absent  sweet  friend.'' 

Thfln  here  is  my  heart,  and  here  is  my  hand. 
As  "  a  pledge "  that  I  '11  meet  you  in  that  happy  land. 
Where  we  shall  for  ever  with  each  other  dwell ; 
And  now,  sister  dear,  fare  you  well,  fare  you  well 

A.  J.   COTTOK. 

N.  B. — ^In  these  lettcrsi  there  if  a  great  sameness  both  in  sen- 
tinent  and  in  ezpreiikm.     I  giTe  them  beoaoie  th^  were 
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written  to  serenl  Buten,  and  to  show  the  gashing  affectkm 
existing  between  ua ;  as  also  to  show  how  easiljr  the  tame  sentl- 
menttf  can  be  ezpreMed  in  different  poetic  nnmbers.  A  similar 
sameness  will  appear  in  some  of  the  other  poems;  because^  not 
dreaming  of  ever  publishing  them  in  irbook,  I  haTe,  when  con- 
▼enient)  quoted  from  myself,  and  can  not  now  strike  out  if  I 
would. 


■♦«i 


SUPERSCRIPTIONS,  OR  POETIC  DIRECTIONS  OF 

LETTERS. 


I  give  a  few  only,  which  I  have  changed,  from  time  to  time,  to 
suit ;  and  now  my  friends  may  use  them  in  the  same  manner 
if  they  choose.  Their  composition  amused  me  somewhat^ 
and  if  they  shall  amuse  any  of  my  young  readers,  to  their 
profit,  my  aim  in  their  publication  will  be  accomplished. 


To  the  cold  State  of  Maine,  where  moon  tains  soar  high. 
And  where,  at  Thank^giTing,  there '»  no  end  to  good  pie ; 
To  Portland,  fair  town,  where  I  onght  to  be, 
And  where  "  a  fair  damsel "  is  waiting  for  me ; 
So,  generous  poet-rider,  take  me  with  full  speed 
To  Louisa  P.  Cottok,  who  may  open  and  read. 


lif  the  mail  that  is  owned  by  old  Uncle  Sam, 
I  wish  for  a  seat— quite  peaceable  I  am ; 
^  is  but  a  short  journey  that  I  wish  to  go, 
And  my  stopping-place  in  advance  you  shall  know. 

For  paper  and  ink,  and  wafer  and  all, 

Is  to  the  postmaster,  Isaac  Badsaul, 

Of  the  town  of  Nxw  Ca8tlb»  fhib  fair  coantj-sett 

Of  tilt  eounty  of  Himnr,  wktn  Utigantt  meet 
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Ill  the  State  of  Ia.,  the  famed  hoosier  groand. 
Where  peace  and  great  plenty  profusely  abound: 
So,  generous  post-rider,  take  me  with  full  speed 
To  the  said  Isaac  Bedsaul,  who  may  open  and  read. 


In  him  who  bears  the  U.  S.  mail, 
Through  heat  and  cold,  and  mud  and  hail, 
And  seldom  e'er  was  known  to  fail, 

Do  I  confide. 
Please  take  me,  sir,  to  Castle  New, 
On  the  east  bank  of  riyer  Blue, 
The  county-seat,  most  surely  true. 

Of  Henry. 
Should  any  one  your  speed  oppose. 
Just  "touch  him  azy"  on  the  nose, 
Or  let  your  horse  tramp  on  his  toes — 

Poor  fellow! 
Or  if  you  choose,  most  gentle  rider. 
Just  tramp  him  down  as  though  a  spider- 
Then  swing  your  whip  a  little  wider — 

Go  Dobbin. 
Thus  go  ahead  with  all  your  speed — 
To  this  advice  will  you  give  heed? 
Yes  I  who  shall  break  the  seal  and  read? 

John  Bennett. 
Pshaw!  go  away  with  your  "one-horso  team," 
You're  behind  the  times — we  now  use  steam — 
That  is  as  nice  as  "ice  and  cream" 

In  hot  weather. 


To  THi  Honorable  A.  LaQe,  at  Washington  City- 
He's  a  oongressman  iha»   few  men, are  more  witty; 


n«  aBti4wiik  bone  Lamt  csveefilj 
Orer  ererj  cp^»&:a  irliin;r*;in».j  rii&s. 

Hli  opponeat  vie.  ihrm^  ^:rm»sri  zi  v  iuL 
A  man  of  fse  ia>EiiL  isii  Tir=D»  -wjaaL . 
Lftne's  fricBdi  i2<e  v«CI  |tfWMri  -v.il  ^x«»  = 
To  him,  with-:cx  d:ci^  ir3«  1  ~:»t  zu^ktzac 

Will  the  carrkr  fCeuci  5jr  I2«»  Bxt  -jf  ^i**  iin. 
To  ride  as  did  QZza  sH  xt  ^.qz3irr  jt  hioft. 


Halloo  !  Uncle  Sib.  if  tfcert  ex?  i 

la  the  barr  that  tw  aie  fcr  Urt 
Just  stow  me  nrbt  is  as  am  &*  k  ::i. 

And  take  xlc  ali-az  rr"-*  i^i'.  w'.rli'.vz  t 
Just  put  on  ite  ?ici3i  v-  j:ir  -  ;r-i-i:rM  "  -■ 

And  hasten  L:x  02  I'rr  =.:z-"j>i  i-s  i  j^  * 
All  dav  and  all  n:ri-  *-•:      ri:  Us.  "-ir.'Lri     r 

Nor  slacken  voir  ST-rii  ili=  «1L*  ::'  .  •  X-tm 
But  when  vou  eet  there,  f  :r  xz^\\  '^vr.  I  -ar* 

Just  hand  me  rizh:  OTer  t:-  v.h*  It'i^tl  tr^^fuL 
TTho  '11  make  no  deliT  :s  «*r.i:ir  il*  itit 

To  PowNAL.  fair  tOTn   Titr*  =.-    ■  in**^  -rZ 
There  Saraq  C.  KExyrr.  "rL:-.:-!:  Ln*  \r  :i*aiT 

Will  farther  diip<'«e  of  2.*  a»  iL*  iii.!  :.i,  i  c 
If  she  open  and  read.  10  tLa:  I  r.  xzrv^i^ 

After  which  I  hope  to  -  laj  &j     li.  i  r«ti. 


To  HIM  who  has  charge  of  Usel-^  fffc=.'i  r^alL 
I  have  some  thing  to  eaj — plea#<  Le-ir  vl^^Ma  £ 
I  am  oat  on  an  errand  of  fiieu'lzLIp  asi  ivTe^ 

And  fain  would  I  hasten  alon?: 
Joflt  giye  me  a  ride  in  joor  swift  whirling  ear, 

And  I  'U  gire  yon  the  rest  of  m j  song. 
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I  'm  for  Manohbstse  village,  in  old  Dearborn  ooanty, 
In  the  State  of  Indiana — prepaid  is  my  bounty; 
Then  rush  me  along,  at  the  top  of  your  speed, 
To  Mbs.  D.  p.  Cotton,  who  will  open  and  read. 
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**  Ths  hmxU  ih%hmBiiwmw&mr  nuido, 
Tobefttfiyri 
NordiewithiB 


tffengMHi 


Ix  this  department  I  had  intended  to  record  the  names  of  all  the 
parties,  it  has  been  mj  pleasure  and  '<  good  fortune "  to  join 
together  in  the  pleasing  indissoluble  "  Bands  of  Matrimonj," 
together  with  the  original  or  selected  lines,  accompanying 
the  announcement  in  the  journals  of  the  day.  But  I  find 
that  it  would  occupy  much  more  space  than  I  can,  with  any 
degree  of  propriety,  appropriate  to  it  Therefore  my  readen 
must  be  content  with  those  susceptible  of  a  pun,  and  surely 
not  one  in  a  dozen  is,  try  it  who  may.  I  have  introduced  a 
few  "out  of  my  line,"  just  for  the  sake  of  the ^nm,  which  if 
mine,  also  out  of  great  personal  friendship.  The  unnamed 
parties  whom  I  haye  married,  will  appropriate  and  apply  to 
themseWes  the  following,  among  others  of  the  same  kind 
which  I  hare  often  used. 


Tamm  happy  groonn^  these  beauteous  brides,  so  lorely  and  so 

&ir, 
Won  from  each  gnnt  a  kind  salute,  a  blessing  and  a  pnj«r. 
0  may  their  course  through  life  be  smooth,  and  peace  her 

radiance  shed, 
And  all  the  paths  through  which  they  roam,  with  pleasing 

flowers  be  spread. 

(129) 
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This  beauteous  bride,  fair  as  the  rose, 

And  amiable  as  fair, 
Was  a  jewel  bright — to  woe  and  win 

As  all  who  know  declare. 


This  very  sweet  and  lovely  bride. 

Richly  deserves  a  lay, 
But  my  Muse 
Has  got  "  the  blues," 

And  will  not  sing  to-day. 


Excuse  me  fair  one,  if  you  please, 
My  Muse  has  gone  away, 

I  fain  would  treat  you  to  a  putty 
But  can't,  you  see,  to-day. 


Thisi  specimens  and  these  apologies,  it  is  hoped,  will  be 
abandantly  satisfactory  to  all  my  unnamed  friends  in  the  pre- 
mises. I  fl^ve  this  department  a  place,  because  I  never  saw  a  per- 
son, young  or  old,  that  did  not  relish  and  enjoy  a  good  pun.  And 
$ome  of  mine  at  least^  will  come  within  that  rule  most  assuredly. 
But  to  be  healthful  and  pleasing,  small  portions  only  of  this 
chapter  should  be  read  at  one  time.  A  dinner  ali  of  spice  would 
be  both  sickening  and  disgusting.  So  gentle  reader,  use  a  little 
atatime,  and  then  something  more  substantial — and  it  will  giro 
a  better  zest,  and  last  the  longer.  These  punnings  hare  excited 
a  great  deal  of  innocent  merriment  and  amusement,  as  they  were 
originally,  and  are  now  intended  here.  Wherever  I  could,  I 
have  altered  a  little,  and  blended  two  or  more  together,  so  as  to 
"  kill  two  or  more  birds  with  one  stone."  Editors  have  not  un- 
frequently  spoken  of  them  in  terms  of  the  highest  commenda- 
tion, and  praise,  which  is  certainly  a  good  index  to  the  public 
taste  and  pleasure  in  them.  I  here  give  one  little  editorial  out 
of  many  similar  ones,  as  a  sample,  which  I  follow  with  an 
Hymeneal  Acrottic^  and  then  I  shall  proceed  and  introduce  you 
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to  my  pnniuDgs  generally,  simply  naming  the  partiitwlth 
brerity, and  hope  their  penual  will  prore  "a  pleaaant  paitioM,'' 
"JtTDQB  CoTTOii,  of  Dearbom  county,  Indiana,  hii  for  maaj 
years  enjoyed  a  rery  liberal  hymeneal  patronage.  The  jonnf^ 
people  floek  to  him  to  be  joined  in  one,  and  he  does  the  hmlnsii 
with  a  grace  and  ease  that  does  honor  to  him.  After  it  is  ortTf 
ho  writes  out  the  marriage  notice  and  sends  to  the  paper  for 
publication,  often  appending  Tery  happy  remarks.  Here  ars 
the  lines  he  appended  to  the  marriage  notice  of  Wujom  Wnovr 
to  MuB  Habeubt  Tbui." 


Discreet  and  modest  from  her  yoath, 

None  surely  need  complain, 
Though  this  fair  Miss  with  all  her  charms 

Will  ne  'er  be — True  again. 

Aye  why  should  one  complain  of  this, 
As  all  the  thoughtless  might; 

Po  what  she  will — a  privilege  rare — 
She  surely  will  be— Wrigut. 


•♦•« 


HYMENEAL  ACROSTIC. 


Mt  mnch  esteemed  and  cherished  friend, 

I  write  yon  this  Acrostic  with 

Sentiments  of  the  profonndest  respect,  kindness  and  esteenif 

Simply  because  of  its  norelty  and  your  well  desenred  merit. 

Periiaps  my  fair  friand,  that  no  period  in  the 
History  of  a  young  lady's  life  is  more  thrilling  or 
Essentially  interesting,  than  the  moment  when  standing 
Before  the  "hymeneal  altar"  she  solemnly,  yet  hopefully, 
Enters  the  "matrimonial  state"  and  assumes  its  responsibilititi. 

Entertaining  these  riews  as  I  most  assuredly  do,  permit 

He  to  oongratalato  yon  and  all  yours  upon  your  happy  espousal, 
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In  common  with  vour  vory  mimerou.^  iViendi. 

Loth  as  We  are  to  lose  your  very  agreeable  society  wo 

Yield  onr  pleasures  to  your  personal  interest  and  happiness. 

Could  the  «fond  hopes"  and  "good  wishes"  of  Mends  aTail, 
LnzarioQS  sweets  of  the  porest  kiaA  wonld  crowd  and  crown 
AU  jonr  happy  days  npon  the  earth — ^may  you  neyer 
Repent  the  choice  you  have  flMde^  or  the  step  taken--4>ot 
Kept  from  all  its  bitter  woes,  maj  70a  eiyoy  all  the  sweets  of 
life  in  rich  and  profuse  abundance,  as  you  so  richly  desenre, 
is  the  earnest  prayer  of  your  tme  Frumd. 


Will,  well  Mr.  Hymen  now  you  have  done  it» 
Else  there 's  no  truth  in  rhyme  nor  this  little  sonnet 
Pretty  well  that— whether  funny  or  cross— 
To  change  a  flEtir  Miss  €Ul  into  Boss, 

Philander  Ross  and  Nancy  Kelso, 
Alvah  W.  Ross  and  Adaline  Whitehead, 
John  Moss  (Ross)  and  Elizabeth  Jordan, 
Daniel  Ross  and  Emeline  Pettigrue, 
Jonathan  Ross  and  Sarah  Roberts. 

Friend  Jonathan  at  your  request  I've  changed  this  Miss 

to  Ross, 
And  forthwith  place  her  in  your  care,  lest  she  should  suffer 

loes; 
0!  treat  her  kindly  for  my  sake,  she 's  worthy  of  your  care, 
Hay  you  together  happy  live,  is  both  my  wish  and  prayer. 


Elisha  P.  Rogers  and  Lucy  Ross, 

Zadok  S.  Bennett  and  Minenra  Ross, 

Thomas  M.  Phillis  and  Emeline  Ross, 

Erasmus  Smith  and  Eliza  Ross, 

James  Talman  and  Mary  Ross, 

Russel  C.  Freeland  and  Elizabeth  Moss,  (Ross,) 

John  Bmoe  and  Jane  Ross, 

Adam  Bruce  and  Alcy  Bon 
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While  Oapid  pAiued  to  fir  hia  bow,  leet  thej  dioiild 

I088, 
These  happy  groomi  bound  to  their  hearts  a  litHe  pntt§ 

R088,  (M068,) 
I  haye  no  doabt  it  answered  well,  and  put  their  hearts  at 

ease, 
And  happy  sorely  they  irill  liye,  if  they  each  other  please. 

N.  B.   This  IB  quite  enough  for  once,  dear  reader. 


Shubal  L.  Meader  and  Mary  Rice, 
George  W.  Rioe  and  Laura  J.  Fielding, 
John  Dashiell  and  Nanc^  Rice, 
Rnfus  Rice  and  Sarah  Ferris, 
Elijah  Ellengwood  and  Abigail  Rica 

Jaines  Rice  and  Miss , 

Mr. and  Lucy  Rice, 

John  Rice  and  Emily  Roberts. 

These  *'  brides  and  grooms ''  alternately,  with  tastes  refined 

and  nice. 
Of  all  the  pleasant  fruits  of  earth,  preferred  a  lUUe  Rici. 
I  have  no  doubt  Hwas  wisely  done,  and  made  them  M 

right  merry, 
The  brides  I  know  were  beautiful  as  oyer  was  a  cherry. 


Cbables  Angitini  and  Cathirini  Skaats. 

A  mean,  penurious,  UUle  mind, 
Its  prosperous  neighbor  often  hates. 

Bat  my  friend  Charles  is  quite  content, 
Just  with  his  own  new  yreUy  Skaatb. 


Jamss  Coopis  and  Miss  Daruno. 

''Go  if  Hymen,  while  you're  young, 

'*  Go  it  like  a  trooper  1" 
Since  you  eaa  ohange  a  pretty  Miss 

Into  %gr§Uif  OooFUL 


s 
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Joseph  Ejilso  and  Maboarit  Stone. 

"A  pretty  hard  case,"  we  all  have  to  own. 
To  suppose  that  affection  could  flow  from  a  Stove* 
But  Joseph  knew  more  than  most  of  men  do. 
He  won  a  fair  Bridi,  kind  loving  and  true. 


Joseph  White  and  Jahe  Ltites;  George  Ltnes  and 
LuciifDA  White. 

Of  all  Uie  dassling  hues. 

That  sparkle  in  the  light, 
These  brides  and  grooms  alternately, 

Are  all  the  time  for  White. 


Sahitel  Lewis  to  Lucinda  Wright;  Edward  Etans  to 
LuciNDA  Wright. 

How  many  errors  men  commit, 

When  marriage  vows  they  plight  I 
But  my  young  friends,  it  will  be  seen, 

Have  wisely  chosen  Wright; 
And  yet^  by  Hymen's  magic  power, 

(Was  ever  the  like  before?) 
Though  he  has  wisely  chosen  Wright, 

That  Wright  is  Wright  no  more. 


Jonathan  0.  Rittenhousb  to  Jane  S.  Angeyine. 

A  house  and  a  vine  are  both  pleasant  to  see, 
But  the  right  kind  of  house  and  vine  it  should  be. 
The  fittest  and  best  that  love  could  entwine, 
Is  a  fine  Rittbn-house  and  a  sweet  Angs-tine. 


The  Rev.  Mr.  Goodwin  to  Miss  Coxtent  Ceapt. 

0  Cupid !  how  thy  bewitching  melting  darts 
Unites  in  one  two  pure  and  loving  hearts; 
This  joyous  groom,  with  his  fair  $weei  blushing  bride. 
Has  Uius  launched  forth  on  life's  smeven  tidei 
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His  gallant  Graft  **  Contknt/'  all  beauteous  to  behold* 
More  precious  far  to  him  than  thrice  her  weight  in  goldf 
Will  make  his  voyage  o'er  life's  tempestuous  sea, 
Tranquil  and  sweet,  as  "summer  evenings  be." 

General  Chaslbs  Mills  to  Mrs.  Eliza  Prici. 

The  General  fought  the  battle  well. 

Which  Cupid  first  begun ; 
The  fairest  conquest  he  obtained, 

As  fiur  as  e'er  was  won. 
Each  grand  manoenver,  all  admit, 

He  managed  very  nice, 
And  Hymen  paid  him  for  his  skill 

The  richest,  sweetest  Prici. 


Nathan  A.  Hurd  to  Malina  Dashiblu 

"01  may  the  path  of  life  be  smooth 

Which  their  glad  feet  shall  tread. 
And  all  the  walks  through  which  they  rove. 

With  pleasing  flowers  be  spread. 
0 1  may  the  smile  of  Fortune  cheer. 

And  drive  dull  cares  away, 
And  every  hour  of  life  be  clear 

As  a  sweet  mom  in  May." 
Thus  may  their  days  glide  on  in  peace. 
And  may  their  flocks  and  "Hitrds"  increase. 


Francis  RmnLE  to  Saiiah  M,  Ward. 

Well,  well,  Mr.  Hymen, 

Tou  never  need  "hang  up  your  fiddle," 
While  you  can  change  %  pretty  Miss 

Into  a  pretty  Riddls. 


WiLLLAX  Holxbs  to  Harriev  Amanda  RoLLnro. 
How  many  poor,  in  utter  want* 
This  brotd  earth  sadly  roam; 
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Bat  this  &ir  bride,  it  will  be  leen, 
Has  home,  aye,  bappy  Holmu. 


Jomsf  P.  Snbll  to  Emeldtb  FLnrr. 

What  a  fancy,  frieod  Snill, 
Though  beaatiful  the  tint» 

To  choose  for  a  bride 
A  pretty  Utile  Fuztt. 

Who  but  thou  couldst  perceiye, 
Without  measure  w  stint, 

Pure  loTe  would  gush  forth 
From  the  hecart  of  a  Flint. 

Young  gentlemen  all,  here 
I  will  give  you  "a  hint:" 

A  most  lovely,  sweet  bride 
Was  the  modest  ''Miss  Flutt/' 


Jahks  McGiKins  to  Eliza  Anv  MibiVTTiW 

Whal  merry  pranks  has  Hymen  played. 
E'en  since  the  days  of  yore ; 

He  sports  with  names  and  Miracles 
Tm  they  an  so  no  more ! 


Prbb  FtATT  to  Susan  N.  MiLLDCBor. 

Please  tall  me,  you  who  know, 

(l%O0e  aie  excused  who  can't,) 
How  this  man's  brother  is  his  unde — 

His  brother's  wife  his  aunt 
Still  wilder  pranks  has  Hymen  played 

By  the  union  of  these  twain; 
The  mother  of  this  happy  groom 

Is  mother  to  him  agiin. 
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Jotiah  Piatt,  "long  time  ago,' 

Married  a  fair  damsel,  even  so,  even  so ; 

Then  old  Mr.  Piatt— O  what  a  twister!— 

Soon  afterward  married  his  son's  wife's  sister; 

And  now  gallant  Peter  not  long  did  loiter. 

Till  he  took  for  his  spouse  his  step-mother's  daughter; 

So  now,  my  young  friends,  I  've  'splained  the  whole  riddle. 

If  you  can't  understand  it,  yon  ain't  worth  a  fiddle. 


CoLncBus  C.  Peasb  to  Rachel  Coxoeb. 

In  this  gay  world  of  fruits  and  flowers, 
There's  naught  that  some  will  please; 

But  'twill  be  seen  this  damsel  fair 
At  least  is  fond  of  Pease. 


William  Dunn  to  Margaret  Millieen. 

The  rainbow's  rich  and  golden  hue — 
The  orange,  yiolet,  and  the  blue; 

Take  these  rich  colors  every  one, 
And  nanght  delights  this  fair  yooDg  miss. 
At  least  not  half  so  much,  as  tfaia — 

A  brilliant,  neat,  and  lifing  "Dunk.' 
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Erasmus  D.  Hathaway  to  Eliza  A.  Ransom. 

This  happy,  joyous  groom  was  about  tirenty-iiine — 

'Mazin'  near  as  you  see  the  "  old  bachelor''  line ; 

But  the  blushing  sweet  bride  gave  herself  a  fair  Ransom, 

And  thus  rescued  her  friend  most  handsomely  handsome. 

'T  was  a  pleasant  affair,  and  the  parties  well  matched — 

The  priest,  ever  ready,  soon  the  business  dispatched ; 

All  their  friends  were  well  pleased,  and  each  greeted  the 

pair 

With  many  a  warm  Uflinsg,  and  a  Milmt  warm  prayer. 

12 
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Iba  Tinker  and  Ella  McMullin;  Samuel  Tinker  and 
Likely. 

Now,  Hymen,  yon  have  dono  it,  sore, 

Elso  I  am  no  good  thinker; 
Change  bo  fair  a  damsel,  eht 

Into  a  pretty  Tinker  I 


Robert  D.  Brown  and  Elizabeth  Conwat. 

Of  all  the  bright  and  gorgeous  tints, 
In  nature,  country,  city,  town, 

This  happy,  neait  and  "  beau  tons  bride,' 
Is  most  delighted  with  a  Brown. 


if 


Peter  C.  Taylor  and  Catharine  Pardun. 

"  An  adage  of  old,"  is  something  like  this, 
''We  make  our  own  fortunes,"  not  so  with  this  Miss. 
She  trusts  all  to  h6r  Taylor,  and  ''  whether  foul  or  fiur/' 
As  he  shall  *'  cut  and  make,"  she  now  will  have  to  wear. 


JouN  Weimer  and  Catharine  Bird,  (both  elderly.) 

This  bride  must  have  a  husband  kind, 
No  matter  who  may  grin  or  laagb, 

Or  else  that  adage  is  not  true, 
You  can  not  catch  "old  birds  with  chaff." 


Joseph  Hunter  and  Khoda  Conoer,  Philip  H.  Hunter 
and  Martha  Crouch. 

Pray  Mr.  Hymen  just  by  what  rule, 
Was  it  your  own  or  "  Qunter's  ?" 

You  learned  these  brides  so  soon  to  be 
Suoh  nice  and  pretty  Hunters. 


Datid  Barkdoll  and  Elizabeth  Lakb. 

This  groom  has  won  a  fortune  fair. 
He  has  without  the  least  mistake. 

His  wedding  portion  as  you  see. 
Was  a  whole,  nice  pnUy  Ljlul 


i 
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Rlacclkt  Shcbuxk  and  Kkbct  Pxsn 


Thzioe  bsppj  mmn  by  fortoDe  U 
Instead  of  eartM,  bj  Mekct  Pkest  ; 
His  days  will  all  glide  smoothly  by; 
Kkbct  her  utmost  e'er  will  try 
To  wipe  the  tear  from  sorrow's  eye, 
mi  he  or  she  is  called  to  die. 


As  both  of  the  following  parties  hare  become  eminently 
honorable  and  nsefdl,  and  '^fiu^&med"  withal,  it  might  per- 
^ance  not  be  agreeable  to  them  to  be  noticed  in  this  manner, 
and  so  I  leare  joa  all  toyu^M  if  you  can — a  ftnitAil  and  an 
^iww^g  tiieme  for  conjecture.  Do  n't  all  guess  right  the  ftrrt 
r— thoogh  I  should  not  wonder  if  you  did. 


Mr.  M and  Miss  & 


Two  elerated  minds. 

Of  pore  and  noble  hearts, 

Have  fallen  each  an  easy  prey, 
To  "  Hymen's  piercing  darts." 

Bat  friends  do  not  repine,  they  rather  do  r^ice. 
And  all  most  heartily  approve  the  wiadcNu  ^  their  choice. 
May  pure  "  domestic  bliss  "  crown  all  their  earthly  days. 
And  they  hereafter  re-unite  redeeming  love  to  praise. 


Dr.  LiROT  and  Miss Bowiks. 

Well  I  well  I  upon  my  word  if  that  don't  "  beat  the  Jews,^ 
In  these  'ere  times  when  all  are  broke,  or  tightly  "  feel  the 

screws." 
Thus  to  be  freed  from  cares  and  woes  by  Hymen's  "  mag^o 

powers," 
And  then  so  sweetly  to  eigoy  one's  mm  deUgkffid  Bowiiii 
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John  A.  Harphav  and  Maet  F.  LrNK. 

All  men  'ti«  said  do  lack  a  rib,  which  they  shoald  each 

supply, 
Of  Buoh  materials  ae  shall  seem  most  pleasing  to  the  eye. 
One  prefers  ihU — another  thai— and  happy  those  who  win. 
Of  all  on  earth  friend  Harpham,  ohose  a  neat  and  pretty 

Ltnn. 


ZiFHAiaAH  Hkustis  and  Elizabbth  Snxb 

0  Zephaniah !  Zephaniah  1 
How  yonr  poor  Ma  must  feel, 

To  think  her  dearest  son 
Should  be  inclined  to  Stkil. 


William  Whitkit,  of  Maine,  to  Jani  Foz,  of  Ind. 
Of  Mr.  Whitney  it  may  well  bo  said — that 

Ue  journeyed  far  from  his  native  place, 
From  those  low  vales  and  towering  rocks, 

And  gave  to  fortune  "a  successfol  ohase," 
And  lol  he  caught  a  pretty  Fox. 


Thovas  Slack  and  Mart  Wist. 

Bear  Mazy  I  would  fondly  hope. 
That  you  will  never  suffer  lack, 

Though  your  husband  I  am  sure. 
Will  "remain  for  ever"  Slack. 


Lbwis  Huntkr  and  Maria  Martin. 

This  sportsman,  0!  with  what  delight, 
O'er  hill  and  dale  pursued  the  flight,* 
How  long  **  the  chase,"  I  am  not  sartin^ 
But  this  I  know— he  oan^t  the  Martm. 
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William  Buoqi  and  I«abilla  Bowi. 

Of  all  the  pretty  enitB  that  float, 

Or  sailor  ever  rigs. 
This  prettj  bride  as  here  jea  see, 

Inreats  her  ail  in  Buoos. 


AosDiaov  Chaitdlbk  and  Mart  R  Hidqs* 

Affection  'tis  a  tender  plant  which  we  shonld  well  enclosei 
For  though  most  lovely  in  itself,  it  still  has  manj  foes. 
TnM  wisdom  then  mj  friend  has  shown  as  well  I  may 

allege. 
For  he  has  planted  round  his  heart  a  neat  BudpreUyUMDOM, 


JoHH  C.  MooRB  and  Bute  Bownnr,  LiTiir  S.  Moon  and 
Mast  Akn  Dowdxn. 

These  fair  yoong  ladies,  full  weB  I  know. 

Had  goods  and  cash  in  storey 
In  great  abundance  one  would  think, 

But  still  they  wanted  Moorb. 

Well,  more  they  got,  I  know  that,  too,  but  still  as  'twas 

before^ 
They  were  unhappy  all  the  time  unless  they  oould  hare 

Moors. 
My  saucy  Muse  now  I  don 't  choose  to  hew  ^  one  single  word 

more" — 
If  you  don 't  mind,  right  sooA  you  'U  find  yourself  kicked  oat 

of  door 


Pbtrb  Plattxb  and  Sarah  McGRAOKSsr. 

Cupid  unto  Miss  one  day,  ask  of  me  what  you  will, 
And  if  it  be  within  my  power,  promptly  I'll  **fill  the  ImU.*' 
That  is  most  generous  to  be  sure,  indeed  "I  would  not 

faUer;' 
Welly  all  I  ask  yon  to  bestow  is  just  one  single  Plattis. 
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John  Mastin  and  Louisa  Dxait. 

So  sweet  a  bride 
As  fair  Miss  \^%kx 
Gould  soaroe  be  beat 
By  "  Vic.  the  Queen/' 


John  Seblt  and  Glbmentznb  R  Cook. 

In  the  parlor,  in  the  kitchen, 

Tes,  or  wherever  jou  maj  look, 
Tbare  '•  nooght  makes  home  more  bleet  and  happy 

Than  a  nice,  neat,  pretty  little  cook. 


Moses  Cook  and  Philena  HawE. 

When  Cupid  bent  his  bow  and  sped  hb  dart» 
To  bring  this  keen-eyed  bird  with  gushing  hearty 
Close  by  his  side  friend  Moses  stood, 
And  clapped  his  hands,  and  shouted  good  I  good! 
The  priest  who  joined  this  happy  pair. 

Has  made  a  world  of  happy  talk, 
For  he  would  neither  dine  nor  sup ; 

Till  he  had  CooK-ed  this  pretty  Hawk. 


John  P.  Lemon  and  Eats  C.  Pink. 

My  stars  I  dear  only  think,  a  Lemon  and  a  Pink, 

Unite  and  blend  in  one, 
To  meet  the  "ills  of  life/'  as  husband  and  as  wift^ 

'Way  down  to  Rising  Sun, 
The  Pink  *s  a  pretty  flower,  a  Lemon  rather  sour. 

Will  make  a  pretty  tart, 
And  give  a  pleasing  sest,  to  sweeten  all  the  rest, 

If  truly  "one  in  heart'' 
0 1  may  they  each  pursue  the  paths  of  virtue  true. 

And  ever  happy  be^ 
And  at  the  close  of  life,  wind  up  ''the  mortal  strife,^' 

L&  lore's  anboonded  w^ 
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And  tul  the  ocean  o'er,  on  tint  immoctal  then. 

Where  all  ie  peaee  and  lore, 
And  with  a  golden  Ijre,  Join  the  tnnmpbant  choir, 

In  realms  of  bliae  above. 

Nicholas  Ecbhui  and  Eta  B.  Hnnwa 
What  freaka  of  finoy  and  of  tnste  rereal  themaelvaa  in  lift^ 
And  often  do  mcb  things  occor  in  "  honting  np  a  wife." 
I  hope  'twill  torn  out  in  the  end  that  Nioholaa  waa  nn- 

ening, 
When  he  ehoee  him  for  t  bride  a  prtUj/  little  Huma. 


Fbakcis  H.  JoH7no>(   and   Mart  Datib,  Williak   Jut- 
mwN  and  Ehilt  Datis.    Both  at  once. 
The  &ir  goddeee  of  Haj,  in  her  floral  robes  dad, 
Conid  not   have  looked  more   loTelj—why,   "ftU  iiatar* 

teemed  glad;" 
The  warm  greetings  of  friends,  from  hearts  most  dncert^ 
niomed  the  gsj  scenes,  and  gars  it  "good  oheer." 
Twaa  a  season  of  joy  to  all  who  were  there — 
The  Tiands  were  ample,  and  most  somptuoae  the  bts; 
Usj  the  sunshine  of  plentj  attend  them  throngh  Ufe, 
And  they  erer  be  strangers  to  "  contention  and  strife," 
Is  the  prayer  of  Mancbistix  Babd. 

Datis  Ponnn  and  Miss  Ldcikda  Baldkonik. 
TwM  Hymen's  turn  to  "treat this  time," 

As  an  Hymeneal  sporter. 
What  will  jOD  hare  fair  Hiss  T  swd  he, — 

O  just  a  little  PoRTBR. 

OiLBUT  Platt  and  Euzassth  N.  Wucoz. 
Said  Hiss  nnto  Hymen,  will  you  pleaae  change  my  namst 
Tos'n  a  fur  oim  imw,  my  nioe  pretty  dame: 
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That  is  all  trae,  fall  well  I  know  that. 

But  I  would  much  rather  be  called  Mrs.  Platt. 

The  case  was  made  out,  and  Hymen  complied, 

So  far  as  to  change  Miss  into  a  Bride. 

When  your  kind  friend  hands  Judge  Cotton  that — (th^ 

license,) 
lie  '11  soon  change  your  name,  and  you  all  to  Platt. 
'T  was  done  at  a  word,  and  a  fairer  sweet  bride, 
Tou  scarce  ever  would  find  in  many  a  year's  ride. 


SrsYsar  Y.  Poiatll  and  Mabt  M.  CBostt,  Mybon  HAYna 
and  Cblbstine  Cross. 

Young  gentlemen  do  n't  once  complaiui 

Should  joy  and  peace  all  go  to  loss, 
What  else  indeed  could  you  expect. 

In  chosing  wives  you  knew  were  Cross. 
But  then  the  promise  comes  in  here. 

He  shall  by  no  means  suffer  loss. 
Who  does  his  duty  faithfully, 

Nor  shuns,  but  cheerful  takes  his  Cross. 


Gboroe  H.  DnxN  and  Almarikda  Slater. 

When  Cupid  hurled  his  melting  darts, 
At  these  two  pure  and  loving  hearts^ 

He  thought  to  have  such  "  Iota  of  fan," 
But  this  fair  Miss  as  all  may  know. 
Paid  him  his  due  for  intrading  JD, 

Then  blushing  sweetly  said  I  'm  Dvsv. 


Reuben  Freeman  and  Mary  Jane  Prest  ;  Edward  Frioi- 
MAN  and  Paulina  Hamline. 

These  happy  brides  both  scorn  to  be 

Ruled  by  a  tyrant  demon. 
There's  nought  to  them  worth  living  for, 

Except  to  be  »  Fxiixan. 
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WiLLUX  G.  KxAFP  and  Euea  Hults;   TaoiCAB  CBiiff 
and  Mast  Kxapp. 

While  Capid  stmng  his  unstrung  boWi 
To  make  his  arrow  snap, 

bride  and  groom  aJtemately* 
Just  took  9kprtUy  EIitapp. 


JoBL  Bled0o  and  Sarah  Jaxb  Swah. 

Of  all  the  pretty  little  birds 
That  flit  o'er  hill  or  lawn, 

My  fnend,  you  see,  prefers  by  far, 
A  pretty  little  Swan. 


Daiobl  Plttmmer  and  Eliza  Hunt;  Mastin  G.  Ewbank 
and  Mast  Hunt. 

To  say  these  grooms  were  "  fond  of  game,'' 

I  can't  in  truth,  and  won% 
But  this  I  know,  each  of  them  once. 

Did  take  a  preUy  Hunt. 


Ghables  Anoeyine  and  Gobnblia  Davrnfobt. 

Now  all  along  "  the  sea  of  life," 
Ton  will  find  many  a  pleasing  port, 

]kit  n<me  more  fine  and  beautiful 

Than  this  same  fair  Miss  Dayin-pobt. 


Sylyanus  Hall  and  Eliza  Mathews, 
Samuel  Beggs  and  Francesetta  Hall, 
Bei\jamin  Hall  and  Emily  M.  Hicklin, 
Joseph  Hall  and  Ann  H  Collier, 
ThoMias  C.  Hall  and  Mary  Ann  Be^gSi 
Absalom  Hall  and  Rhoda  Heustis, 
Hesekiah  UaU  and  Ann  EUii. 

13 


ir 
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Mathcw  Hall  and  Marj  Scott. 

Fine  mansions,  poor  houMS, 
Or  no  houses  at  all. 

These  parties  are  all  sore 
Of  a  Tery  fine  Hall 


Rer  A.  J.  Cotton  and  DoUj  {Dorothy)  P.  Nojes, 

Capi  Beigamin  Sylvester  and  Sarah  Noyes, 

Hon.  James  P.  Milliken  and  Priscilla  Noyes, 
.  Peter  C.  Wilcox  and  Sliza  Noyes, 

Xphraim  Crouch  and  Martha  Noyes, 

Amasft  Sawyer  and  Mary  Noyes, 

Aodrew  L.  Morris  and  Lucinda  C.  Noyes, 
.  Cfaorge  W.  Morris  and  Sarah  Jane  Noyes, 

Alden  H.  Jumper  and  Amanda  Noyes, 

Abner  Tibbetts  and  Polly  Noyes, 

Jamee  Solders  and  Augusta  Noyes, 

John  Freeland  and  Uelien  R  Noyes, 

Xlmer  Garrigus  and  Dorothy  C.  Noyes, 

It  laems  that  Hymen  has  his  freaks 

The  same  as  other  men, 
JosI  call  upon  him  when  well  pleased, 

An4  he'll  oblige  yon  then. 
!niese  happy  grooms  were  all,  "  in  time,''  tired  of  a  single 

life— 
Tbey  ealled  to  see  if  Mr.  Hymen  would  just  tnafc  tiiem  to  a 

wife. 
ThttT  hearts  within   them  leaped  for  joy  when  Hymen 

answered  yea, 
But  still  I  think,  my  dear  yonng  firienda,  there  is  a  better  way. 

Of  all  the  ladies  on  the  globe,  I'll  give  you  each  his  choice, 
Blen  you,  thank  you,  my  good  sir,  of  course  I'll  take  Miss 

NoTIflL 

And  fittrer  brides  you'll  seldom  see  than  Ail  or  ihai  Vlu 
And  all  moat  heartily  apprcre  the  wisdom  of  tbeir  ohoSoa. 


EXKSMMAL    FUHVJHGS.  147 

Ili#  ]«t  named  eoople  WOT8  tlM  iMt  I  ever  BHiM,  aiiA  la  All 
bomaa  probdiiiUtj  the  last  I  erer  ihalL  Daiing  mj  protiaetad 
iUneH,  the  bueiness  haa  gone  into  other  handf,  and  ieeble  and 
old  aa  I  am,  I  can  not,  and  do  not  expect  it  erer  to  come  back 
to  me.  Well  be  it  so,  I  am  both  happj  and  aantent — my  cnp 
is  fall,  and  I  cordiaUj  gire  place  Ho  others.  Two  parties  in  one 
daj  will  do  prettj  well  to  quit  on,  won't  it?  On  the  same  daj, 
and  onlj  a  few  bonis  earlier,  I  had  the  pleasnre  to  join  William 
Bobinson  and  Rebecca  (Mdham  in  **  The  Milken  tie  thai  bindM 
twomOm^  kearU." 


This  Ttry  ^r  and  lorely  bride  richly  desenres  a  pm, 
Boi  Mose  has  tried  his  beH,  and  just  can't  make  one ; 
Hits  Lotte  now  is  all  that's  left,  another  jewel  nt% 
And  he  who  wins  her  for  a  bride,  wins  something  nice  and 
/air. 

And  this  is  **  what  the  shoemaker  threw  at  his  wife."  The 
last  and  all  (awl.) 

Well,  I  hare  had  a  most  liberal  Hymeneal  patronage  in  my 
time,  and  hare  enjoyed  it  finely,  you  may  be  sore. 

To  see  these  happy  and  delighted  grooms  as  they  lead  to  the 
Hymeneal  Altar,  trembling,  joyons,  beanteons  brides,  gorgeously 
or  neatly  decorated  and  adorned,  with  their  modest  temples 
tasleAiliy  ornamented,  or  gracefully  shaded  with  their  <*iich 
and  flowing  tresses,"  with  heaving  bosoms  and  with  sparkling 

l^fw  lika  twin  ■ten  behind  ■obm  dkmd. 
That  comM  tlitir  Mlliuit  light  to  ■hrond, 
Bidk  ttemtm  of  tho  anbcirn  slow, 
Yrae  wnTioc  o*«r  *  brow  of  now ; 
With  happy  botonw  bMving,  BWoUingb 
When  OivU  otikiM  and  hoidt  hit  dw«mng— 


li  arar  to  me  a  laznry  and  a  treat,  solemnly,  yet  pleasingly 
lateiasUng  and  delightftil.  Three  couples  in  a  day,  fire  in  a 
vask,  and  thlitoip  in  a  month,  is  what  may  be  termed  "  patting 
la  my  best  licks."  And  now  as  I  started  out  with  an  editorial, 
I  wfll  also  ooodada  with  one.    And  here  it  is : 


148  cotton's  K££PSAKE. 

''The  ftppeartnce  of  earlj  winter  lias  driren  the  jonngsteti 
iboot  Mancheflter  to  desperation.    No  less  than  fire  couple  were 
united  in  the  holj  bands  of  matrimonj,  bj  Judge  Cotton,  liat 
week," 
But  alasl  atel 


manj  a  joyons,  beaiiteoiu  brldc^ 
How  maay  a  hapir  groom, 
HaT*  puMd  firom  earth  aad  firiendi  away, 
To  ■lumber  in  the  tomb. 

Finally,  I  will  here  give  one  very  "  tall  Hymeneal  punning 
snap  "  that  I  once  got  into,  and  then  I  '11  quit— I  will.  While 
at  Indianapolis,  sereral  years  ago,  I  was  <*an  invited  guest"  to 
a  tea  party,  at  the  ReT.  John  C.  Smith's,  who  is  eztensirdy 
knoWB.MJUi  eminent  Minister  of  the  Gospel  of  Christ.  After 
the  **  lotfoductory  ceremonies "  were  over,  one  of  the  ladies 
said:  Judge,  I  have  often  been  amused  and  entertained  with 
your  Hymeneal  punnings,  which  I  often  find  going  the  rounds 
in  the  papers.  Now  Judge,  sister  Smith  here  has  been  married 
only  a  few  weeks,  suppose  you  treat  her  to  a  pun.  Icebergs, 
cataracts,  and  whirlpools^-what  a  fixl  1 1  01  that  I  had  not  been 
invited,  or  had  not  been  able  to  attend  I  But  there  I  was,  and 
"  in  for  it,"  and  must  get  out  the  best  way  I  could.  A  failure, 
or  even  a  seeming  delay,  would  be  fatal  to  my  punning  reputa- 
tation.  What  I  did,  I  must  do  quickly.  And  I  "  pitched  la " 
forthwith,  by  saying,  well,  ladies,  how  will  something  like  thii 
do? 

In  this  gay  world  of  rich  delights, 

There's  much  oach  taste  to  please, 
The  roaring  of  the  cataract, 

The  waTing  of  the  trees, 
The  wide  extended  Terdant  plains. 

The  music  of  a  rill ; 
But  most  of  an  my  fHeod  admires, 

A  neat  and  prettjf  Hill. 

And,  I  do  assure  you  that  that  took  me  out  "clear  as  a  quilL" 
Sister  Smith  blushed  sweetly  and  modestly,  and^U  the  ladies 
waved  their  handkercldeft  and  clapped  their  Ittnds  for  jo/«. 
And,  of  course,  I  was  "  the  lion  "  of  the  day.    Bat  the  end  wai 
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Bol  7«t»  as  the  Hon.  0.  H.  Smith  lajs  in  his  pleasing  «  reml- 
Biieeiices."  In  the  morning,  as  the  &te8  would  hare  it,  Brother 
Smith  called  upon  me  at  the  court  room,  (for  I  was  attending 
the  United  States  Court,)  and  said  his  ladj  would  feel  much 
obliged  if  I  would  write  down  those  lines  fiw  htr.  0  certainlj, 
sir,  with  the  greatest  pleasure.*  Well,  Judgv^  mSd  he,  here  is 
the  Ber.  Mr.  Berrj,  one  of  our  citj  miniiters,  who  was  alio 
married  a  short  time  ago.  Can  you  do  anjr  thing  for  Brother 
Berry  7  And  there  stood  Brother  Berry,  and  Judge  McLean  and 
others,  waiting  court  hour.  01  that  I  had  gone  home  in  the 
flMiming  early^r  that,  like  Alexander  Selkirk,  I  were  an  in- 
habitant of  some  lone  island  that  slumbers  upon  the  bosom  of 
the  mighty  deep.  O I  that  I  had  been  in  the  mooa,  or  almost 
anywhere  else;  but  there  I  was,  and  forthwith  roIM  l^  my 
deores  and  "  pitched  in,"  as  though  nothing  was  tho  Botttr. 
Blnee  you  desire  it,  I  '11  try.    How  will  this  do  ? 

ThoM  who  are  greedy  to  poMeas 

More  than  thoir  ibare  of  fjiood 
Endanger  all  and  tool  themeelTet, 

Jost  ai  each  people  nhoold. 
Bat  Uiii  fair  Mlas.  it  wiil  Im  teen, 

la  Tory  modest — Teiy — 
For  the  ia  kajfpp  and  content 

With  Juat  one  a^gle  Bssbt. 

Well  if  that  did  n't  raise  quite  a  shout  and  a  clatter,  I  would  n't 
say  it,  and  none  seemed  better  to  enjoy  it  than  Judge  McLean 
himself.  My  trusty  Muse  played  her  part  welL  But  before  I 
bad  time  to  eongratulate  myself  upon  my  punning  conquest, 
what  should  Brother  Smith  say,  but, — well,  Judge,  I  have  one 
more  case  for  you,  and  if  you  can  make  any  thing  out  of  that 
I  should  like  to  know  it,  and  then  I'll  "  let  you  up."  In  this 
city  a  short  time  since,  a  Mr.  Green  married  a  Miss  Pioa. 
*Hail  Columbia  1"  Caverns  and  rolcanoesl  what  a  fix  and  what 
a  case.  Well  Brother  Smith  that  is  *<me  surely ;  but  as  I  nerer 
yet  was  stalled,  I'll  try  it,  "hit  or  miss."  And  it  came  out  a 
doable  pun,  and  the  richest  of  the  lot^  and  scared  up  "  a  perfect 
tem's  nest,"  aid  no  mistake. 


ISO 
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In  tka  alUn  if  lift, 
ABd  odd  ud  nu;  in  Uw|r  &Mkl 

Ib  fihninliig  not  ■  wUk ; 
A^  tlmiiT  tHHid  B  HHla  Amu, 

A  jm^  Mrto— Phw. 

And  then  **I  iloped" — I  did — and  k  I  irill  n 


ODES. 


TO    SABBATH   SCHOOLS. 


AS-AULO  Lura  mm. 


I^Te|dM«  to  •  ttaDjaiTof  OdM,  and  107  frianiUnBrt  W  i 
Bp  ftt  thmt  tbr  U«k  of  loom.  Tlw/  kn  quit«  tegtiiy,  b 
Mold  Bot  wall  be  o 


AwaKX  mj  moM,  tbe  Sabbtth  Sohooli 

Now  «l«im  »  Uj  (Vom  theo; 
And  toMben,  m  "  jonr  work  of  lor*,** 

Mj  offeriog  ii  fro*. 

Boon  will  tbete  boyi  beeom«  "ytnog  men," 
Theu  girls  "yonng  Udtes  too," 

Tbeir  montl  enltorc  for  the  time, 
Entrosted  it  to  joo. 

The  fint  ImpresttOBi  thai  ue  mide, 

Are  buting  u  iha  mind, 
See  to  it  then  that  averj  one 

To  virtue  be  inclined. 
O  'til  indeed  a  tender  obuge, 

T«  hnve  the  cue  of  jonth. 
To  iMd  them  flrotn  the  "  haonte  of  tiee," 

In  an  <■  the  pnth  of  tnth." 
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And  yet  it  ia  a  "  pleasing  task/' 

Those  lessons  to  impart, 
Tliat  strengthen  and  improye  the  mind 

And  porifj  the  heart. 

Eternity  alone  can  tell 

The  good  yon  will  have  done. 

Then  onward  roll  the  enterprise 
Rejoicing  every  one. 

cAJsrro  n. 
Now  scholars  dear  I  pray  you  all 

Hallow  God's  holy  day, 
And  love  your  school,  your  teachers,  too. 

Who  often  for  you  pray. 

I4et  God  be  first  in  whom  you  trusty 
And  he  shall  guide  you  well. 

What  you  should  do,  and  what  eschew. 
His  word  and  spirit  tell. 

•  The  precepts  that  are  clearly  taught 
In  God's  most  precious  book, 
Would  comfort  and  sustain  you  all 
Though  heaven  and  earth  were  shook. 

I  think  alas  I  how  soon  will  pass 
The  pleasing  scenes  of  youth, 

And  what  I  now  do  say  to  yon 
You  '11  find  to  be  a  truth. 

This  world  of  woe  through  which  you  go 
Is  full  of  "  pits  and  snares," 

Unless  you  daily  "watch  and  pray" 
You  '11  fiiU  in  unawares 
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THe  fatal  bowl  whioli  blights  tbe  soul, 

0 1  dasb  at  onoe  away, 
'Twill  nun  all,  both  great  and  amall. 

And  drain  the  purse  to  pay* 

The  brightest  hopes  the  fiurest  flowers 

Before  it  droop  and  die, 
Then  say  dear  youth  I'll  "touch  it  not," 

Nor  I — nor  I — nor  I — . 

You  will  succeed  in  rapid  speed 

To  rule  in  Church  or  State, 
0 1  try  and  qualify  yourselves 

For  trusts  that  are  so  great. 

Our  stripes  and  stars  will  very  soon 

Be  trusted  to  your  care, 
May  you  be  ready  to  receive 

And  keep  them  bright  and  fair. 

And  may  the  Qod  of  peace  and  love 

Direct  your  roving  feet, 
And  in  the  "house  not  made  with  hands," 

May  we  at  last  all  meet. 

CANTO  m. 

Now  friends  and  neighbors  one  and  all 
Keep  up  "  the  Sabbath  Schools ;" 

They  will  do  more  for  tender  youth 
Than  arbitrary  rules. 

They'll  save  your  sons  and  daughters  fSdr, 

From  ruin  and  jRrom  sin, 
To  rear  them  up  just  as  you  should 

You  early-  should  be^n. 
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No  better  means,  no  fitter  timee 

Instraotion  to  impart, 
An  '< Sabbath  Schools"  direcUy  tend 

To  train  the  infant  heart. 

Thej  ererjwhere  are  gotten  up 
By  men  both  good  and  wise, 

O !  oheriflh  and  snstain  them  well 
And  rich  will  be  the  priie. 


>«M 


FOB  A  FOUBTH  OF  JULY  TEMFEBANGE  CELE- 

BBATION. 

Am-AtJLD  LANG  STNH. 

Thb  Temperance  Ball,  the  Temperance  Ball  I 

Let's  keep  it  on  the  roll. 
Till  doggeries,  those  sinks  of  woe, 

Are  crushed  from  pole  to  pole. 

And  every  «  Still  Tub  "  in  the  land 
Be  knocked  the  "  t'  other  side  **  up. 

And  spill  the  swill  that  makes  the  "  bane  " 
<<  That  sparkles  in  the  cup." 

The  streams  of  death  that  issue  forth 

From  every  smoking  Still, 
Are  blighting  all  our  brightest  hopes, 

And  all  our  prisons  fill. 

O  I  think  it  o'er— mature  it  well ; 

That  <<fip"  upon  thy  corn 
Hay  cmih  the  hopes  of  many  friendSy 

And  leave  them  quite  forlorn. 
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Oar  faihera  fovglii,  sud  bled,  and  died, 

Despising  ease  and  gain ; 
And  to  be  worthy  of  Uioee  sirea 

We  all  should  do  the  same. 

Shall  we  claim  kindred  to  ihoee  men. 

Who  live  alone  for  self? 
And  scatter  woe,  disease  and  death 

To  treasure  up  our  pelf? 

Nay;  starre  "  the  Worm  "  of  every  Still- 
Convert  your  grain  to  bread, 

And  send  it  round  from  door  to  door 
Till  all  the  poor  are  fed. 

Te  topers  and  ye  tipplers,  too, 

Though  late,  you  are  "in  time"— 
The  second  Declaration's  here — 

01  come  you  up  and  '*sign !" 

Throw  off  at  once  the  galling  yoke 

King  Alcohol  imposes; 
He  drains  your  purse —  pollutes  your  bretibi 

And  burnt  to  red  your  NoSES  t 

*'  Hope  of  my  country,",  dear  young  men, 

O  come  I  and  "  sign  the  pledge :" 
'Twill  save  your  country,  save  you,  too, 

As  thousands  can  allege. 

Disease  and  death  lurk  in  the  bowl, 

The  mind  'twill  shatter,  too; 
How  can  you  then  preserve  the  trust 

That  soon  win  &U  to  you? 
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The  destiny  of  "  Cbnroh  and  State  " 
Will  in  yoar  bands  be  placed, 

And  if  unholy,  drunken  men, 
Both  sure  will  be  diagraoed. 

Our  Stripes  and  Stars  will  very  soon 

Be  'trusted  to  your  care: 
Hay  you  be  ready  to  receire. 

And  keep  them  bright  and  fur. 

Let  old  and  young — let  hoys  and  girli, 

Like  "Hannibal,"  oome  up 
And  swear  eternal  hate  to  hint — 

The  FOX  that 's  in  the  cup. 

Ye  blushing  Fair  tend  us  your  bH — 

Tour's  is  apoteul  ohami — 
Ton  rale  the  men  who  rule  thft  8tat»— 

Ton  oan  avert  the  harm. 

0 1  never  let  it  be  forgot, 

The  price  that  freedom  cost; 
But  pledge  with  -aa  your  lives,  your  all. 

It  never  shall  be  lost. 

O  wield  the  power  which  Nature  gives, 
To  dry  these  founts  of  woe — 

The  sorrows  of  "  a  drunkard's  wife," 
0  may  you  never  know. 

Then  roll  tt  on  I — "  that  Temperance  Ball," 

And  keep  it  on  the  roll 
Till  doggeries,  those  sinks  of  woe, 

Are  omshed  Irotn  pole  to  pols. 


NATIONAL  HYUN  FOR  THE  FOUBTH  OF  JULY. 
AiK— ADU>  LAKo  mn. 

Hail,  bull  all  hail  "the  glorione  FoorUi," 

Th«t  g»Te  "  a  nation  birth ;" 
The  brightest  oivil  diadem, 

The  richest  boon  of  earth. 

And  nerer  let  this  natal  day 

Be  lost,  or  turned  aside, 
To  keep  it  up  "  the  good  old  vay  " — (drnnkeneM  ez- 
cept«d,) 

Bfl  every  freeman'B  pride. 

And  nerer  let  them  be  forgot, 

The  sires  from  whom  wo  oame, 
Whose  "  blood-stained  footsteps  "  marked  their  way 

To  glory  and  to  fame. 

And  never  let  them  be  unsung, 

Who  firm  in  "  gloriotu  strife," 
To  plant  "the  tree  of  liberty," 

Poured  out  the  crimson  liA. 

No,  BOTer  let  it  be  forgot, 

The  price  that  freedom  cost; 
But  "pledge"  to  each  oor  lives,  our  all, 

It  never  shall  be  lost. 

Let  ns  preserve  inviolate 

"  The  legacy  in  trust," 
And  hand  it  down  all  bright  and  fair. 

To  thoae  who  follow  us. 
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The  east,  tlie  west,  the  norih,  the  south  I 

We  hail  as  brethren  dear; 
But  claim  the  right,  as  freemen  shoald| 

To  speak  out  plain  and  clear. 

Should  e'er  our  country  beat  "  to  arms," 
We'll  seize  our  muskets  bright, 

And  like  brave  Wabrkn,  we  will  seek 
<<  The  hottest  of  the  fight'' 

And  though  we  sometimes  disagree, 

No  one  has  cause  to  fear; 
The  institutions  of  our  land. 

Alike  we  all  hold  dear. 

This  is  the  land  that  gave  us  birth  j 

Here  we  shall  liye  and  die; 
And  if  one-half  are  deadly  foes. 

Will  some  friend  tell  me  why? 

0,  then  away  with  bitter  words. 

We  all  in  heart  are  one, 
United  by  the  dearest  ties. 

The  stranger,  sire  and  sou. 

Then  hull  all  hail  '<ihe  glorious  Fourth," 

That  gave  a  nation  birth, 
The  brightest  civil  diadem, 

The  richest  boon  of  earth. 
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TOB  WASHmOTON'a   BIBTH-I)i.T  TEUPEBAHCB 
lATION. 


AJR,   UTLD   LAMQ  STKB. 

CovK,  tnoe  joju  bMrti,  mj  oonntrTiiMii, 

To  celebrate  the  day, 
The  birth-d&j  of  oar  WuhingtoD, 

With  an  exalting  lay. 

In  seveoteen  haadred  thirty-two 

Ore'&t  'Washington  vaa  born — 
A  oentnry  and  foarteen  years, 

This  joyous,  happy  mom. 
George  Washington,  a  name  nost  daw 

To  all  the  tribea  of  aen, 
The  mose's  theme  of  erery  elim^- 

The  theme  of  erery  pen. 
Theme  of  the  old,  and  of  the  yonng, 

The  lovely  and  the  fair, 
At  home,  abroad,  on  seas  and  ialea, 

Aye,  tmly  everywhere. 

Onr  orator,  in  melting  strains,* 

Has  told  us  how  and  why 
We  took  np  arms  to  vindicate 

Those  right*  we  priied  so  high. 

And  how,  in  mercy,  0cd  raised  np 

Onr  glorions  Waahington — 
The  wisest,  pnrest  patriot 

Beneath  the  shining  sno. 
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He  led  our  feeble  annies  on, 
And  tauglit  them  how  to  fight — 

And  under  God,  secured  our  peace 
And  put  our  foes  to  flight. 

00  back  with  me  to  Lexington  I 
Go  back  to  Bunker's  hill! 

Where  gurgling  gushed  your  country's  blood, 
In  many  a  crimson  rill! 

01  go  with  me  to  Brandywinel 
Go  back  to  Trenton,  too ! 

Go  I  read  the  tokens  of  God's  care 
In  all  your  country  through. 

The  gushing  blood,  all  warm  and  free, 
Goes  rushing  through  my  veins, 

As  I  remember  Washington 
And  Yorktown's  smiling  plains. 

There  perched  our  Eagle — ^bird  of  heaven. 

On  liberty's  fair  tree — 
And  there  the  *^  British  Lion"  roaredy 

"America  is  free!" 

And  in  that  "  roar  "  was  treasured  all 

That's  truly  good  and  great — 
The  right  to  worship  God  in  peace 

And  rule  the  new-born  state. 

O  may  we  ever  worthy  prove 

And  keep  unsoiled  our  trust — 
And  may  our  children  cherish  them 

When  we  repose  in  dust 
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Uaj  bitter  strifes  and  bitter  words 

No  more  offend  oar  ears, — 
We  aU  are  hane$i  brethren 

Of  the  same  hopes  and  fears. 

This  is  the  land  that  gave  us  birth^ 

Here  we  shall  live  and  die, 
And  if  one-half  are  deadly  foes —         * 

Kind  sirs,  please  tell  me  why? 

A  deadly  foe,  'tis  tme,  we  have, 

That  lores  to  erime  and  woe, 
'Tis  from  the  sparkling,  poisoned  oup 

Most  of  oar  eyils  flow. 

It  rains  mind!  (0  what  a  thought  I) 

The  nation's  sure  defense — 
The  doggeries — those  sinks  of  sin— - 

0  drive  you  out  from  henoe, 

• 

And  teach  the  young  to  love  good  books, 

To  lore  "God's  house,"  and  day, 
And  let  their  feet  be  early  taught 

To  ^read  the  narrow  way. 

Then  God,  and  Peace,  and  Washingtotti 

Shall  unborn  millions  know, — 
And  the  rich  blessings  we  enjoy. 

To  all  the  nations  flow. 

Then  tune  your  hearts,  my  countrymeui 

Let  us  exulting  sing. 
The  hallowed  name  of  Washington, 

Who  conquered  George  the  king. 
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GENERAL  JACKSON'S  BIRTH-DAT  CELEBRATION. 

AIB— AITLD  LAKO  anrB. 

TBI  fint  birU^lay  after  his  death  waa  on  Ibe  Ssbbattu    I 
VM  requesled  to  preach  a  Berman  on  that  da;  Baited  to  Lba 

I  also  composed  an  Ode  for  the  occasion.  I  loT«d  Oen.  Jackson 
aa  I  loTcd  few  ni«n  on  earth.  Peace  to  his  quiet  dost,  and 
Jmmortalit;  to  bis  memorj.     Here  it  is: 

HuBHED  bo  "the  music  of  tbe  Bpheres," 

L«t  freemen'e  grateftil  lay, 
In  one  loud  chorus  fill  the  earth, 

On  this  auspicious  day. 

Throughout  the  land,  let  old  and  young. 

The  lovely  and  the  "fair," 
To  pay  a  tribute  to  true  worth, 

Their  grateful  hearts  prepare. 

My  countrymen,  with  hearts  all  vann, 

We  meet  to  celebrate 
The  birth-day  of  our  Jackson,  dea^- 

Jactson  the  good  and  great. 

In  seventeen  hnndred  sixty-seven, 
"Andrew  the  Great"  was  horn, 

Just  seventy-nine  "eventful  years," 
This  precious  Sabbath  mom. 

Long  did  he  live  to  bless  our  land. 

And  vindicate  her  righte, 
Now  gone — to  his  reward  in  heaven, 

To  reap  untold  delights. 
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Wlien  "nrags  wu',"  aad  inaA  alarm 

Were  heud  ftll  o'er  the  Uad, 
To  qvell  Ihooe  foea  &t  in  tbe  S«atfc, 

Wbo  led  onr  •'mwtial  bud?" 

Wbo  met  "the  red  nao  "  &ee  to  &ee, 

His  eoaatij  to  defend? 
Qo  uk  "  the  Tribes  "  with  whoa  be  foaght 

AlODg  "the  Horae-tboe  bend." 

Tkllapoou  will  tell  of  gore, 

And  Tallaluue,  too — 
Twaa  at  Savanna  peace  retnrned 

Throogb  Jackson  unto  joo. 

"  The  red  men  "  and  "  the  red  costa,"  too 

Fonnd  Jackson  "foil  of  fight," 

He  alirajs  left  them  in  their  gore, 

Or  "on  the  wings  of  flight." 

Brave  Jackson  met  prond  Packenham, 

And  all  his  yannting  host, 
The  "bxadtt  and  the  boot;"  aared. 

And  drove  them  irom  onr  coast. 

Valor  and  wisdom  erer  marked 
Each  more  in  hia  "war  scones." 

The  prondest  ncroET  erer  won 
Was  that  of  New  Orleans. 

Behold  him  in  "the  fomm"  fair, 

Oniding  the  "Ship  of  SUte," 
Where  "all  the  nationa"  own  hitsklU, 

And  all  pnnonnee  him  great. 


OOTTOK'S- 

AU  lua  deuraa  ha  lived  to  pm 

AooompliBhed  to  tuB  miml, 
Hia  d«ftr  lov«d  eoontrj  and  Umielf 

He  then  to  God  nsigoed. 

In  pokoefvl  slnmben,  loft  and  iweet^ 

Beude  hie  faithAiI  wife, 
He  rests  in  hope  till  botli  agun 

Awake  to  endlen  life. 

The  oonqaeror  of  the  oonqaeron, 

A  greater  victory  won, 
When  he  stiBDirjED  frail  hnman  self 

Through  God's  belored  Son. 

The  gloi7  of  hit  "martial  tread," 

^nie  "etrie  wreath"  of  &ine, 
Is  Tanity  and  dross  oompared 

To  his  BBiOBT  Christian  name. 

The  scroll  of  fame  ihall  long  record 

The  greatness  of  that  name — 
FiBMHiss  and  tbvtb,  and  "honor  brigh^' 

And  Jacksok  are  the  same. 

A  name  to  freemen  ever  dear, 

To  tyrants  death  and  gall — 
Qive  ns  each  men  to  gnide  the  State 

Be  this  the  prayer  of  all. 

Farewell,  great  Jaekson,  words  can't  toll 
How  SXASLT  LOViD  thon  art; 

O  may  the  nBKNxae  of  tht  mind 
Inspire  eiiah  freenan'a  heattk 
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Then  Imah  ^tlie  mnBie  of  the  sphevei/' 

Let  fbbkmxn'b  g&atxful  laj 
[n  one  loud  ehoras  iill  the  earth, 

On  this  aoBpicions  day. 


■H»l 


TO  THE  INDIANA  Y  OLUNTEESa 

Ant— AULD  LiJfO  8T1IB. 

«  Thi  Indiana  Volunteers," 

The  bravest  of  the  brave, 
Thrice  welcome  from  the  gory  fields 

Ye  rushed  into  to  save. 
Ton  left  your  homes,  your  wives,  your  babes-* 

Kindred  and  friends  most  dear; 
The  parting  scene  called  forth  a  sigh, 

And  many  a  gushing  tear. 

One  lingering,  longing  look  ye  east. 

To  the  receding  shore, 
As  onward  ye  were  borne  away, 

P'rhaps  to  return  no  more. 
For  lol  "the  cloud  and  storm  of  war," 

Hung  o'er  "  the  far  Southwest," 
To  meet  those  fearful  shafts  of  death. 

Each  bared  his  patriot  breast. 

The  thrilling  words  of  brave  command, 

'<  Make  ready,  aim,  and  fire  1  ^' 
As  promptly  was  obeyed  as  given, 

By  comrade,  aoBi  and  sire. 
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And  all  along  ^e  line  of  war, 

Ye  proved  yourself  to  b^— 
Both  officers  and  privates,  ALL,* 

True  friends  of  liberty. 

There 's  General  Lanx,  onr  TSAjaott, 

Who  won  immortal  &me, 
And  Colonel  Gorman,  brave  and  tme. 

As  well  deserves  the  same. 
And  Colonel  Lane,  so  COOL  and  nBH, 

At  Bnena  Vista's  scene, 
Won  lanrels  for  himself  and  State, 

That  flourish  xvekobken. 

Colonel  Bnmont,  second  to  none. 

At  Hnamantla's  hight. 
Performed  his  part  most  gallantly, 

And  kept  his  honor  bright. 
Our  Colonels  and  onr  Captuns  too, 

A  brilliant  fame  have  won  ; 
McCarty  I  can  only  name, 

And  Mason,  Gibbs,  and  Dnnn. 

To  ALL  I  say,  the  harmony 

That  did  pervade  your  ranks, 
Has  won  for  yon  "  the  mede  of  praise," 

And  won  onr  warmest  thanks. 
A  scene  or  two  I  will  here  note, 

Ab  samples  of  the  rest; 
Of  your  fidelity  and  skill. 

They  prove  an  ample  teat. 

*  Col  Bowles  sxotf  ted,  and  he  mote  in  error  than  in  bolt. 
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^  Beserre  your  fire,  my  gallant  boys, 

UntU  the  foe  is  nigh,"* 
Then  teach  the  hosts  of  Mexico 

A  lesson  from  your  eye. 
True  to  your  country's  bleeding  cause, 

Ye  marshaled  all  your  powers, 
Unerring,  deadly  aim  ye  took, 

And  then  "  the  day  was  onrs.'' 

And  when  ye  were  in  elose  pnrsnit 

Of  General  Santa  Ann', 
So  eager  were  ye  for  the  prise, 

"A  host  proved  every  man." 
''We  go  to  meet  onr  country's  foes, 

I  glory  in  this  day; 
Act  well  your  part,  my  trusty  band. 

When  I  retreat,  you  may."f 

The  LADIES,  (bless  'em,)  true  as  steel. 

Wrought  with  their  own  fair  hands 
The  Flags  that  proudly  o*er  you  waved, 

In  those  dark  bloody  lands. 
Most  gallantly  did  you  defend 

"Our  Eagle,  Stripes  and  Stars;" 
Te  're  all  with  glory  covered  o'er, 

And  SOME  with  <<  glorious  scars." 

But  oh  1  some  of  your  patriot  band 

Fell  on  the  bloody  field; 
True  as  the  needle  to  the  pole, 

They  'd  neither  fly  nor  yield; 

*  CoL  Lane'a  order  at  BiMna  Vista. 
t  OdL  Dnmont's  address  at  Huamantla. 
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And  some  there  were  wHo  lingering  ftU 

Bj  torturing,  slov  disease ; 
Their  manly  forms  far  off  repoee, 
\  Beneath  the  murmuring  trees. 


Our  tears  bespeak  our  heartfelt 

Tel  we  rejoice  to  hear 
Thej  ftll  contending  for  those  rights 

Which  freemen  hold  so  dear. 
The  peace,  for  which  ye  staked  your  all. 

Ye  yaliantly  have  won, 
And  all,  with  you,  rejoice  to  know 

The  bloody  strift  is  done« 

Adieu,  adieu,  a  long  farewell, 

To  the  din  of  clashing  arms. 
And  may  you  long  enjoy  the  bliss 

Of  home's  pure,  holy  charms. 
Then  welcome  to  the  *'  hoosier  b'hoys/* 

The  bravest  of  the  brave, 
Thrice  welcome  from  the  gory  fields 

Ye  rushed  into  to  save. 


»♦«■ 


TO  THE  LADIES*  WEEKLY  TRIBUNE. 

The  Tribune 's  a  weekly,  bewitchingly  fair, 
Gotten  up  with  great  taste  to  sweeten  dull  eare ; 
To  aid  the  fair  Miss  in  the  choice  of  her  friends^ 
'Tis  indeed  well  invested,  all  the  money  she  spends 

For  the  Ladies'  Weekly  Tribune. 


^ 
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And  joong  gentlemen,  too,  will  here  find  a  goide, 
To  direct  in  the  choice  of  **  a  sweet  blushing  Mde;^ 
Here  virtne  shall  flourish  and  be  fostered  the  whili^ 
And  corruption  rebuked  in  the  choicest  of  style. 

In  the  Ladies'  Weekly  Tribune. 

The  ''Temperanee  Reform''  will  here  find  a  fiiend. 
Where  Truth,  Virtue  and  Wisdom  in  harmony  blend. 
Both  diction  and  subject  exhibit  great  taste. 
So  send  on  your  cash,  with  all  possible  haste, 

For  the  Ladies'  Weekly  Tribune. 

Mra  Underbill's  fair  fame  is  a  sure  guarantee, 
That  each  coming  number  still  fairer  shall  be; 
And  Amanda  M.  Wat  is  unrivaled,  you  know — 
And  the  wisdom  of  both  they  united  bestow 

On  the  Ladies'  Weekly  Tribune. 

Their  chaste,  thrilling  tales,  sound  morals  impart^ 
They  enlighten  the  head,  and  make  better  the  heart ; 
They  beguile  the  lone  hours,  they  teach  us  to  feel 
For  the  woes  of  mankind — and  to  pray  for  the  weal 

Of  the  Ladies'  Weekly  Tribune. 

Here  temperance  and  virtue  shall  flourish  and  shine, 
Their  all-conquering  power  be  felt  in  each  line. 
And  just  such  a  journal  has  long  been  required. 
And  ne'er  was  a  work  more  justly  admired. 

Than  the  Ladies'  Weekly  Tribune. 

The  great  Temperance  Ball  witt  our  rollers  we  '11  roll. 
And  push  on  the  conquest  from  pole  unto  pole ; 
May  the  tears  of  affliction  all  dry  in  its  track. 
And  the  Yoice  of  rejoicing  come  echoing  back, 

Through  the  Ladies'  Weekly  Tribune. 

DnriLLKBixs  and  grooshops  we'll  handle  right  rough. 

And  never  will  quit  until  all  cry  "  enough," 

15 
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We  hate  the  employment,  yet  love  all  the  men,— ^perhaps.) 
And  to  save  and  reclaim  them  we  '11  do  all  that  we  can 

Through  the  Ladies'  Weekly  Tribune. 

We'll  argae,  entreat,  and  toil  to  persuade, 
The  high  and  the  low,  of  whatever  grade. 
To  abandon  the  traffic,  to  break  every  bowl* 
Cont^ning  the  poison  that  ruins  the  soul. 

Through  the  Ladies'  Weekly  Tribone. 

Te  loathsome  inebriates,  ye  poor  tipplers,  too, 
*'  A  message  of  love  "  shall  ours  be  to  yon ; 
We  '11  help  you  to  turn  to  the  paths  that  are  right, 
Thus  cheering  your  homes  with  untold  delight, 

Through  the  Ladies'  Weekly  Tribune 

Each  number  preserve  with  neatness  and  care, 
'T  will  make  a  rich  volume  at  the  close  of  the  year ; 
And  ii^  all  after  time  thy  library  'twill  grace, 
Though  numerous  thy  works — be  sure  to  give  place 

To  the  Ladies'  Weekly  Tribune. 

The  "Editorial  Departicent"  is  transcendently  fair. 
May  it  well  be  sustained,  is  my  heart's  warmest  prayer; 
And  each  son  and  daughter  of  Hoosierdom  say, 
I  enjoy  the  rich  boon — in  fine— a  bright  day 

To  the  Ladies'  Weekly  Tribune 

Mancbsstee  Babdc 

MixcHBSTEB,  Sept  15,  1857. 
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TO  THE  NATIONAL,  THE  GRAND,  AND  THE  SUB- 
ORDINATE UNIONS  OP  THE  DAUGHTERS  OF 
TEMPERANCE,  IN  NORTH  AMERICA. 

Ht  bomble  mose,  awake,  attune  thy  unstrung  lyre, 
One  of  thy  ohoioesi  strains,  in  glowing  words  of  fire ; 
And  be  thy  theme  without  offense. 
The  daughters  fair  of  Temperance. 

Ye  are  a  lovely  band,  joined'to  redeem  our  land 
From  drunkeness  and  woe,  that  so  profusely  flow 
From  all  '*  rum  holes  " — let's  move  them  hence, 
Ye  daughters  fair  of  Temperance. 

You  wield  a  mighty  power,  exert  it  every  hour, 
'Till  every  drunken  son  is  saved,  redeemed  and  won 
From  error's  paths, — your  work 's  immense. 
Ye  daughters  fair  of  Temperance. 

You  must  and  will  succeed,  if  all  are  well  agreed, 
Firmly  and  fully  bent,  to  spend  and  to  be  spent 
Bleninge  untold  you  will  dispense. 
Ye  daughters  fair  of  Temperance. 

Take  courage   then,  ye   fair,  by  "works  of  love"  and 

prayer, 
IVwi  onward  to  the  end,  the  good  will  you  btfriend. 
While  health,  peace,  joy,  you  thus  dispense, 
Te  daughters  fair  of  Temperance. 

Oh  I  may  your  "Union  bands,"  devise  the  means  and 

plans, 
Preserved  and  handed  down,  to  bless  each  state  and 

town; 
And  far  and  wide  may  joa  dispense 
The  pledge  and  joys  of  Temperance. 
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Haj  joa  abound  in  peace,  prosper,  &nd  mock  ineNftM 
In  namber  luid  in  Btrengtli,  until  the  breadth  and  length 
Of  our  proud  land,  (a  mrs  defeoBe,) 
Shall  be  &r-famed  for  Temperance, 

la  after  coming  jeara,  with  gratitude,  and  tear* 

Of  Joj,  shall  jou  be  blest,  while  in  jonr  grarea  jon  rett 

¥nta  all  joar  toila.    Thrice  blessed  henoe, 

Be  the  daughters  ^r  of  Temperance. 

This  tribute  of  mj  muse,  I  trust  jou  '11  not  retiiM; 
'T  is  no  "  run  oompUment,"  I  tbos  to  you  preeent: 
Please  to  accept  without  offense. 
Ye  daughters  fiiir  of  Temperance. 


TO  IKDTJSTRT, 

Sung  at  the  FirH  Annual  Fair  of  <A«  Dearbortt  Qxmty 

AgricuUural  Society,  1851. 


CuB6ED  be  the  ground,  in  merof  onrsed, 

For  fallen,  sinful  man ; 
And  who  that  rightly  nnderstandB, 

Does  not  approve  God's  plan? 

This  ia  a  life  of  aotive  toil — 

Hereafter  we  shall  reat, 
And  he  who  Is  ntoet  &ithfnt  here, 

Shall  then  eijo;  it  beat. 
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The  oaltivation  of  the  earth, 
Throngh  toil,  and  sweat,  nod  nghg, 

Is  hdaven'a  choicest,  richest  boon- 
All  bleasings  in  disgniae. 

The  thoroB  and  thistles  that  w«  dread, 
Which  choke  the  groving  grain, 

Give  exercise  to  willing  hands, 
And  health  and  peace  maintain. 

The  idle  and  the  dtssolnte 

Most  snre  to  rnin  run  ; 
Who  proTca  a  burden  to  himself 

Oft  as  the  rich  man's  son? 

The  toiling  millions  of  our  globe 
Enjoy  night's  sweet  repose; 

All  strangers  unto  wskcfulnciij, 
And  idle  people's  woes. 

Then  push  along  the  mighty  plow — 

Cheer  up — go,  ChaTlie,  go; 
And  men  and  boys,  in  merry  mood, 

Keep  moving  with  the  hoe. 

And  shove,  and  shove  the  plane  along, 

Ye  artiste  of  the  land ; 
'Tis  by  yonr  skill  and  indostry 

We  evermore  mast  stand. 

The  smith  beside  his  glowing  forge, 

His  anvil,  and  his  vise, 
With  brawny  hands,  nsd  manly  browi, 

Will  serve  yoa  in  a  tiioe. 
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The  politioUn,  wide  awske, 

Will  amile,  &nd  icrape,  and  bow, 

Aad  pledge  joa  much  sonifl  other  timfl 
To  get  joor  voU  just  now. 

The  itndent,  st  his  moBty  books, 

With  Bcientifio  fires, 
Propels  the  o&r  along  the  track, 

And  thonghts  aiong  the  wires. 

The  soldier,  at  the  cannon's  month, 
Death  staring  in  his  face, 

'Slid  claahiog  steel,  defends  his  land 
From  ruin  and  disgrace. 


The  sailor  plows  proud  ocean' 

No  timid  heart  has  be; 
To  gather  wealth,  he  boldly  bravos 

The  perils  of  the  sea. 

The  doctor  mounts  bis  trusty  ii^>. 
And  on,  through  sleet  and  sitow. 

He  hastens  to  the  siok  one's  ooucb, 
To  soothe  the  wail  of  woe. 

The  lawyer  and  the  "ermined  judge," 
Well  versed  in  "legal  lore," 

By  mental  toil,  are  known  abroad, 
And  famed  from  shore  to  shore. 

The  minister,  divinely  seat 

With  messages  of  love, 
I'ointa  to  the  hotue  "not  mada  with  I 

Btarnal  and  idrarc. 
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The  mnsio  of  the  spinning-wbeel. 

The  shuttle,  and  the  loom, 
Wm  sweeten  all  the  ills  of  life. 

And  chase  away  their  gloom. 

The  kitchen,  and  the  parlor,  i00| 

Ye  lovely  and  ye  /air, 
Becomes  you  all,  and  will  reward 

Your  presence  and  your  care. 

All,  all  on  earth  should  active  be — 

The  sun,,  and  moon,  and  stars 
Keep  whirling  through  the  void  immense — 

£arth,  Jupiter,  and  Mars. 

Then  push  along  the  mighty  plow- 
Cheer  up — go,  Charlie,  go; 

And  men  and  boys,  in  merry  mood, 
Keep  moving  with  the  hoe. 


!•»■■ 


TO  THE  DEARBORN  COUNTY  AGRICULTURAL 

FAIR. 

Thi  Dearborn  County  Fair  shall  usher  in  my  song; 
Please  lend  me  your  attention,  it  will  not  take  you  kogt 
So,  my  humble  muse,  **  tune  up/'  and  awoke  I 
In  truth  and  in  rhyme  a  synopsis  now  take 

Of  the  Dearborn  County  Fair. 

There  were  horses  and  mares,  and  jennets  and  jacks— 
Boaaa,  dapple-grays  and  sorrels,  creams,  chestnuts  an4 
Uandbs; 
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All  sorts  and  all  sizes,  sleeked  off  for  a  show. 
Some  were  most  beautifal,  and  others  so-so, 

At  the  Dearborn  County  Fair. 

There  were  cattle  and  cows,  oaWes,  sheep  and  fat  hogs, 
Polar  chickens,  and  pigs,  and  lots  of  fine  dogs ; 
There  were  farming  utensils,  a  grain-sower  and  plow. 
And  threshing  machines  that  did  it  up— how? 

At  the  Dearborn  County  Fair. 

There  was  grass  seed  and  wheat,  and  potatoes  and  ooni, 
Fine  apples  and  onions  as  ever  were  bom ; 
There  was  cabbage  aud  beets,  and  radishes,  too. 
Sweet  potatoes  and  turnips,  all  pleasant  to  view. 

At  the  Dearborn  County  Fair. 

There  was — let  mo  see — but  I  will  not  tell  all, 
Lest  I  weary  your  patience,  and  my  poem  forestal], 
But  butter  I  0,  bless  me  1  as  yellow  as  gold, 
And  as  sweet  as  pure  honey,  admired,  but  not  sold, 

At  the  Dearborn  County  Fair. 

And  the  finest  of  bread,  too,*  to  match  the  fine  butter. 
You  would  chew  it  with  pleasure,  and  for  more  you  would 

mutter; 
There  were  stockings  and  shoes,!  and  carpets  and  quilts. 
Counterpanes  and  blankets,  the  work  of  no  jilts, 

At  the  Dearborn  County  Fair. 

The  patterns  were  all  fine,  and  the  needlework,  too, 
Sach  as  our ^air  ladies  know  just  how  to  do : 
Ohiyaanthemums,  dahlias,  and  roses  in  bloom, 
And  geraniums,  too,  all  rich  in  perfume. 

At  the  Dearborn  County  Fair. 

There  were  saddles,  and  bridles,  and  harness,  and  whipt, 
And  I  yenture  to  say  that  not  one  of  them  rips ; 

*  Km.  Dr.  McCallongb. 

t  Af  notioed  io  the  8nUi»el,  and  MorMlUed  to  Mn .  WisDURAvr-^wtntiftiL 
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They  W6r«  tasty  and  neat,  and  made  a  fine  show; 
They  most  have  been  extra  to  be  talked  about  so. 

At  the  Dearborn  County  Fair. 

And  boggiee — ^there  I  there  I  there  I  if  you  eyer  wish  to  rido 
Easily,  gracefully,  and  with  conscious  pridoj 
Just  purchase  a  carriage  of  Heifer  &  Oa— 
Enoonrage  true  merit,  and  thus  add  to  the  show 

Of  our  next  County  Fair. 

Bat  the  ladies— oh,  bless  'em  I — so  lovely  and  fcUrf 
All  neat  as  a  pink,  were  the  &irest  things  there. 
Their  presence  and  smiles  send  joy  to  the  heart ; 
May  they  live  and  be  there,  and  each  take  a  part 

In  our  next  County  Fair, 

Such  a  show  onoe  a  year  must  end  in  much  good, 
Henceforth  we  shall  farm  it  much  more  as  we  should; 
Emulation  and  pride  will  the  masses  inspire ; 
Next  year  we  will  "come  it,"  infusing  new  fire, 

At  the  Dearborn  County  Fair. 

Two  full  acres  in  one,  and  far  better  than  that. 
If  we  keep  the  forms  neat,  and  keep  the  land  fat^ 
And  horticulture,  too,  neglected  too  long, 
Shall  inspire  my  lay,  and  continue  my  song 

Of  the  Dearborn  County  Fair. 

May  neatness  and  flowers,  instead  of  rank  weeds. 
The  garden  adorn, — ^then— ^then  rich  its  proceeds : 
Men,  women  and  children,  "  fly  about,''  and  prepare^ 
And  next  year  without  fail  be  sure  to  be  there — 

At  the  Dearborn  County  Fair. 

Ererything  that  we  make,  or  eat,  drink  or  wear. 
Will  be  greatly  improved  by  our  next  County  Fair, 
Then  hand  in  your  names,  and  '*  fork  over  your  cash,'^ 
Ai^^  there  will  be  neither  poor  xtoek  nor  poor  ircuh 

At  our  next  County  Fair. 
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TO  "A  FARMER'S  FOREST  LIFE," 

A  Poetic  AddresSy  pronounced  at  the  Dearborn  County  Agrieul' 

tural  Fair,  1857. 


**  A  Farmer's  Forest  Life,"  I  own  has  many  charms  fbr  me, 
GiTO  ear  my  fHends  awhile,  and  the  wherefores  yoa  shall  see. 
He  first  selects  "  a  tract  of  land  "  'mid  birds  and  blossoms  fkir, 
Then  settles  in  his  anuous  mind,  his  home  shall  now  be  there. 

Erects  a  neat  "log  cabin,"  out  in  the  open  woods, 

Has  neither  stock  nor  cash,  perhaps,  nor  much  of  '■  household 

goods," 
But  hope  of  "  better  days  "  giTcs  strength  unto  his  arm, 
And  at  it  now  he  goes,  to  "  clear  him  up  a  farm."  (a) 

His  Tiands  coarse  and  common,  and  scanty  too  at  that^ 
But  instead  of  getting  poor,  he  is  rather  growing  UX; 
Toil  giyes  it  a  "  a  good  relish,"  and  sweetens  his  repoee, 
"  For  change  and  recreation  "  to  the  forest  now  he  gees. 

With  his  rifle  on  his  shoulder,  and  with  Jowler  at  his  side, 
The  place  between  him  and  his  home  is  soon  made  very  wide ; 
He  scours  both  "  hill  and  dale  "  for  turkeys,  bear,  and  deer— 
Returns  at  night  quite  weary,  with  "  lots  of  merry  oheer "— - 
{tomeiimet). 

"His  wife  and  little  ones,''  all  smiling  and  all  fair, 
Now  hasten  out  to  meet  him,  and  "  soothe  his  brow  of  care ;" 
His  tea,  perhaps  of  sassafras,  of  spicebush,  or  of  sage. 
Has  long  been  waiting,  but  goes  first  rate,  I  '11  Tenture  to  en- 
gage. 

And  then  he  has  fine  "  nuts  to  crack  "  at  ere  or  in  foul  weather, 

His  oTeralls  were  sometimes  made  of  yellow  tanned  buck- 
skin leather. 

Hia  neighbors  are  most  kind  and  true,  each  feels  himself  a 
brother. 

For  lack  of  schools  his  children  are  all  taaght  at  home  hy 
mother. 
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He  kas  "  a  little  patch  Cor  troek,"  thoagli  rather  rou^  at  inl| 
But  he  can  not  do  without  it,  and  haye  it  he  will  and  mmi; 
In  time  it  makee  '*  a  pretty  garden,*'  full  of  sweat  Bhrnba  and 

flowers, 
Where  he,  **hi8  wife  and  ehildren,"  spend  many  happj  hmm-^ 

[or  should  do]. 

As  time  rolls  on,  his  fertile  fieldi^  and  *<  flocks  and  herds  ia- 

crease,*' 
His  **  cribs  and  stables  "  well  supplied,  his  yards  with  pouUiy, 

pigs  and  geese. 
And  as  occasion  may  reqnire,  he  11  slay  and  cook  and  eat: 
For  pure  "  domestic  happiness,"  his  life  is  hard  to  beaL 

'T  is  true  we  had  our  troubles  (hen,  and  you  all  hare  them  mm^ 
So  happiness  at  last  depends  upon  the  mmdj  I  trow. 
We  were  quite  happy  in  those  days,  in  hope  of  ^*  better  times," 
And  made  "  a  shift  to  get  along,"  and  liye  without "  the  dimes." 

For  thirty-seTen  and  a  half  cents,  we  ^d  toil  all  day  in  Summer, 
And  keep  as  buify  too^  at  that,  as  any  "little  drummer;*' 
We  'd  sell  our  com  at  sixteen  cents,  not  always  sure  of  that, 
And  pork  "  one  dollar  twenty-five  "  that  was  all  "  rolling  fkU" 

With  tow  and  linen  pantaloons,  and  hats  of  "  chip  and  straw," 

We  lived  upon  eqtudUy^  and  seldom  went  to  law. 

Our  com  we  gpround  on  "  hand  mills,"  to  make  our  **  bread  and 

mush," 
And  often  went  abroad  all  barefoot,  0 1  hush  I  hush  1 1  hush  1 1 1 

Our  wives,  our  sons  and  daughters,  could  fare  but  little  better, 
'T  is  trae  what  I  am  saying,  friends,  "  trae  to  the  very  letter." 
For  fifty  cents  per  week,  was  dU  ^  ocb  qals  "  could  git^ 
And  thought  a  chance  like  that,  "  a  very  happy  hit." 

Six  cents  per  pound  for  butter,  and  eggs  three  cents  per  doifii, 
The  highest   price  to  be  obtained  from  merchant,  flriend  or 

cousin. 
In  striped  linen  or  linsey  dress,  they  'd  "  cut  a  merry  dash," 
Whidk  they  had  spun,  and  wove,  and  made  "  "  without  one  dlmt 

in  oath." 
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On  •iMtiou  tlien  lutd  nought  to  do  vltli  qoMtioni  aboat 

Wo  took  right  hold  "  the  bettor  m*it,"  uui  nuAcd  him  in  mMt 

Bat  BtiU'tu  truB,  knd  mnit  be  told,  slul  too  well  we  know  it, 
AniMi  moittrekt  ftte*ei7  torn,  or  elie  he  ooold  not  "go  ](."(£) 

'  Onr  t«Mhen  took  their  pa;  in  son,  and  pork,  tnd  beef, 
K  little  lint«7  now  and  then,  would  gite  them  great  relief; 
nwf 'd  "board  around"  IVom  place  to  place,  nor  maminred  at 

Wcold  Ixiw  at  ;oar  derotioni,  and  often  lead  in  pr«;er. 
Thepreachnt,  bless 'em  one  and  all,  (e)  the;  went  both  far  and 

To  warn  liie  eioner  of  hia  ways, — the  saints  to  feast  and  aheer. 
Ilwf'd  "go  IhcDugh  thick  aod  thio,"  through  mud  and  aleet 

and  snow, 
"Tou'd  always  find  them  at  their  post,"  if  you  yoiiTBelf  would 

V- 
A  Lawrence,  Dnrbin,  Jonei,.  McReynoIds,  Collard,  Hit^ 
Collins,  Daniels,  Thompson,  Bandall,  we  never  can  forgi'l; 
Bobinaon,  Miller,  Seeks,  Bawsoa,  Murry,  Sparks,  and  Hayei^ 
All  sealous  men  for  Qod,  and  worthy  of  ail  praise. 
Oglcsby,  Bonner,  Lewis,  Gilleti,  Buter,  Brouse,  Arringion,  and 

Fnley, 
Whom  you  would  delight  lo  hear  moaLbly,  weekly,  daily ; 
A  Hargraie,  Hicks,  and  GDodwin,  MoLain,  Tomer,  and  MeCaw, 
All  eloquent  for  the  truth,  and  mighty  in  the  law. 

Of  Oriffilhs,  SmiUiB,  and  HaTena,  there  were  some  two  or  three) 
Hen  yon  would  always  like  to  hear,  and  always  like  lo  see; 
A  Lunbdin,  Baker,  Heath,  and  Wyley,  and  "good  old  Father 

Kan  deeply  graven  an  the  heart,  than  "  chiseled  "  in  the  itenM. 
I  bin  would  linger  'mid  these  sweets  and  tell  the  pleating 

How  (hey  o'er  came,  throng  Jecni'  name,  and  dwell  with  Ub 
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In  fine  a  Ross,  Behamll,  a  Holliday,  and  a  Wood, 

Is  all  that  I  can  mention  here,  but  would  more  if  I  oonUL 

Thej  wrought  a  mighty  work  here,  in  the  mighty  West,— (d) 
Bat  many  ha-re  gone  to  their  reward  and  entered  into  rest; 
Their  names  enrolled  on  high,  shall  never,  never  perish, 
A  Lawrence,  Lambdin,  Raper,  Strang,  how  fondly  we  all  cheritK 

I*Te  thought  it  due  to  allf  this  much  right  here  to  say, 
Thej  labored  long  and  faithfully,  and  got  but  Utile  pay; 
lived  not  for  self  alone,  but  for  the  ftiture  good 
Of  saint  and  sinner^  one  and  all,  just  as  all  men  eyer  should. 

I  have  digressed  thus  far  to  paint  ^  a  forest  life," 
And  now  return  again  to  the  farmer  and  his  wife ; 
To  dwell  on  their  privations  many  long  years  ago, — 
Listen,  my  dear  young  friends,  if  you  really  wish  to  know. 

Their  church  was  some  kind  neighbor's  cabin,  upon  the  ridgt 

or  creek. 
With  chimneys  built  with  "cats  and  mud,"  ibr  then  we  had  na 

brick; 
With  floors  of  puncheon  under  foot,  and  clapboards  overhead| 
And  "lights  for  windows"  paper  oiled, — ^I'vo  witnessed  what 

I  We  said. 

An  olad  in  coarse,  plain  homespun,  and  "  neater  than  a  pink," 
He  takes  his  family  to  church,  to  worship  Qod,  and  think 
About  their  ftiture  home  in  climes  more  bright  and  fair. 
Then  consecrates  himself  anew  to  God,  by  faith  and  humble 
prayer. 


ins  the  week  refreshed  in  body,  mind,  and  skill, 
Assured  that  God  is  with  him  now,  he  sinks  into  his  will; 
His  wife  and  babes  to  him  are  all  surpassing  fair, 
I>elighied  with  his  humble  home,  he  is  most  happy  there. 

And  oft  with  one  child  in  his  arms,  another  on  his  back. 
Hi  ^ents   aoross"  the  forest  wide,   along  his  ^  biased  oal 
tnek;"(0 
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To  spend  a  happy  eTening  witli  some  kind  forest  friendSy 
Then  with  a  "  lighted  torch,"  his  homeward  wi^  he  wend*. 

Upon  Ids  safe  arriTal  there  he  "  strilLes  him  np  a  fire," 
How  happy  we  shall  be  my  dear,  when  we  haye  neighbors  nigher ' 
Talks  o'er  his  pleasant  visit,  then  bows  himself  in  prayer, 
And  soon  in  peaoefdl  slumbers,  forgets  both  toil  and  care. 

The  bear,  the  wolf,  the  panther,  qnite  oft  beset  his  track, 
And  the  rery  first  he  knows  they  're  well  nigh  on  his  back ; 
But  Qod  preserres  him  strangely,  his  wife  and  *^  hvh  and  m,'' 
I  're  witnessed  in  my  time  dear  friends,  such  thrilling  scenes  as 
this.(/) 

Still  to  our  farm  we  'd  warmly  cling,  and  grub,  and  hoe^  and 

plow. 
Perhaps  we  all  were  happier  (hen  than  any  of  us  now  ; 
We  had  fine  peaches,  "  rich  as  cream,"  to  sell,  to  eat,  and  dry,— 
To  the  memory  of  those  days  I  pay  "  the  tribnte  of  a  sigh." 

Still  these  are  better  times  by  far,  and  happier  we  thonld  be; 
Such  great  improvements  in  my  time,  I  never  thought  to  see ; 
We  used  to  deal  alone  on  time^  and  paid  up  in  produce. 
To  ask  the  eoih  no  one  presumed,  unless  to  **  play  the  duce." 

Kow  "  ready  cash  "  is  "  all  the  go,"  for  labor,  goods  or  wares^ 

And  lo !  my  friends,  we  have  fine  agricultural  fairs ; 

What  mighty  changes  for  the  better,  these  forty  years  have 

wrought, 
To  ycu  young  friends  "  a  rich  bequest,"  to  im  all  dearly  bought. 

Young  ladies  and  young  gentlemen,  ymt  "tcaice  bepn  to 

know," 
The  dangers,  toils,  and  hardships  we  had  to  undergo, 
In  clearing  up  this  country,  that's  now  so  bright  and  fiur, 
Which  you  from  im  inherit  without  a  seeming  care. 

Our  roads  were  rough  and  muddy  too,  our  mills  so  far  away, 
It  took  us  one  fUll  day  to  go,  and  sometimes  two  to  itaji 
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Tear  fMds  «re  fine,  and  tun^kedf  too,  joar  milU  9n  Jntt  ia 

Where  70a  eui  go  and  get  your  griet^  and  back  beAxre  'til 
night 

Yon  haTe  jronr  "  railroads  and  canals,"  your  telegraphio  wirei^ 
Fine  ehurches,  too,  to  *'  worship  God,'-  with  oarpets,  bells  and 

spires; 
Yoa  haTe  fine  houses  and  fine  farms,  barouches,  chaise,  and 

And  dress  in  silks  and  broadcloth,  and  feast  on  dainties  and 
"  roast  pigs." 

Cleave  to  these  fkrms  young  gentlemen,  improve  and  keep  them 

nice, 
They  '11  yield  you  health  and  plenty,  and  keep  yon  out  of  Tioe; 
The  ruth  for  *<  learned  professions,"  is  rushing  into  strife, 
And  oft  is  purchased  at  the  price  of  happiness  for  life. 

''The  brawling  politician,"  liyes  in  a  constant  muss. 
To  keep  up  fair  appearances,  must  keep  an  endless  fliss ; 
His  life  is  restless  as  can  be,  nor  dare  he  once  deny  it, — 
If  any  of  you  doubt  it  friends,  just  sell  your  farms  and  try  it» 

The  lawyer  too,  has  strife  on  strife,  the  doctor  has  great  care, 
Be  his  success  whate'er  it  may,  or  practice  any  where; 
Both  are  essential  callings  though,  and  oil  they  "  make  it  pay," 
But  would  you  once  exchange  with  them,  say,  farmers  say  ? 

Yon  are  thrice  happy  as  you  plant,  and  happy  as  you  sow. 
Or  as  you  follow  the  ''good  old  plow,"  or  cradle,  reap  or  mow ; 
Richer  by  far  than  mighty  kings  in  palace,  hall  or  dome, 
As  you  chant  your  "  merry  anthem,"  your  own  sweet "  harrest 
home." 

Hossa!  then,  hnzxa,  boys!  for  the  "farmer  and  mechanic," 
They  both  are  independent  men,  and  no  bank  money  panio 
Can  e*er  disturb  their  sweet  repose,  or  tarnish  their  good  name. 
They  're  loved  and  honored  in  their  lives,  and  in  their  death 
the  same. 
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Ah  I  whan  u«  Uiou  "  hmrdj  pioneen,"  who  eulj  Milled  ban  T 
UoBt  or  them  fone,  and  rery  bood  the  last  will  diiappeu'; 
I  too  unfHil,  ftDd  getting  old,  >nd  loom  must  pua  awftj, 
Veil,  "  i<  if  M,''  I  >m  eoDtout,  since  I  have  Bceii  this  daj. 

Foitj  long  7<3»rs  have  well  nigh  fled,  and  j»tb  of  change  uid 

toil, 
Sines  I  flnt  settled  in  jour  midst,  and  purchased  of  7onr  sail ; 
'T  was  then  a  "  howling  wilderneii,"  with  scarce  one  stick  amlM, 
Hor  did  I  then  begin  to  dream  of  seeing  a  day  like  (hie. 

Judging  the  fatare  b;  the  past,  what  bliu  laid  np  in  store, 
for  all  the  young  who  shall  behold  forty  long  yeara  of  improT*- 

£etp  ap  your  fairs  from  year  la  year,  let  each  his  "mite  oast 

In  eomeUiing — poultry,  stock,  produce,  needlework,  whether  ha 


I  leave  the  country  much  improTCd  in  "  ecienoe  and  in  art," 
And  trast  I  'tb  been  no  "  hanger  on,"  bat  haTO  acted  well  mj 

part, 
May  smiling  "  peace  and  plenty  "  for  orer  bleis  this  land, 
For  "  truth  and  right,"  dear  Mends,  for  OTor  firvdfi  stand. 

And  now  "a  kind  and  parting  word"  to  the  little  girls  and 

boya, 
"  Seek  Ood  in  early  yonth  "  for  pure  substantial  joys ; 
Toung  men  and  women   soon  you'll  be,  and  fill  oar  vtMnt 

places, 
I  trust  with  pure  and  lumat  hearts,  and  smiling  happy  fkoea. 

And  serre  your  day  and  age,  as  we  hare  done  bcfbre, 
Tou  haTe  my  warmest  blessings,  dears,  and  I  can  say  no  more; 
May  heBTen's  kind  protecting  arm*  for  ever  round  you  dwell. 
And  now  dear  friends   both  old  and  young,  receiTo   my  land 

rABBWELL. 


185 


[•]  That  U  preoiMlj  tliB  way  I  c(immeDe«d  In  the  world, 
■■d  i&dMd  the  whale  "poem  "  ii  mj  own  (nu  history — ft  part 
nf  mj  Aalobiogrkphj. 

[b]  itj  renenble  Mead  Jndge  letiM  Dudd,  hu  kindly 
ftarniihed  me  wilh  a  alip  fhim  the  Oracle,  published  at  Ia#- 
reneebor^  in  1828,  which  I  regard  as  a  treat,  becaoM  it  gOM 
twek  to  Hr  into  lh«  eTBDlTul  paat,  and  beoaoM  it  m  Ailtj 
•ndonea  what  I  liaTe  laid  upon  the  eutyecL 

LINES, 
On  mncing  the  Eltetitm  FolU,  Aiigvl  Sd,  182S, 
What'*  thiiF  I  now  with  grief  behoIdT 
Our  "  oEco-huntera  "  grown  quite  bold, 
To  "law  and  order"  hid  doGance, 
To  purchase  lotes  is  their  reliance. 
Thej  ara  not  boushl  as  I  've  been  told, 
From  Totcra  with  "a  puree  of  gold]" 
Nor  eiSn  for  "  a  mesa  of  potugc  " — they 
Do  "Bell  their  birthright"  aa  (hej  saj. 
Nor  for  good  wbolMome  bwf  or  bamt, 
But  for  tlioBO  deadly  whiaky  drams, — etc. 


\e]  Special  reference  is  here  made  to  the  circuit  preachers 
»tid  preaiding  eldere,  whose  fields  of  Inbor  included  Maneheiter. 
The  local  preachers  and  ministers  of  other  denominations  ha<ra 
aiaa  done  a  great  and  good  work  in  the  Tineyard  of  the  Lord, 
uid  will  be  noticed  especially,  in  the  historical  part  of  the  work, 

[J]  Among  all  the  pretty  amnslng  things  written  by  Hon. 
O.  H.  Smith,  in  his  "  early  Indiana  trials,"  a  more  Just  and 
beantind  trAttu  ia  not  to  be  tbund  than  the  fhllowing,  whloh 
•ndoraee  me  fully — and  here  it  is  for  you. 

"I  should  be  Qklae  to  tha  hisloiy  of  early  Indiana  were  I  to 
pIM  by  in  aileaee  the  itinerant  Methodist  pr«MhuB  who  con- 
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tribnM  so  mucb  t»  the  estAblishment  of  good  oKler,  qaiet,  io- 
tolUgenoe,  moralilj  &nd  religion  anwDg  Ibe  first  aettlers;  Uiil 
without  intending  to  give  offence  to  oLhcre,  I  TCnIura  the  TO- 
mark,  that  early  Indiana,  nsy  more,  Indiana  to-daj,  oyiea  more 
to  the  itinerant  Afotliodlat  preachers  than  to  all  other  religioua 
denominations  combined.  Tbeir  sjstem  carried  their  ohnrchei 
Into  tnery  aettlement,  and  where  two  or  three  were  gathered 
together,  there  was  a  Methodist  preacher  or  eihorter  in  the 
Btidst.  They  wera  at  the  bedaido  of  Uie  dying  man  on  their 
kn»ea,  or  at  tbo  grave  their  voices  were  beard  in  songs  of 
praise.  Other  donomi nations  waited  for  the  people  (o  ooms 
up  ftom  the  wilJcmcas  to  worship,  while  the  itinerant  Metho- 
dist preacher  mounted  bis  horse,  and  sought  out  tbeir  oabins 
in  tbe  woods,  held  bis  mectiaga  (here,  carrying  the  Gospel, 
And  leaving  tbe  Bible  and  Hymn-Book  as  be  went." 

[<]  "A  blniod  out  track,"  is  a  line  of  trees  spotted  on  each 
side,  and  in  siglit  of  each  otbcr  from  one  place  to  another 
through  tbe  woods. 

[/]  See  luographj. — A  night  witb  a  panthor. 


TO  PROGRESS. 


SuHjf  al  tie  Third  Dearborn   Counly  Agrieidiaral  Fair, 

Scpltmbtr  2lai,  18:>4. 

AFOTHnm — "dp  and  at  it."^aib,  "acld  lang  sysm." 

What  great  improvementa  mark  the  age 

Id  whicli  we  cVncs  to  livej 
0,  who  would  then  an  idler  be, 

And  not  tbia  tribute  give? 
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Then  up  and  at  it,  one  and  all, 

Nor  lose  a  single  minute; 
Yon  all  may  make  the  world  the  better 

For  having  just  been  in  it. 

How  things  have  changed  and  been  improved 

Within  a  few  brief  years; 
It  swells  the  heart  with  gratitude, 

And  calls  forth  hearty  cheers. 

When  we  were  little  boys  and  girls, 

Some  forty  years  ago,' 
We  used  our  tinder,  flint,  and  steel— 

*T  was  click,  and  puff,  and  blow. 

But  now  wc  take  a  bit  of  pine, 

And  split  it  fine  and  thin ; 
Into  a  "chemical  compound,'* 

The  ends  wo  just  dip  in  : 

A  little  friction  then  will  raise 

A  blazing  torch  of  fire; 
Perhaps  we  hardly  need  expect 

To  carry  that  much  higher. 

We  used  to  rake  our  hay  by  hand — 

Our  plows  were  made  of  wood; 
Now  they  are  made  of  polished  steel. 

And  horses  rake  so  good. 

Horses  and  oxen  used  to  draw 

Our  merchandise  and  goods, 
O'er  mountains,  hills,  and  valleys,  too, 

Through  slushes  and  the  woods. 


IBS 


Itaned  old  ltoii-l»««* 
But  now  o«J«»        the  tr«>k, 

He'll  take  ngw 

--^n  veart  gon®  "J' 

Conenmed  long      ^^^^^tips 
^l^rt^Ton  thereat  once. 

•noftd  to  »0^* 

On  I'o''*^'^!:  Vitb  Ughto"'8  '^^*^ 
Ob  telegraph"  ««" 
Imptovemenw »»  ^le, 

irit  of  tbe  *g®» 
„a  at  it,  l»tavo  young  men. 
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But  Oj  how  little  did  he  dresin 

That  those  electric  flres 
Would  e'er  diffuse  great  truths  abroad, 

On  long-suspended  wires. 

Beyelopments  in  moral  truth. 

In  science,  and  in  art, 
For  ever  lead  to  others,  too — 

Of  one  great  whole  a  part. 

Then  up  and  at  it,  little  boys, 

Nor  lose  one  single  minute; 
You,  too,  may  make  this  world  the  better 

For  having  just  been  in  it. 

And  shall  our  proud,  loved  Hoosier  State 

No  active  interest  take 
In  those  improvements,  which  thus  tend 

All  things  to  better  make? 

Well  has  old  Dearborn  done  her  part, 

As  will  at  once  appear; 
For  all  the  hay-screws  in  the  land 

Were  set  in  motion  here.^ 

Then  there  is  Holden's  Patent  Dress  f 

For  grinding  corn  and  wheat. 
Worth  thousands  upon  thousands  told. 

And  monstrous  hard  to  beat. 

Then  here  comes  Plummer's  Patent  Drill, ;( 
For  dropping  corn  so  handy, 

*  By  John  Morriflon,  of  Hardenburgh,  in  1824. 
fBy  Moore  Holden,  of  New  Lawrenceborg,  in  1848. 
tPkuaner  aikl  BeUins^  of  Manchester. 
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And  those  who  use  it,  I  beliere, 
Pronounce  it  ^'just  the  dandy." 

And  shall  improYements  not  be  made 

In  managing  the  farm — 
In  raising  stock,  and  making  cheese, 

And  saving  all  from  harm? 

A  glorious  and  a  happy  day 

Has  dawned  upon  the  land; 
For  agriculture  and  fine  arts 

Now  travel  hand  in  hand. 

Keep  up  your  State  and  County  Fairs — 

Beward  to  merit  give, 
And  all  will  soon  both  feel  and  see 

We  *ve  just  begun  to  live. 

The  ladies — bless  *em — with  sweet  smiles, 

Will  cheer  you  in  your  toil, 
Nor  shun  the  dairy,  nor  the  loom, 

Though  sure  their  hands  to  soil. 

In  every  land,  in  every  clime, 

They  cheer  to  noble  deeds; 
What  they  approve,  or  smile  upoi^. 

Just  like  a  charm  succeeds. 

Then  onward,  onward  be  your  march. 

Nor  falter  in  the  way ; 
Improve  your  minds,  your  farms,  your  stock, 

And  all  will  better  pay. 

Then  up  and  at  it,  one  and  all, 
Nor  lose  one  single  minute; 


Ton  kll  sbonld  lesve  tbie  world  Uio  better 
For  having  onoe  been  in  it. 

Ye  poets  and  JB  miuea  fair, 

Awake  yonr  Blnmbering  lyres; 
Tan  can  do  jnnch,  full  well  yon  know, 

To  fan  and  feed  theae  fires. 

Poets  are  said  to  mle  the  land 

By  their  inspiring  song; 
Then  sing  a  lay  at  oTery  fair — 

Twill  help  the  thing  along. 

Hy  humble  tribnteB  I  have  giyen, 

And  now  give  place  to  you; 
Act  well  yonr  parte,  and  yon  will  find 

5Vhat  I  have  sung  is  true, 

Then  np  and  at  it,  pgets  all, 

Nor  lose  one  single  minute; 
Yon,  too,  should  leave  this  world  ihe  better 

For  having  once  been  in  it. 


At  a  neeting  of  Um  board  of  direebwa  of  tlia  Dcarbom 
Canatj  AgricQltursI  Soeiet;,  the  roUowing  rest^ntian  wM 

Baolrtd,  Tbat  the  Rbt.  A.  J.  Cotton  ba  and  he  la  hereby 
preMoted  with  an  honorarj  memberBhip  in  this  Booietj,  for 
Ua  "Poem  U>  Progresi,"  made  and  snag  b?  him  at  the  niiid 
Agrtonltaral  Fair  for  Dearborn  eoont;,  in  1854. 

J.  TT.  EMLxnoir,  Fnddmt. 
Tkaxcis  Voklet,  Beoretaij. 


ELEGIES. 


LINES, 

On  the  death  of  Mart,  infant  daughter  of  Wm.  and  Deborah 

Tuttle,  Pownal,  Maine,  1817. 


A  SWBET  and  pretty  little  girl, 

Of  age  about  two  years, 
Was  lately  taken  sick, 
Which  caused  its  parents'  tears. 
Poor  mortals  here,  0  how  exposed 
To  sorrow,  sickness,  pain,  and  woes! 

The  child  could  take  no  rest — 

0  how  it  was  distressed! 

In  Tain  it  shed  its  tears — 

In  Tain  each  tale  it  hears. 
Poor  mortals  here,  0  how  exposed 
To  sorrow,  sickness,  pain,  and  woes! 

And  then  the  doctor  came 
To  help  the  sickly  frame; 
But  said  'twas  all  in  yain — 
The  dropsy 's  on  the  brain. 
Poor  mortals  here,  0  how  exposed 
To  sorrow,  sickness,  pain,  and  woes  I 

(192) 
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Tho  obild,  of  conne,  did  die — 

No  donbt  it  reigna  on  high; 

Then  Jesns  is  its  frieod, 

Where  p«ia  and  aorrow  end. 
la  faeaveii  do  infknto  sing  k  song 
Which  doth  to  them  &lone  belong.* 

The  child,  I  don't  believe 

Its  Saviour  ever  grieved; 

For  thed  it  vaa  quite  young — 

Not  knowing  what  it  done  (did.') 
In  heaven  do  infante  sing  a  song 
Which  doth  to  them  alone  belong. 

Bat  you  that  fully  know 
The  good  and  bad  you  do. 
Will  surely  be  condemned — 
0 !  fly  to  Christ  your  friend. 
Tour  crimes  confess,  your  sins  forsake, 
Then  you  an  heir  of  heaven  he  '11  make. 

Then  take  up  every  cross — 

Count  alt  things  here  but  loss; 

Be  it  our  coostant  care 

To  live  a  life  of  prayer: 
And  then  on  Canaan's  blissful  shore, 
We  'II  meet  our  friends  to  part  no  more. 

Sweet  Mary  dear,  farewell — 

Onr  anguish  none  can  tell; 

With  grief  our  hearte  are  riven, 

But  when  we  meet  in  heaven. 
We  'II  shout,  onr  griefs  and  sorrowB  o'er, 
And  dwell  in  peace  for  evermore. 
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Od  tho  deiUi  oT  Oaptun  OoonBr  Ehrow,  wlw  wu  litanllf 
gTonnd  to  atomi  in  tfaa  madtinarf  of  ft  MMiabw^  of  wUch 
be  bad  eommuid,  1S2I. 

A  touMN  Mnud  doth  now  RKoad — we  hew  of  rodden  dMtb— 
Come  liitea  dow,  I  '11  tell  jod  how,  utd  who,  x  nj  good  b»im 

■lath; 
One  Godfrey  Snow,  wboM  Duno  we  know,  whoM  charaetN  m 

To  be  upright,  both  dft7  and  night— thii  much,  at  lout,  it  true. 

HIi  heart,  I  ftar,  as  doth  appear,  wu  oerer  changed  bj  gnet, 
Unlets  it  waa  within  the  jaws  of  that  rough  iron  place ; 
Ood's  power  It  such,  hit  lacred  touch  createt  the  mqI  anew— 
It  tanj  be  w,  for  aught  I  know,  that  he  that  work  did  do. 

Thia  fearfiil  right  took  place  at  nigbt — to  alomt  he  waa  ground 
B7  the  TODgh  deal  of  the  bBlance-wheel — fail  bead,  howe'e^ 

WB(  foand; 
Twaa  caused  b;  thia.  If  I  don't  min — hia  coat  caught  in  tlM 

wheel- 
In  lad  nirptiM,  for  belp  he  criei — how  think  jon  ha  moat  IMT 

He  cried  in  vt^n,  nor  conld  obtain  a  ■ta]'  no  longer  here, 
Bnt  be  noit  go  from  all  below,  and  to  hia  Judge  appear; 
The  wife  he'd  left,  and  child  hereft,  he  soon  had  hoped  tolM^ 
Bnt  ah,  alaa  I  was  held  and  Taat,  foiced  to  eternity. 

And  now  to  70B,  his  consort  true,  jon  're  left  awhile  to  monm— 
Tonr  hutband'sgone  to  tarrjlong — no  more  will  hentora; 
Toar  babe  with  jou  brings  to  joar  view  iu  father's  tondercar^- 
Hay  joa  and  it  in  glorj  sit,  ii  now  mj  deep-felt  prajer. 


19S 


A  MOUKNFUL  SONG, 

Ob  tbe  death  of  WillUm  Duncan's  four  children,  who  were  eoa^ 
inmod,  with  hk  house,  bj  fire,  on  the  eyening  of  the  18th  of 
Ifareh,  1822,  aged  eleven,  nine,  five  and  three  jears.  One 
was  aa  onlj  son,  five  jears  old.  Never  was  an  entire  oom- 
moaity  more  generally  excited  to  sympathj  and  tears  thaa 
npon  this  occasion.  These  lines  were  published  at  the  time 
la  ballad  form. 


To  n  give  ear,  je  parents  dear,  and  jonr  kind  children,  too^ 
While  I  express  the  deep  distress  which  I  will  now  pnrsne; 
Bat  in  what  way,  I  sure  must  say,  I  am  perplexed  to  know 
How  to  relate  the  solemn  fate  which  I  'm  about  to  show. 

May  ha  who  reigns  in  Eden's  Plain  direct  my  pen  and  heaHp 
And  give  me  light  to  do  just  right — from  error  to  depart: 
Here  I  must  say,  the  eighteenth  day  of  March,  in  '22, 
A  hutol  sight  took  place  at  night — ^four  children  burnt  in  view 

Of  those  who  saw,  with  grief  and  awe,  their  bodies  in  the 

flame, 
Bat 't  was  too  late — four  out  of  eight  all  suffered  the  same; 
Their  parents,  ay,  had  gone  away,  a  pleasant  eve  to  spend. 
And  little  thought  they  should  be  brought  to  suifer  in  the  end. 

It  does  appear  their  Infiint  dear  with  them  they  took  along — 
The  seven  left  had  gone  to  rest — 0,  what  a  mournful  song! 
For  while  they  slept,  the  fire  crept,  and  filled  the  house  with 

smoke— 
8tiII  there  they  rest,  not  one  oppressed,  till  one  at  last  awoke. 

Then  all  the  rest  she  thus  addressAl,  "Our  Aoum  i$  hmmmgypf* 
Her  frantic  cries  unlocked  their  eyes— with  horror  they  were 

stmck; 
Two  eldest  they  together  lay  within  the  other  room— - 
BslUa  hold  nui  aad  them  told  tiitir  almost  oertala  dooa. 
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The  fire  had  spread  all  o'er  their  head,  which  frightened  them 

the  more- 
One  only  way  escaped  thej— «  windoir  was  the  door; 
'T  would  make  mj  song  fall  quite  too  long  to  mention  e^erj 

thing— 
The  other  fbnr  are  now  no  more— we  trust  in  heayen  they  ting* 

'Boot  'leFen  at  night,  if  I  am  right,  these  parents  started  home^ 
When  two  young  men  approached  them,  and  told  them  what 

was  done ; 
What  sad  surprise  must  strike  their  eyes,  and  swell  their  aching 

hearts  1 
They  could  but  see  from  seren,  three  that  had  escaped  nnhnrt. 

The  morning  mild  upon  them  smiled,  but  still  they  were  dS^ 

tressed — 
They  found  of  all  a  fragment  small — poor  comfort  at  the  best; 
Their  burnt  remains  and  fire  stains,  one  coffin  held  them  all — 
A  sermon  they  had  the  next  day,  well  'dressed  to  great  and 

small.* 

Those  parents  dear,  while  they  did  hear,  did  often  swoon  away— 
Their  grief  so  great,  who  can  relate  how  solemn  was  that  day; 
Their  streaming  eyes  and  mournful  cries  caused  many  hearts  to 

melt — 
Ko  one  can  guess,  no  tongue  express  how  those  dear  moamem 

felt. 

Parents,  forbear,  your  children  are,  no  doubt,  in  hearen  aboro— 
In  joyful  lays  they  sing  God's  praise,  for  his  redeeming  lore : 
You  'tc  often  prayed  they  might  be  made  partakers  of  his  grace— 
The  ferTcnt  prayer,  God  does  declare,  he  hears  with  smiling  laoa. 

Like  children  now  to  Jesus  bow,  and  kiss  the  sacred  rod, 

In  heayen  at  last  the  word  is  passed — ^you'll  praise  the  Lord 

your  God ; 
And  there  you  '11  meet,  with  greetings  sweet,  those  children  yon 

deplor^ 
And  shout  and  sing  to  Christ,  your  king,  to  mourn  nor  part  no 

more. 


Syr  Bte  liidib  or  LawnsMtav-Mw  er  Mialed 


lb  Bcv  tauft  that  jon  did  mtkc,  ya  efatldm  Ibtt  nrrin^ 
BboaldMikkkjnmpi^nGodalljoDrdaja  thkt  7DBU«  jftalire; 
Tour  paratitt  dnr,  while  thay  are  bere,  lora,  honor,  md  obej, 
IWi  jom  at  la«t,  whan  lift  li  pait,  may  to  bcBTan  all  wing  yoar 
way. 

Both  great  and  mall,  on  yon  I  call — may  virtue  each  inqara— 
Bacaatiooi,  too,  whate'ir  yon  do,  and  how  yon  ute  yont  fire; 
lUi  WBrid  at  woB,  tlitongh  wUch  Ira  go,  U  fall  of  caie  and 

lad  mam  adiw,  daat  Mendi,  lo  yon,  and  him  who  if  a  itranger. 


LINES, 

Mectcd  and  compoeed  on  tha  death  of  a  dear  brotber,  who  wm 
lott  at  MB'-poot  fellow  1 — and  Ibe  only  one  of  nine  children 
that  ny  mother  ercr  loat  Ha  wai  mate  of  the  Yiiael ;  wU 
OTcrtafcen  in  a  long  and  fearful  tempett;  bad  ligbteoed  iblp 
■ftecn  tani  by  throwing  overboard;  night  nt  in,  dark  and 
pprtenlona.  It  being  detinble,  yet  a  Tec;  buardoo*  nader- 
nUng,  the  captain  did  not  command,  bat  lald :  "  Boyi,  dor* 
any  of  yon  nndertalte  to  furl  the  flyiag'jib  if  let  down  t" 
Ify  brother  and  a  Mr,  Enighti,  two  ai  gallant  tan  ai  aver 
paced  a  dack,  retponded:  "L«t  it  down,  and  we'll  take  it 
ia,"  Aad  In  attempting  to  do  m,  my  poor  brother  was  swept 
omboard;  bat  being  a  fintrate  waterman,  ba  nme  np  along- 
Mt,  and  called  for  help.  Bopai,  aad  every  thing  in  naehj 
vera  thrown  to  bim.  Mean  tlnie,  anolber  mighty  iwell 
broke  over  him,  and  he  appeared  again  in  the  trough  of  tha 
KB,  eotpe  tan  rode,  at  laa■^  from  the  tbip.  Conacioaa  of  hii 
perilona  condiUoQ,  be  cried  ont:  "If  yon  can't  help  me,  I 
■natparithi  Oh^pl"  Than  boriad  again  beneath  a monn- 
taln  hiUow,  la  tha  neit  tiongh,  hli  voice  wai  again  dialiactly 
beud  amid  the  roar  of  tha  warring  elementt,  bat  eonU  not 
U  iiiilMMiind  ,  Bow  10B(  ha  boffrtad  tha  Bad  wawi  ii  aU 
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et^vUmn  — pnbipi  an  bonr,  or  nnUl  itmed  hj  a  Auxk  at 
other  moutar  of  tlia  m>,  Uw  tttj  tbongbt  of  which  Ii  ^;oBf . 


My  deu  brother,  I  would  to  thee 
Inscribe  ■  food,  ■  monmfal  lay, 

BaaoriptiTe  of  my  heartfslt  grief 
When  thoa  didat  pau  from  Mitb  mnj, 

Harkl  0  mj  aooll  what  do  I  haarT 
The  mourorDl,  sad  intelligence. 

That  brother  dear  I  ao  mnoh  loTod 
Haa  gone,  jei,  gone  for  ever  henea. 

0  brother  dear,  can  it  be  aoT 
Yaa,  thoD  alaal  indead  haat  fled 

To  the  regions  of  the  cold,  pale. 
And  iheelcd  millioaa  of  the  dead. 

Thy  weary  apirit  breathed  itaelf  to  sleep 
Beneath  the  surges  of  the  foaming  deep; 
ThoDgh  &y  shipmatea  could  render  thee  no  good. 
They  aaw  thee,  heard  thee,  and  did  the  beat  thej  oooU. 

In  that  dread  hour,  we  tmat,  to  thee  't  was  given 
To  know,  in  part,  what  faith  proolaims  of  heaven  | 
Tet  01  I  monni,  and  bleeds  my  wounded  heart— 
Ijong  shall  I  grieve,  and  feel  the  inward  amart 

And  thy  last  words,  "0  helpl  or  I  mnst  drown  1^ 
Thrills  through  tnj  soni,  a  heartaffecting  sound; 
It  doea  seem  hard  that  naught  fbr  thy  relief 
Oonld  have  been  uaed — 't  is  caose  for  deepest  grieU 

That  'twaa  thy  lot  to  die  where  those  most  dear, 
Nor  weeping  friends  that  gloomy  honr  oonld  chMT; 
Bat  M  it  was,  and  ao  it  mnat  remain — 
Tb  Ot«r  witk  thee  nonrr— ahl  why  ahaald  I  ooanpUaT 
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Wben  ihoa  £dst  die,  ooold  I  haje  watched  fb j 
On  its  last  resting-pUce  hare  laid  thj  faindiig  bead; 
To  bare  seen  thee  die — to  know  that  all  was  o'er — 
Thoa  decently  interred — ^I  eoold  hare  asked  no  aMie. 

Bat 't  is  the  same,  no  matter  where  we  deep. 
On  burning  sands,  or  in  the  ocean  deep. 
Or  beasts  of  prej,  or  monsters  of  the  sea. 
Oar  finunes  deroor — ^'t  is  all  the  same  to  me. 

Bat  here  comes  memoiy  inth  her  bosj  throng 
Of  tender  images,  forgotten  long ; 
Tears  have  harried  back,  and  as  they  swiftly  rolled, 
I  saw  thee,  heard  the^,  as  in  the  days  of  old. 

Sad  and  more  sad  each  sacred  feeling  grew — 
Manhood  was  moved,  and  sorrow  claimed  its  doe. 
While  thick  and  fast  the  baming  teardrops  started^ 
I  tamed  away  in  grief,  and  felt  that  we  had  parted. 

Bat  not  for  eyer — ^in  the  cold  and  silent  tomb, 
Where  all  are  equal,  thy  kindred  shall  find  room; 
A  litUe  while,  a  few  short  years  of  pain, 
And,  one  by  one,  well  come  to  thee  again. 

Thy  dear  lored  Jank,  worn  out  with  care  and  grie( 
Shall  lay  her  head  by  thine  in  sweet  relief; 
Thy  children,  too,  who  mourn  thy  stay  so  long^ 
Shall  all  in  time,  around  thee  surely  throng. 

Thy  parents,  too,  shall  soon  seek  out  the  plaoe. 
And  rest  with  thee,  the  fifUi-bom  of  their  race ; 
Sisters,  and  brothers,  and  thy  erery  friend. 
True  from  the  first,  and  faithful  to  the  end. 

All,  all  in  his  good  time  who  placed  us  here. 
To  Uto,  to  loTC,  to  die  and  disappear; 
Shan  eome  and  make  their  qmet  bed  with  thee, 
Or  in  the  grar^  or  in  flke  surging 
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"With  thee  to  sleep,  through  death's  long  dreamless  n\ 
With  thee  rise  up,  and  bless  the  morning  light; 
There  &oe  to  face  we'll  meet  our  friends  again. 
And  bid  a  long  adieu  to  sorrow,  death  or  pain. 

Then  hail  I  all  haU  that  blessed,  blessed  day. 
When  from  each  cheek  all  tears  are  wiped  away; 
The  tolli  of  death  shall  ne  'er  be  heard  again. 
In  heaven's  undying  joy  they  shall  for  ever  reign. 

0  glorious  hope  I  what  joy  it  does  impart, 
To  mourning  friends  who  thus  have  had  to  part; 
Yes,  while  I  write,  I  know  this  truth  right  well, 
So  brother  dear,  'till  then,  0 !  fare  thee  well 


LINES, 

Otf  the  death  of  my  own  sweet  child,  Lewis  A.  B.  Cotton, 
aged  three  years — our  youngest  and  lost  child.  The 
same  I  have  oflen  written  for  others  with  corrections  to 
suit  0 !  he  was  a  sweet  dear  little  boy,  and  his  memory 
precious,  exceedingly  precious  unto  my  heart,  even  unto 
this  day,  and  ever  will  so  ifemain  until  we  meet  in  thai 
better  land  abore.  Beader,  if  they  apply  to  yoa  and 
yours,  so  appropriate  them. 

O  CBUIL  death!  to  seize  our  boy, 
Our  Lewis  dear,  our  hope  and  joy; 
To  tear  him  from  affection's  breast, 
And  wrap  him  in  thy  icy  vest. 

But  0,  sweet  babe  I  the  struggle 's  o  'er, 
And  rest  is  thine  for  evermore; 
With  thy  loyed  kindred  in  the  dust. 
Thy  predoos  form  we  now  introBt 
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Our  liearts  are  full,  our  ejes  o'erfloifi 
So  hard  for  lu  to  let  thee  go ; 
No  more  to  see  that  precious  smile, 
Whicli  often  did  oar  cares  beguile. 

Yet  the  sweet  hope  allays  the  paiuy 
That  we  shall  liye  and  love  J^n, 
Loye  with  a  pure  seraphic  fire, 
Which  never,  never  shall  expire. 

Go  then  sweet  babe,  we  give  thee  o'er, 
Soon  we  shall  meet  to  part  no  more ; 
Our  rapture  then  shall  be  complete. 
For  there  shall  we  each  other  greet. 

There  with  our  pious  kindred  sing, 
There  join  with  them  to  praise  our  king; 
There  bid  adieu  to  death  and  pain. 
And  there  in  peace  for  ever  reign. 


11  i  ■■ 


LINES 

Upon  the  death  of  infant  twin  brothers,  children  of  James 

and  Susan  Mathews,  1824. 


Yb  parents  dear,  to  me  give  ear, 

Come  hear  mj  meditation. 
Your  children,  too,  bring  'long  with  you, 

Come  hear  this  sweet  relation. 

Two  lovely  babes,  I  do  engage. 
Were  bom  last  Sabbatii  evening, 
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On  WedoMdaj  night  one  took  its  fligh^ 
The  other  sooa  panaed  liim. 

Two  BODS  they  veie,  Uioagh  tmmU,  yet  &u, 
The;  were  %  pleaunt  portion, 

Bnt  BOOB  they  fled,  to  the  quiet  desd. 
How  short  utM  their  probstion. 

The  sight  was  fair,  I  do  declare, 

They  both  lay  ia  one  coffin, 
IsDooent  they,  like  dolls  they  lay, 

What  oonld  he  &irer?  Nothing. 

New  jnst  snppoRe  the  prettiest  rose 

That  ever  bloomed  in  Hay; 
Not  half  so  fair  aa  that  sweet  pair, 

Upon  their  burial  day. 

When  they  oame  ia  this  world  of  Bin, 
They  fonnd  a  world  of  sorrow ; 

Then  closed  their  eyes,  flew  to  the  skies, — 
No  tronble  need  we  borrow. 

Let  say  who  dare,  that  children  are 

Not  subjects  of  salTatioB, — 
'Less  we  become  like  them,  not  one 

Can  gun  a  heavenly  station. 

If  children  then,  as  saith  my  pen, 

Are  nnto  men  the  standard; 
How  can  we,  pray,  cast  them  away? 

What  I  oast  away  the  sUndardI 

To  me  'tu  clear,  our  infants  dear, 
¥oT  whom  oar  Iwuta  m  aren, 
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Bejoioe  and  ring  to  Cbrist  thdlr  kingi 
In  their  sweet  home  in  heayen. 

01  then  adien,  sweet  babes  to  joti, 
'Till  Qabriel's  trump  shall  thunderi 

And  then  we  '11  meet  in  raptnre  sweety 
And  sing,  and  shoat|  and  wonder. 


•♦M 


LINES, 

On  the  death  of  infant  twin  brothem,  ehildres  of  Robert  and 
Mary  Smith,  selected  and  composed,  1852. 


'T  WAS  on  a  time,  and  sweet  the  ere, 

And  balmy  was  the  air; 
I  saw  a  sight  that  made  me  griere, 

And  yet  the  sight  was  fair ; 
Within  a  little  coffin  lay. 

Two  pretty  babes  as  fair  as  May. 

Like  waxen  dolls  in  infants'  dress, 

Their  little  bodies  were ; 
A  look  of  placid  happiness, 

Did  in  each  face  appear. 
And  in  a  coffin  short  and  wide, 

They  lay  together  side  by  side.^ 

A  rosebud  nearly  closed  I  fonnd 

Eaoh  little  hand  within. 
And  msny  a  pink  was  strewn  around, 

With  sprigs  of  jessamine. 
And  yet  the  flowers  that  round  them  lay, 

Wert  not  to  ma  more  fair  thaft  they. 
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Their  mother  as  a  lilj  pale, 

Stood  by  the  coffin  lid, 
And  bending  o'er   them,  told   her   tale  [of 
sorrow,] 

And  barning  tears  she  shed; 
Yet  oft  she  cried  amid  her  pain, 

M  j  babes  and  I  shall  meet  again. 


f»«< 


ELEGY, 

WaiTTKir  on  the  death  of  THOVAfl  Miller,  President  of  the 
Miller  Township  Washington  Temperanoe  Society,  and  snng 
at  a  meeting  of  the  Societj,  to  paj  a  moumfal  tribute  of 
respect  to  his  nemorj. 


Ti  Temperance  friends,  please  lend  an  ear  to  what  I  now  do  saj : 
Tonr  dear  beloFed  President  bj  death  is  called  away ; 
And  we  are  met  to  mourn  his  loss,  and  talk  his  Tirtnes  o'er — 
A  cnstom  that  has  long  prerailed,  e'en  since  the  days  of  yore. 

Men,  great  or  good,  in  erery  age,  with  all  the  tribes  of  men 
Have  been  reyered  and  eulogized,  and  thus  it  is,  that  when 
They  cease  connection  with  the  earth,  their  memory  still  lires; 
Rich  is  the  inheritance  to  us,  which  thus  the  good  man  gives. 

And  Thomas  Bliller  well  deserres  the  tribute  which  we  pay, 
The  celebration  of  his  worth,  and  this  my  humble  lay  j 
True  as  the  needle  to  the  pole,  he  to  his  pledge  did  cleare; 
The  loss  of  such  a  temperance  man  may  well  cause  all  to  griero. 

As  husband,  father,  neighbor,  fHend,  he  well  performed  his  part; 
'*  Was  honest  as  the  day  is  long,"  and  pure  in  life  and  heart; 
He  died  as  he  long  since  had  lived,  with  confidence  in 'CM; 
And  now  he  nils  from  all  bis  mxm,  btaealh  yea  ptaciftd  sod. 
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Onr  loi^  dew  &i<nd^  ii  Uc  gnat  pda,  hii  woik  of  lors  Ii  dona; 
lb*  glorion*  cnm  of  endleM  lift  trtacnpiuuitl;  he  v«a ; 
Our  IHeud,  Uioiyh  dcmd,  j-at  ipekketh  (till,  in  lUeDt  eloqaenM ; 
Let  HI  hii  TirtnM  imiteto  bn  be  ww  called  from  hence. 

And  let  na  keep  the  tempeiknce  bkll  bnTer  on  the  rail, 
mi  doggeries  UioeeiiDkiof  wo«,  ueeroehad  ftoia  pole  topoUk 
Qui  ii  our  c^taln,  lia  will  lead  our  coDqaering-  mtmj  on, 
Fran  conqneit  nnto  conqnett  Ikir,  till  the  gnaX  work  it  done. 

To  uajl !  to  urn*  i  je  Tslisnt  bnnd,  and  pua  (be  pledge  ■rDOnd— 
T  will  proTe  m  wfegturd  nnd  n  tower,  nnd  all  our  tbee  confonnd. 
Triaad  Uiller,  now  n  long  brewcll — tlij  memorj  tbM  not  di^— 
We  '11  cberiab  mil  tti j  rirtaei  tnir,  tilt  we  ihall  meet  on  high. 

0  then  Tcpoie  in  slnmbere  sweet,  thj  iloa  were  nil  fargiren, 
Angela  tuTc  beckoned  tbc«  awnj  lo  ebnre  the  Joj >  of  hekTen ; 
Maj  we  thj  pleMing  footstep*  lieid,  onr  lives  be  liTet  of  prajer, 
nnt  when,  Ilka  thee,  we  're  called  to  die,  tbjr  triampba  we  m^ 


BLEGT, 

Oa  tb«  death  of  Miuit  Scoooia,  President  of  tbe  Wller  Teift- 
ptrance  Soetetf,  who  wh  mnrdered  in  IS4S;  belog  shot 
tbiongh  the  window  of  bii  own  dwelling — two  balls  paining 

'  ttraagb  bis  head,  producing  Instant  death.  The  base  asaaMln 
was  arrested,  tried  aod  acquitted,  againsC  the  clearest  convic- 
tion of  bis  gnil^  on  the  gronnd  that  all  the  tesUmODf  wai 
fi  rriwnttfin  tial  and  other  sf  ttteroM. 

A»nain>-a«.  It  :  10.— '•  Tb*  TiAa  at  thj  irMut't  Maid  otMk  wM 


Kamx  I  liMud  J*  not  th&t  tmotbered  g 
"'•Tkat  fbnlBg,  nmnfiil  MnadT 


in  oottok's  mpsAxx. 

The  Toioe  of  our  dead  broAer's  Uood 
That  crieth  from  the  ground — 

"  Avenge  me — ^for  my  bloody  gore  I 
Avenge  me — ^for  my  wife ; 

Why  will  yon  let  him  ran  at  large—* 
The  wreteh  that  took  my  life  ?" 

Softly  I  thou  dear  lamented  one. 

Thy  conntry  *b  bathed  in  tears ;  * 

Thy  wife — thy  fHends  go  Borrowing 

Through  all  their  ooming  years. 
Thy  Temperance  flock  is  gathered  here 

To  mourn  their  President ; 
To  pay  just  homage  to  thy  worth. 

All — all  are  qifite  intent. 

<<The  Court  and  Jury/'  patient  sat, 

One  blessed  live-long  week, — 
With  honest  hearts — convicting  truth, 

They  diligently  seek. 
The  jury,  lest  they  should  do  wrong, 

Let  the  poor  culprit  go. 
To  wander  up  and  down  the  earth. 

To  drink  the  dregs  of  woe.  [^OMtU  and  rm 

A  thousand  times  would  I  prefer 

Thine  own  untimely  death. 
Than  to  be  doomed  a  fugitive 

Down  to  my  latest  breath. 
O  then  repose  in  slumbers  sweet. 

Till  God  shall  judge  the  world, 
And  all  his  burniog  thunderbolts 

Be  in  hia  bosom  hurled.  IWiAaui  dig 


aoT 


Dmt  Harrit,  now  » long  ftnwelll 

Thy  mem'rj  shall  not  die; 
Wa  'II  flhamli  aJI  thy  rirtoei  fur, 

Till  w«  shtU  meet  «n  high. 
Then  cbids  u  gently,  deu  lored  on^ 

Thy  oonntry  'e  bathed  in  teua ; 
IHiy  wife,  thy  friends,  go  sorrowing, 

Throngh  nil  thur  coming  yeua. 


TBIBIJTB, 

moTT  of  Mn.  JnuA  h.  DcMOn. 


She  is  aleepiog  DO«r, 
She  baa  bmthed  her  laj^ 
SoOly, 
While  fKenda  are  weeping. 
She  to  hesTen  aweetly  passed. 
A  hrilliaiit  star  has  fallen  and  gone  out  for  ever. 
And  manj  hearta  bleed  as  tender  ilea  aerer. 
Gone  dowD,  did  I  aay  J  rather  op — up— up^ 
To  drink  porer  blias  from  heaTen'a  purer  cap. 

Her  bwM.  waa  marked  by  a  blaie  of  bright  glory. 
To  lire  on  and  lire  ever  in  song  and  in  atorj  ; 
Mrs.  Jalia  Dnmont  of  far-apreftdiag  fame 
Has  passed  earth's  portals,  but  that  deathleai  name 

Ehall  lire  on  and  on  through  all  coming  time. 
In  history  and  song,  in  prose  and  in  rhyme; 
She  was,  as  all  know,  nature's  highly  |^led  Poel, 
And  wan  she  knew  wAm  and  tow  ^  mig^  ihow  ii 


JOB  cotton's  iebepsaxe. 

Her  " chaste,  thriUing  teles''  of /ae<  or  i^JUsiUn, 
Are  sound  in  their  mordU  widjme  in  their  diction ; 
A  very  strtmg  mind  and  a  fond  foeUng  Juart^ 
Enabled  her  well  to  perform  het  awn  parif 

In  all  the  affkirs  and  daties  of  lifb. 
As  daughter  and  mother  and  an  ever  fond  wxra — 
As  friend  and  as  neighbor  greatly  loyed  and  admired^ 
Not  gaodj  and  Tain  bat  CTer  ncAtlj  attired. 

Her  sons  and  her  danghtors  from  her  richly  inherit^ 
Mind,  wit,  and  genius,  to  win  fame,  by  merit; 
A  star  of  attraction  yet  quite  unassuming. 
Of  her  might  be  said  without  once  presuming. 

Her  fkme  and  her  writings  we  all  fondly  cherish^ 
So  spotless  and  pure  they  never  can  perish. 
A  husband  most  kind,  with  means  fully  ample, 
Eyer  sanctioned  her  efforte  by  force  of  example. 

May  beaten  in  mercy  bind  up  the  bruised  heart, 
'Till  they  meet  in  "thai  dime"  '* where  Jriends  n€ver 

part" 
And  now  ''  cherished  loved  one"  no  language  can  tally 
E,ow  fondly  all  loved  thee—&rcweil,  ph  larewelL 
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TRIBUTE, 

So  At  ehtrialied  memory  of  Clark  J.  DirmHur,  «a  Son  of 
Tempermace "  who  was  ftarAillj  mangled  and  killed  in  the 
Ifaohine  Shop  of  the  0.  &  M.  Railroad  Company  at  CochraUi 
near  Aarora,  May  14, 1867,  aged  18  yean ;  and  respeetfblly 
dedieated  to  hia  bereared  and  grief  smitten  parents  and 
friends: 


Tms  manly  youth  in  life's  bright  man,  was  ealled  from  tarth 

away, 
Ba  mina  the  BMMirnftil,  pleasing  task,  *<  a  trihate"  Just  to  pay. 
Intelligent  and  good  with  all,  a  promising  young  man, 
I«ved  and  respeeted  by  his  friends,  in  yirtoe^s  paths  he  nuL 

Those  sinks  of  woe  where  thousands  fall,  where  "  nun  and 

rain"  reign, 
To  lore  him  down  to  inflimy,  found  all  indueements  Tain. 
At  home  among  his  dear  kind  friends,  or  with  some  nsefbl 

book. 
Ha  spent  liis  hours,  improred  his  mind, — of  pleasures  rvmm 

partook. 

All  ftill  of  hope,  and  joy,  and  glee,  from  mom  'till  night  hi 

toiled, 
to  aid  liis  parents  as  he  should,  his  manly  hands  he  soiled. 
The  debt  of  lore  and  gratitude,  he  labored  to  repay, 
*  Through  all  the  pleasing  scenes  of  youth,"  up  to  "  that  fatal 

day." 

Boeh  generous,  noble-hearted  youth,  are  seldom  to  be  ftmnd^^- 
Mangled  and  torn  he  passed  away,  to  atoms  almost  ground. 
To  parents,  brothers,  sisters,  friends,  he  was  most  kind  and 

true; 
All  mourn  the  loss  of  one  so  puri,  dear  Clark,  adieu,  adieu. 

Bisten^  and  brotheis,  liew  sad  the  breach  made  in  your  eiiala 


Made  ia  Iha  drola  of  hia  frknds^  hia  asmradei    STiiywhan. 
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And  now  dear  parents,  let  me  say,  I  sympatliise  with  yon, 
Tour  hearts  are  wrung  with  anguish  keen,  I  hear — ^I  know 
'tis  true. 

But  how  much  lighter  is  the  pang  to  part  with  one  so  dear, 
Than  though  he  were  a  worthless  youth,  to  loathe,  aToid,  and 

fear, 
Bnt  still  I  know  your  hearts  most  bleed,  your  sighs  be  oftaa 

heard, 
It  can  not  well  be  otherwise— yet  in    **  the  Sacred  Word," 

You  41  find  the  promise  Mh  and  Aree,  to  all  who  bear  the  CitM^ 
A  life  of  glory  in  the  sklas,  all  else  is  surely  droea. 
Parents  and^children  there  shall  meet,  brothers,  and  sisters  ioo^ 
All  pious  firiends,  and  0, 1  hope,  I  there  shall  meet  with  yen. 

And  now  dear  friends  restrain  your  tearsf  let  sighs  be  tamed 

to  praise. 
You  '11  meet  him  soon,  I  fondly  hope,  in  mutual,  sweet  amaie. 
May  God  in  mercy  grant  to  you  his  sanctifying  grace. 
And  may  we  all  in  heayen  at  last  obtain  *'  a  resting  place." 


t—^ 


A  MOURNFUL  SONG, 

Oa  the  tragic  death  of  Charlis  Notes*  and  Ephsaik  Cbouci^ 
who  were  drowned  together  in  tbe  Whitewater,  near  Harri- 
son, Dearborn  county,  Ind.,  May  20th,  IMS,  How,  the  fol- 
lowing will  explain. 


Ho  I  ALL  ye  dying  sons  of  men,  gfire  ear  to  me  awhile-^ 
A  solemn  scene  I  will  rehearse,  if  heaven  on  me  smile: 
Pour  of  our  hale  young  fellow-men,  the  twentieth  day  of  May, 
Set  out  upon  a  fishing  tour,  with  merry  hearta  and  gay. 

•  My  lady's  tevtlMr.   • 
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Tboir  iiame%  Charles  Noyet  and  Ephraim  Croocb,  Andenon  aoA 


Thi^  spread  their  sein  near  Harrison,  quite  fiiU  of  hope  aoA 

giee; 
Ihiiea  had  thej  made  a  prettj  kaul^  that  pleased  their  (kaegr 

well, 
Alt Ol  the  fiMirth  and  last  attempt— how  am  I  pained  to  telll 

Thai  two  of  them,  alast  were  drowned — the  third  did  scaroa 

tnrriTe — 
The  iborth  was  "cramped,"  jet  sared  alone  this  $mkk^  firiead 

alire : 
This  "  Tragedy,"  "  in  measored  strains,"  so  monrnful  to  be  told^ 
Oecomd  thus  (as  I  'm  informed) — Magee,  with  courage  bold. 

Swam  out  to  cross  a  deep  wide  place,  to  draw  their  sein  onca 

more— 
About  midway,  bis  foot  "got  foul" — he  cleared  and  swam  to 

shore: 
Both  Kojes  and  Crouch,  in  merrj  mood,  laughed  at  his  sad 

defeat — 
Said  Crouch,  "TU  better  that,  you'll  see,  or  else  it  is  my  treat." 

«0,  do  not  try  it,"  said  Magee — "Tve  done  my  rery  best; 
It  is  too  deep,  it  Is  too  far;"  but  naught  could  him  arrest. 
**If  he  can't  do  it,  we  both  can,"  Noyes  laughingly  then  said. 
"No,  no,"  said  And'son  and  Magee ;  but  Noyes  said,  "  Go  ahead." 

Away  dashed  Crouch,  but  soon  'twas  seen  he  was  progressing 
not: 

Noyes  cheered  him  up,  "Swim,  Ephraim,  swiml"  but  no  re- 
sponse ha  got; 

Onward  rushed  Noyes  to  sare  his  friend,  and  seised  him  by  tha 
arm, 

When  Crouch  hugged  Noyes  around  the  breast,  which  'counts  for 
all  the  harm. 

**0  help!"  cried  Noyes,  as  down  they  sank  beneath  the  rippM 


la  pinged  Magae^  with  might  and  main,  his  sinking  friedto  l» 
infai 
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Vow  Noyw,  in  ton,  caught  hold  Magee,  and  fhrioa  drew  Vtm 

below; 
Bnl  still  Hagaa  was  nearing  shore,  when  Nojes  his  hold  let  ga 

Uagee  swam  ont  to  take  his  breath,  and  stripped  off  wmj 

weight — 
Then  plunged  again  his  friends  to  sare  finom  their  impending 

fate. 
Locked  anns  in  arras,  thej  then  appeared,  dashing  the  snrlhea 

wave ; 
Bat  ere  he  reached  them,  sank  again  into  their  watery  grave. 

He  dove,  and  dove,  and  dove  again,  bnt  all  to  no  aratl. 
And  swam,  and  swam  the  surface  ronnd  till  he  began  to  fidl; 
In  agony  he  soaght  his  friend,  who  stood  upon  the  shore, 
The  fearful  space  (as  I  'm  informed)  of  forty  yards  or  more. 


Bnt  soon  exhaustion  seized  his  frame,  he  too  was  sinking 
Kow  Anderson,  who  could  not  swim,  wades  in,  in  to  the  last. 
And  reaching  out  his  nervous  arm,  just  caught  him  by  the  hair. 
As  he  was  sinking  down  amain — 0,  what  a  sad  affair  I 

With  timely  aid  he  was  revived — the  others  soon  were  fonnd ; 
Bnt  naught  could  them  resuscitate — ^what  an  alarming  sound  I 
Then  side  by  side  they  each  were  placed,  npon  their  wagon- 

bier, 
And  thns  brought  back  to  their  loved  ones,  alone,  and  sad,  and 

drearl 

A  messenger  was  sent  in  haste  to  their  surviving  fHends, 

Whose  peaceful  slumbers  were  aroused,  whose  shrieks  the  mid- 
night rends ; 

At  early  dawn,  with  solemn  tread,  "They  come  I'*  resonndf 
from  all. 

With  bitter  tears,  and  monmful  cries,  that  did  all  hearts  s^ypaU 

Their  fondest  wives,  in  ftantie  griei;  their  aged  parents  dear, 
And  many  friends,  all  joined  to  swell  the  wail  of  woe  so  dztar; 
B«t  words,  alas  t  are  powerless,  and  poetry  is  mnta^ 
Nor  yet  can  fkncy  paint  tha  aoene  with  any  jntt  oompirtfc 
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4  Vtffctt  wiUtraen  of  mtn  their  bnrUl  loeiw  did  Tiew— > 
The  eermoD  bj  the  writer,  from  Job  sixteen,  tireiitj-lwo; 
fyf  Jonney  aU,  all  toon  muBt  take,  bat  how,  or  whtn,  m 

where, 
9^  iiTlnf  Mortal  tongvo  can  tell — 0 1  then  prepare,  prepartl 


These  dev  Toong  men  had  nerer  thonght  how  near  their  glatf 

hadmn. 
When  thef  left  home  that  pleasant  mom,  before  the  riling  son; 
8oiiie  fifteen  milee  from  all  their  firiends,  almoet  as  qnldc  tm 

thought, 
Thej  were  engulfed  in  death's  cold  stream,  and  rescned  oonld 

be  not. 

They  had  no  wife  nor  mother  dear  to  smooth  their  d  jing  bed, 
Or  cheer  them  in  the  trying  scene,  or  bold  their  aching  head ; 
Cat  off  from  all  their  dearest  friends,  thejr  gasp  and  die  alone-^ 
Their  winding-sheet  a  limpid  stream — their  softest  conch  a  stons. 

Ae  ways  of  heaven  are  jnst  and  right,  thoagh  none  should 

comprehend 
Why  dearest  ties  asander  part,  and  firiend  is  torn  fh>m  friend. 
A  few  fleet  months  had  only  passed  since  each  had  married 

well— 
Te  widowed  brides,  fall  well  I  know,  your  angoish  none  can  telL 

• 

01  east  yoor  every  grief  and  care  on  yoar  ascended  Lord; 
His  promises  most  precions  are — 0,  take  him  at  his  word  t 
''He  will  proTide"  for  yours  and  yoa,  if  yoa  bat  seek  aright^ 
HeU  he  yoor  hvsband,  fkther,  fKend,  and  yoa  his  dear  delight. 

Dear  dying  friends  and  neighbors  all,  especially  yoang  men, 
0  hoedy  I  pray,  this  solemn  call,  this  eonnsel  of  my  pen; 
**ftepare  at  once  to  meet  thy  God,"  for  death  is  on  thy  tracfe-* 
'T  may  seise  thee  in  thy  sports  abroad,  and  take  thee  aU  aback. 

■ly  tearen  Maetiiy  and  bless  this  cami'lty  serera; 
low  to  tktif  mem'ry  lei  ns  pay  the  tribate  of  a  tcH^ 
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Farewell,  dear  Charles,  and  Ephraim  too,  till  the  last  trump 

shall  soond, 
And  gather  all  our  long  lost  friends  from  underneath  the  ground. 

Chfldren  of  maaj  pmytn  and  toan^  wt  txvit  to  joA  'iwwa 

given, 
b  yovr  laat  dying  agonj,  to  breathe  jonr  prayar  to  hMvaa; 
Than  fkre  yon  well,  je  dear  loTod  ones — earth*a  dtarsit  titi 

most  serer, 
Battf  10  hi^MT^*^«<  to  Meet,  we'll  part    mm    —iluii 


»♦« 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  OHiBERT  ANGEVINB, 

^Vlio  was  drowned  in  attempting  to  ford  Green  RiTer,  aa  hia 
way  to  California,  June  26,  1852,  and  respectftilly  dedieaied 
to  hia  painftilly  afflicted  and  bereaTed  parents,  hrothan^  na- 
tan  and  friends,  and  to  all  interested  therein. 

▲IR,   ORTONTILLB. 

A  WAIL  of  woe  sweeps  o'er  the  land,  borne  on  a  **  Westam" 

braeie^ 
That  sends  deep  angnish  to  the  heart  and  makes  its  Uood  all 

freese. 
A  son  and  brother  loTed  and  dear,  lured  by  "  the  shining  aro^" 
Bade  weeping  firiends  a  fond  adien,  and  hastened  to  thai  ahoN^ 


Where  "  gold  "  her  banners  had  vnfhrled,  inTiting  all  to 

For  she'd  indocements  large  ibr  more,  and  untold  wealth  ftr 

some. 
All  ftiU  of  life  and  ftall  of  hope,  he  nrged  his  way  along^ 
When  suddenly  "daathcaUadhimhanoa    OhI  vhata 

All  song." 


21& 

Wkfl*  «i  Us  4«dioa8,  VM17  way,  a  ttiMa  1m  needs  BUMi  ted^ 
Wkoee  nialiiBg  waten  aieda  him  panee— bni  ^'onward''  nai 

Um  wefd. 
Hk  fidchfla  nag  plunged  in  amain,  wlien  down  the  rapid 


Bo«h  hofM  and  ridir  drift  apaee— lie  mined  tlie  fwd, 'i  would 


•I'm  loet,"  lie  eriee,  "wiihoot  reUei;  friende,  friende,  0  oome 

and  MTe  ;*' 
Boi  ne^  ah  no— lie  nnke^-lie  ainks  into  <<a  watery  grave." 
Tbonghti  of  Ids  ^'eliildhood's  happj  home,''  come  mahing  to 

hie  "*Tinl. 
Of  ikther,  mother,  brothers  dear,  and  sisters,  too,  most  kind. 

Bni  they  are  all  ihr,  far  away,  and  he  must  die  alone— 

Hk  winding  sheet  the  *<lim^  stream,"  «<  his  dying  oouoh"  • 

stone. 
(X^  Osliftniia,  all  thy  gold,  ean  ne^er  a  ransom  pay, 
Fer  an  the  anguish  firiends  have  felt  for  ftiends  thus  <<te 

away." 

•In  the  mines,"  some  hastening  there^  to  death  thdr  aU 


Among  the  many  •  loTod  and  lost,"  is  OnsnT  AsaBTisn. 
Losier  and  Craig,  Bow,  Dunn,  and  Hall,  and  scores  on  scoree 

beside, 
And  all  like  him  leaTO  weeping  friends,  and  Craig,  a  fkir  young 

bride. 

Warm  gushing  tears  and  bleeding  hearts  proclaim  their  "  depth 

OflOTs"— 

An  torn  asunder  ne'er  to  meet,  'till  all  shall  meet  abore. 
0  why,  O  why,  should  it  be  thus,  that  lored  ones  die  apart; 
fliMing  deep  grief  and  bitter  woe  to  crush  both  hope  and  heart 

Bneh  are  ^  the  mystic  ways  of  Him,"  "  who  is  too  wise  to  err  ;'* 
And  ProTidenoe  proclaims  to  all,  't  is  wise  to  trust  in  her. 
Well,  be  it  so^  we  all  r^oiee  that  our  dear  friend  was  found| 
AmA  •neat  aiul  dooentlj  interred,"  npon  a  lorely  moond. 


SJlS-  OOTTON'g 

OMft  ptMefttlljr  in  loi^  npcM,  ha  ilMp*  "  tha  ttmtp  of  imlk^ 
Ood,  bttat,  *Bd  Mndi,  Ui  hewrt  up— ti  viUi  hit  lutfur^iBf 

breatli— 
SHTd  aot  a««Nrthb«ttliMnlinhuvm,"AadiwlftMthM^ 

thsj  oome, 
''A  kOTonlr  ODSTvy  "  ftam  abor*  (•  goUa  Ua  ipliU  hoan. 

Upward  h«  Man  "aa  irinp  of  lort^"  and  learM  tUa  vodd  e( 

For  pcaoe  and  pardon  Ood  wiU  grant  to  peniteeea  and  pr»f  ar. 
FaravAlI,  daar  OnMnr,  now  fanvoll,  omr  hcuta  all  blaad  fcr 

tlM, 

W«  mourn  ai  tnie  friends  only  monrn,  0  daar,  dear,  daar,  dtar 


Conld  v*  bnt  plant  aronnd  thy  gnm  the  roaa  ai 

Sf  AM  "looa  Bpot,"  we  areij  o&a  long  •Inoa  bmI  ann  ted 

But  one  bj  ona  will  eona  to  Uim  in  Um  cold  and  ailant  UmA, 
And  raat  In  long  and  paaoeful  bopt  "  tha  uaiTaraal  doom," 

nien  allogether  we  will  rise  and  meaf  in  liMTan  aboTa, 
JCBd  join  "  tlic  antkcDuof  (he  blait,"  proolaiming  "Qod  iatora;" 
And  range  "  the  blissful  fields  of  light,  and  there  foreTsr  dwall — 
Daar  tan  and  biothar,  wo  repeal  onr  lait,  long,  lad  fhrewalll 


LINES, 

On  the  death  of  Jom  B.,  mq  of  Qeorga  B.  aad  Jane  Sbatta^ 

of  LawKncebnrg,  aged  ten  jtun.     BaRpaetfoll]'  dadieatai  t» 

.  the  beieand  and  aAictad  parenla,  and  to  all  vUmt  firliail 

aimil&rlj  aitoated. 


0,  loawT  waa  a  dear  iweat  boj-,  iome  nine 
AeUra  In  bodf  hA  k  Maa,  m  I  turt  oft  h 


ELEGIES.  217 

Bright  hopes  of  fhtim  hM>PJ  day  ^'^  parents  fondlj  cherished-^ 
Jibs!  how  soon  he  was  cut  down,  and  these  fond  hopes  all 
perished. 

Hit  pcatUiif  toDgne,  now  hashed  in  death,  will  cheer  thdr 

hearts  no  more, 
TQl  they  shall  meet  him  in  the  skies,  and  join  him  to  adore 
That  Proriience  which  took  him  from  this  world's  delnslTe 


lb  spe&d  a  life  in  praise  to  God,  instead  of  sighs  and  prayers. 

Ixt  that  hright  world,  where  all  is  peace,  his  little  roring  feet^ 

From  paths  of  sin,  securely  flit  along  the  golden  street ; 

He  swells  the  anthems  of  the  blest — one  of  that  joathlhl 

choir. 
Who  ling  a  song  none  else  can  learn,  nor  angel  tongues  inspire.* 

Dear  parents,  giTC,  0,  gire  him  up,  and  dry  your  flowing  tean^ 
And  may  snrriving  children  cheer  your  life's  declining  years: 
Good-by,  dear  Johnny,  soon  we  '11  meet  in  that  bright  world 

abore, 
Brotheis  and  sisters,  parents,  too,  to  praise  redeeming  Ioto. 


m»0t 


LAMENT, 

For  Mrs.  Mabt  Jani  Wist,  danghter  of  Walter  Hayes,  Esq., 
who  was  thrown  from  her  carriage  near  Hardinsburgh,  and 
picked  up  a  mangled  and  bleeding  corpse.  In  1826,  Mrs.  West 
was  one  of  my  pupils,  and  Jost  such  an  one  as  teachers  always 
lore,  and  nsTor  forget 


Alas  I  my  dear  lored,  cherished  friend. 

My  papil  years  gone  by, 
I  moom  thy  sad  untimely  £ita^ 

And  heares  my  heart  a  sigh. 
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t  Cill  to  mind  Uie  Boentt  "Ung  ajnt^^  when  joa  with  otheii 

came 
To  be  instructed  at  mj  handa — ^yonr  memory  and  jonr  name 
I  eheriah  fondly  in  mj  heart — ^yon  were  indeed  moat  kind, 
And  one  more  fond  none  need  desire,  none  e'er  txpmA  to  find. 

Belored  bj  all  thy  little  mates,  alike  bemoaned  Ij.  ally 
Thy  sadden  death  has  spread  a  gloom  deep  as  the  aidnight  pall; 
A  husband  dear  in  anguish  mourns  a  wife  most  kind  and  tnM^ 
And  children  fondly  lisp  thy  name,  and  sadly  sigh  adieu. 

But  thou  hast  fled  to  other  friends  who  wait  for  thee  above^ 
To  swell  the  anthems  of  the  skies,  and  sing  redeeming  lore; 
Kor  danger,  nor  misfortune  there  can  mar  our  perfect  bliss- 
How  blessed  is  the  life  abore  when  once  compared  to  this. 

Ot  then  farewell,  my  cherished  friend,  in  peaoefhl  Bhunbert 

sleep, 
Tni  we  shall  meet  in  heaven  aboye,  no  more  to  sigh  or  weep; 
Lire  on  in  light,  and  lore,  and  peace,  on  that  immortal  shore, 
And  dwell  with  God,  and  sing  his  pndse,  and  triumph  erermora. 


■  ■  9  ■■ 


LITTLB  JOHNNY  STEVENSON. 

BiviBAL  years  ago,  Mr.  C.  C.  Steyenson,  of  Lawrenoebarg^  a 
gentleman  favorably  and  extensively  known  all  abroad,  was 
expected  from  Cincinnati  on  the  evening  packet.  His  son 
John,  a  very  promising  little  lad  of  some  fifteen  years,  ran 
down  to  the  wharf-boat  to  meet  him  on  his  arrival.  A  boat 
soon  hove  in  sight,  but  it  proved  not  to  be  the  one  looked  for, 
and  with  a  heart  all  full  of  anxiety  and  love,  little  Johnny, 
leaning  against  one  of  the  outer  posts  of  the  wharf-boat, 
threw  his  head  around,  gazing  intently  np  stream,  impatient 
Ibr  the  right  boat  to  heave  in  view ;  and  so  intent  was  he  io 
greet  hii  kind  jpod  fktheri  thai  he  lost  sight  of  himaell{  and 
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an  nond  hte.  Meantime,  the  boat  whidi  had  just  pawed 
imadad  to^  and  came  alongside  the  whaif-boat^  without  leeing 
the  position  of  the  lad,  or  the  lad  the  approach  of  the  boat; 
tba  bow  of  which  itrack  his  head,  smashed  it  all  to  atomi^ 
aad'««Hnlj  serered  it  from  his  body  in  a  moment  He  was 
laid  upon  the  floor;  the  purple  life  gushed  oVi 
be  was  a  headless  corpse  in  a  single  ^lomeBl 
His  fiitha^  arriring  a  short  time  after,  was  shocked  almost  to 
■aflbeathin  bj  the  appalHng  spectacle.  The  scene  that  ensued 
is  ntterlj  indescribable,  and  I  will  not  attempt  it  It  is  said 
to  hare  been  more  than  a  match  for  fancj  itself  to  paint 
His  dear  fond  mother  utterly  swooned  away  on  receirlng  the 
sad  iatelligence.  A  strong  and  suitable  sheet  was  procured, 
the  headless  trunk  carefully  enyeloped,  and  it  was  thus  borne 
home,  and  thus  placed  in  its  little  coffin.  Mrs.  Dr.  Harding, 
a  lady  of  fine  feelings  and  good  judgment,  says:  "Taken 
altogether,  it  was  the  most  appalling,  heart-rending  scene  I 
erer  beheld."  It  is  quite  easy  to  believe  that,  the  blood  fairly 
curdled  in  my  own  reins  at  the  painful  recital,  and  I  almost 
iuToluntarily  exclaimed  in  poetic  numbers : — 

Mercy !  mercy  on  me !  0,  my  soul  t  what,  0,  what  shall  I  do  ? 
How  paint  this  painful  heart-sick  scene  in  colors  just  and  true? 
My  fidthful  muse  do  n*t  fail  me  now — 0,  come,  my  thoughts  in- 
spire, 
Whfle  I  attempt  to  "  put  in  tune  "  my  worn  out,  unstrung  lyre. 

With  sympathetic  grief  my  heart  does  now  profusely  bleed — 
To  tall  yon  why,  and  when,  and  where,  I  will  forthwith  "pro- 
ceed: 
Mm  Sterenson,  an  active  youth,  of  Lawrenceburg,  fkir  city, 
Was  by  a  steamboat  crushed  to  death — 0  met  what,  what  * 
pity! 

This  little  lad  ran  to  the  wharf  his  kind,  good  pa  to  meet, 

But  was  returned  a  headless  corpse,  wrapped  in  a  winding-theet; 

His  dear,  dear  mother  swooned  away,  't  was  more  than  she  could 


AmA  tmn  ooszMd  freely  down  the  cheeks  oC  all  iMSBibM  there. 
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ffit  fkther,  frantic  with  diBmay,  clang  to  hit  lifeleH  hoj. 
Whose  pleasing  manners  and  good  mind  inspired  both  liopa  and 

joy; 

Bnt  0,  how  Tain  those  cheering  hopes,  all  in  a  moment  fled. 
And  that  dear  son  so  idolised,  lies  nnmbered  with  the  dead. 

Dear  monming  friends,  restrain  your  tears,  't  Is  better  te  the 

lad— 
If  he  had  liyed,  how  oft  his  heart  woold  here  hare  been  made 

sad: 
All  now  is  o'er— go  meet  him,  friends,  in  that  bright  world  «p 

yonder, 
Where  deaths  and  dangers  nerer  come,  nor  loved  enei  part 

asunder. 


■♦^ 


THE   SUICIDE. 

Beyeral  years  ago,  a  young  lady  of  Lawrenoeborg,  waded 
deliberately  ont  into  the  riyer,  just  below  town,  plunged 
beneath  the  rolling  stream,  and  drowned  herself.  She  waa 
disooyered,  but  not  in  time  to  saye  her.  Disappointed  affec- 
tion, and  approaching  ruin  and  shame  are  supposed  to  be 
the  cause  of  the  rash  act  of  desperation.  Qod  pity  the 
wretch  who  could  be  instrumental  of  so  much  ruin  and  se 
much  woe.  Let  the  mark  of , Cain  be  upon  him,  and  let  him 
be  "a  yagabond  on  the  earth  all  the  days  of  his  life,"  and 
if  God  can  saye  him  frx>m  the  deepest,  hottest,  perdition  and 
woe,  without  a  penitence^  deeper  than  earth's  cayem,  aad 
more  bitter  than  the  wormwood  and  the  gall,  I  do  n't  know 
how — that 's  alL 


Down  by  the  rirer  a  weeping  maiden  stole, 
Black  as  that  riyer  the  flow  of  her  soul; 
Deep  as  that  river  the  woes  that  oppressed  her, 
Wide  M  that  pver  the  thooi^te  that  poeeeeoed  her; 
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Vut  as  ibat  mer  flowed  ber  heart's  blood, 

Ab  by  the  rijer  a  moment  she  etood. 

While  as  the  riyer  when  rising  in  foam, 

Her  death-striken  cheek  as  she  tamed  from  her  home ; 

The  aoft  locks  that  pressed  the  snow  of  her  breast, 

Wen  rioli  as  the  river,  when  oyer  its  swell 

The  li^ii  of  the  moon  in  golden  rays  fell.— 

She  is  gone— and  the  river  moves  slowly  along, 

She  is  gone — and  the  river  is  moaning  its  song ; 

She  is  gone — and  the  breast  of  the  dark  water  heaves ; 

She  is  gone — and  the  winds  tell  the  tale  of  the  leaves; 

She  is  gone— and  the  owls  sing  a  dolorous  wail ; 

She  is  gone — and  the  moon  turned  sickly  and  pale : 

The  spring  of  her  tears  its  last  tribute  has  paid, 

And  she  sleeps  'neath  the  willow  tree's  saddening  shade. 

Whence  comcth  the  river,  and  whither  its  flow? 
The  fidse  one  that  injured  her  never  shall  know ; 
Nor  ever  again  shall  hia  hard  heart  rejoice, — 
Unceasing,  that  river's  mysterious  voice 
Shall  rush  like  a  spirit  along  by  his  bed, 
And  mormor  the  plaint  of  the  innocent  dead. 


mf  •! 


LAMENT, 

For  Alanson  Warren,  of  Manchester,  who  was  drowned  in  the 
American  River,  California — and  will  apply  with  eqnal  force 
and  beauty  to  all  our  friends  who  "  sleep  their  last  long  sleep  '* 
in  that  fkr-otr  land  of  golden  dreams,  and  is  alike  intended 
fiyr  all — among  whom  I  will  just  mention  Cornelius  Row, 
James  Lotier,  Clinton  P.  Craig,  Esq^  Capt  George  Dunn,  and 
Gilbert  Angevine  from  our  immediate  community. 

In  the  far-off  land  of  the  stranger's  home, 
Where  the  south  winds  fan  the  breath, 

'Mid  Uyvely  flowers  and  golden  dreams 
They  laid  him  down  in  death. 
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A  lone  tree  marks  the  saered  spot. 
Where  he  sleeps  his  dreamless  sleep, 

And  the  moaning  winds  with  a  pitying  soimdi 
Th«r  nightly  yigils  keep. 

And  beauteous  birds  with  silvery  wings 

Will  nestle  in  that  tree, 
And  Spring's  sweet  yiolets  deck  the  grave. 

Which  loved  ones  ne'er  can  see. 
And  0 1  how  oft  will  strangers'  feet. 

That  lonely  spot  pass  by. 
Nor  think  of  one  who  came  so  far, 

From  hb  early  home  to  die. 

Oh  I  sad  was  the  day,  and  the  fatal  hour, 

When  his  spirit  sighed  to  roam, 
When  he  turned  from  the  dear  and  sacred  joya 

That  clustered  round  his  homo; 
Away  from  friends  and  kindred  dear — 

Beneath  that  current's  roar, 
He  struggles,  gasps,  and  then  he  dies, 

And  he  will  roam  no  more. 

Farewell,  Alanson,  a  long  farewell, 

You  live  in  memory  still, 
Tour  stricken  friends,  all  mourn  your  fate. 

Yet  bow  to  heaven's  will. 
Those  ways  are  often  marvelous 

And  hard  to  comprehend, 
But  happy  those  who  do  at  last. 

Find  God  a  present  friend. 


ELEGIES* 
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AN  ELEGIAC  ACROSTIC, 
Upon  the  death  of  a  brother's  infant  son — ^by  request. 


JvsT  as  "the  olire  plant"  put  forth  its  tender  blade, 
Or  rather  the  sweet  bud,  in  death  it  soon  did  fade ; 
How  firail  is  human  lifo  I  hoir  many  foes  surround  I 
Nor  peace,  nor  safety  here,  are  seldom  to  be  found. 

And  yet,  how  apt  are  we  to  place  affections  where 
Haa's  fondest  hopes  soon  end  in  grief  or  sad  despair ; 
Mor6  wisdom  then,  by  far  the  pious  do  display, 
In  making  sure  that  "  treasure  which  fadeth  not  away." 

Come  then,  "ye  weeping  parents,''  your  fondest  babe  give 

o'er. 
On  Canaan's  soil  it  blooms,  nor  can  it  wither  more ; 
The  sweets  it  now  enjoys,  transcends  all  human  thought, 
The  robe  which  it  doth  wear,  by  Jesus'  blood  was  bought ; 
01  may  you  each  obtain  the  sanctifying  grace. 
Nor  need  I  only  add,  that. "  there  you  '11  see  its  hM." 


OBITUARIES. 


THE  GRAVR 

Oh,  Deathl  a UaxM  refuge  tkmJ 

No  sorrow  there! 
The  plants  are  hushed  that  heralded  decay, 
While  the  dread  shrinkiDg  from  th'  impending  day. 
And  fearful  wasting  of  the  frame  away — 

Cease  in  the  gcaye. 

No  withering  grief— 
That  the  poor  heart  o'er  hardens  with  despair. 
Or  Tain  endeavor  to  escape  from  care ; 
No  broken  vows, — no  tear-dimmcd  eyes  are  there, 

In  the  lone  grave. 

The  storm's  dark  wing, 
Though  spreading  deepest  gloom  in  angry  skies- 
While  through  the  darkness  vivid  lightning  flies 
That  blast  and  scathe,  till  vegetation  dies — 

Harms  not  the  grave. 

Want  has  no  home, 
And  envious  slander,  here,  has  lost  her  power: 
No  friend's  neglect — like  fierce  descending  shower-^ 
Can  crush  the  heart,  like  a  storm-stricken  flower. 

In  the  dark  grave. 

(224) 
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Let  OB  rejoice — 
That  Test  like  this  awaits  us  when  life's  day, 
Ktful  and  troubled,  ends.    Its  shadowy  way, 
Through  Death's  lone  valley  lit  by  FitUh's  pure  ray 

Beyond  the  grave. 


In  my  time  I  have  written  scores  of  obituaries,  by  request 
and  otherwise,  the  most  of  which  I  have  preserved  in 
printed  "slips,"  and  had  intended  to  publish  them  in  my 
litde  book,  for  the  gratification  of  **  mourning  friends,"  but 
I  must  omit  them,  because,  in  spite  of  all  my  efforts  at 
"  retrsiichment,"  my  book  I  see  will  be  larger  than  in- 
tended, and  larger  than  desired.  But  cost  what  it  may — 
enlarge  as  it  will,  I  must  record  a  few,  which  it  would  be 
both  ungrateful  and  unjust  to  pass  unnoticed. 


Bobert  Sunman,  of  Pennsylvaniaburgh,  Ripley  co.,  Ind., 
died  on  the  plains  of  Mexico,  as  a  soldier  and  a  patriot 
His  brother,  Thomas  Sunman,  Esq.,  a  gentleman  and  a 
scholar,  and  withal  a  particular  friend  of  mine,  at  an  ex- 
pense of  much  '^  time  and  money/'  made  a  trip  for  him  to 
Yera  Cms,  exhumed  and  brought  him  home  for  burial  be- 
■ide  his  honored  father  and  friends  in  the  beautiful  famify 
burying  ground,  whore  he  now  sleeps  his  *'  last  long  sleep 
that  knows  no  waking."  At  the  time  of  his  last  inter- 
ment, mine  was  the  distinguished  honor — the  mournful 
pleasure — to  pronounce  the  eulogy  or  oration,  to  an  ex- 
ceedingly large  and  interested  concourse  of  his  friends 
and  fellow-citizen  a  He  had  won  the  fame  of  being  a  brave 
and  good  soldier,  as  he  was  a  kind  and  good  citizen,  and 
as  such  I  take  great  pleasure  in  "  embalming  his  name" 
and  memory  in  my  little  book.    Ah  I 

''Why  should  vain  mortals  tremble  at  the  sight  of 
Death  and  destruction  in  the  field  of  battle, 
Where  blood  and  eamage  clothe  the  ground  in  orimtoiiy 

Sounding  with  death  groans.'' 
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Then  agiun,  why  should  nakions  fif ht  more  than  pritite 
men? 

Why  not  resort  to  reason,  to  a  friendly  arbitration,  or  to 
some 

Legally  constitated  tribunal,  as  in  the  courts  of  justiee. 

O  the  agony  of  "  a  battle-field,''  the  waste  of  morals,  of 
money,  and  of  life,  who  can  duly  estimate — ^what 
numbers  fully  express  it? 

Soon  be  the  dawn  of  that  happy  day,  when  *'  the  na- 
tions shall  kam  war  no  more.'' 


Thomas  Watts,  son  of  the  Hon.  Johnson  Watts,  of  Dear- 
bom  county,  Ind.,  (who  was  himself  a  soldier  in  the  war 
of  1812-14,  a  gentleman  whom  his  friends  and  fellow-citi- 
sens  have  oft  "delighted  to  honor,"  my  early  and  my 
worthy  friend,)  also  died  on  the  plains  of  MezicOi  and  was 
returned  and  buried,  with  suitable  honors  and  ceremonies, 
beside  his  *'  loved  kindred  and  friends,"  in  the  old  church 
burying  ground  at  homa  The  official  announcement  of 
his  death  is  before  me,  and  but  fbr  lack  of  spaoe^  I  should 
with  great  pleasure  record  it  here,  as  intended.  Suffice  it 
to  say,  that  it  speaks  of  him  in  the  highest  terms  of  com- 
memoration and  praise,  duly  certified  by  my  esteemed 
friend,  Col.  Dumont,  and  his  subordinates,  which  is  a  good 
indorsement  With  him,  howerer,  the  "  war  is  o'er,"  and 
we  fondly  hope  that  he  has  also  made  "the  good  fight  of 
fiuth,"  and  won  the  crown  of  OTerlasting  life.  "Peaoe  to 
hia  quiet  dust." 

Dr.  Gullen  Grookshank,  son  of  Dr.  Nathan  Crookshank, 
of  Harrison,  long  and  favorably  known  as  an  eminent 
practitioner,  scholar,  and  geologist,  and  my  old  familiar 
friend,  also  fell  in  Mexico,  where,  buried  with  "  the  honors 
of  war,"  he  slumbers  in  a  soldier's  grave,  and  mingles  with 
Ilia  dust  in  that  fiurH>ff  land  of  "bloody  warfiue."  He  was 
%  jMttg  num.  of  noit  azkaordinary  abilities,  and  one  of 
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Iht  fant  fMtm  m  ttw  Wwt.    Lrt  ni  hap«  tiul  ha  toMS 
Ualjielo 

"  Noliler  atniiu  Above." 

Smd  Caagar,  ion  of  Udd.  Judge  Cosgsr,  fonaarlj  of 
lUncluetar,  now  of  lom,  »lao  al«ep«  apon  the  pl^ne  of 
Hezieo.  lie  waa  one  of  my  kiudeet  and  most  eheritlud 
pn^U,  end  ea  fine  e  youth  u  etet  trod  tho  euth ;  piooa 
and  ezemplsiy  in  all  the  walke  and  dntiea  of  life.  A  rei; 
aoeompluhed  lady  and  poetais  of  New  Albany,  lang  to 
Ida  memoiy  the  fbllowing  appropriate  and  beeatiful  Uyi 
which  may,  in  some  leapoota,  with  equal  aptneu  be  i^ 
plied  to  aU: 

Soldier,  thou  raateth  on  the  enemy's  bmI, 

Far,  far  from  thy  native  land ; 
Thy  dream  is  o'er,  with  its  peril  and  toil. 
Away  on  the  Bio  Grande. 


SkouM  eeek  a  name,  and  find  a  grave. 
Away  on  the  Bio  Oraade. 

Bat  the  ^ory  of  the  warrior  posMth  away, 
like  tinee  that  are  traced  in  the  sand ; 

The  lanrela  thou  haat  gained  can  nerer  dMay, 
Like  those  of  the  Bio  Oiande. 

Died— Perei  0.  Cotton,  and  Lewis  Ammi  B.  Cotton,  mj 
ewn  deal  infant  sons- 
Sweet  babes,  brewell, 

do  seek  that  quiet  ehore, 
Tfhers  sin  shall  vex, 
And  sorrow  wound  no  more. 

IKed  in  infta^—Tictoria  and  Alvira,  dau^itan  of  A. 
B  and  JuM  CoUon,  my  own  deac  Uttto  gnii4<UUnB.— 
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JcMaphos,  ton  of  James  P.  and  Prisoilla  Milliken. — E8tella» 
a  sarpassingly  sweet  and  interesting  little  daughter  of 
Peter  C.  and  Eliia  Wilcox. — Sarah,  another  dear,  sweet 
girl,  daughter  of  Amos  and  Levina  Nojes. — ^Abigail, 
another  most  lovely  ehild,  daughter  of  Benjamin  and 
Sarah  Sylvester,  my  litUe  nephew  and  my  little  nieces.-^ 
James  M.,  son  of  Alden  H.  and  Amanda  Jumper. — Helen 
Frances,  daughter  of  James  and  Augusta  Sellers. — Sparks, 
son  of  Joieph  and  Ellen  Sohooly. — Omer,  a  sweet,  suffering 
child,  son  of  Gilbert  and  Elisabeth  Piatt — Cassa,  infant 
dear  of  Tyler  and  Martha  Morris. — George,  a  dear  and  only 
son  of  Richard  and  Elizabeth  Knox. — A  sweet,  dear  little 
child  of  Ahira  and  Matilda  Meader. — A  sweet,  dear  in- 
fant child  of  Luther  and  Alcy  Horham. — A  dear,  sweet 
in&nt  babe  of  Robert  and  Fanny  Ketcham. — A  little  dear 
babe  of  Charles  and  Betsy  Cook.— An  interesting  little 
boy,  son  of  William  W.  and  Mary  Jordan. — Mary,  and  two 
unnamed  children  of  David  and  Nancy  Crocker ;  a  sudden 
and  sore  visitation. — ^A  sweet  infant  babe  of  Pumel  and 
Rachel  Parsons. — Helen,  sweet  girl,  daughter  of  Alcmio 
and  Catharine  Martin. — Isadore,  Theodore  and  Mary,  dear, 
sweet  children  of  Joseph  and  Hannah  Hansel — Jenny,  an 
afflicted,  sweet  littie  daughter  of  Addison  and  Mary  E. 
Chandler. — ^All  children  of  my  relatives  and  firiends,  whose 
names  I  here  embalm  for  preservation  in  my  little  book. 
Taken  ''from  the  evil  to  come,"  they  are  being  early  gath- 
ered into  the  fold  above,  "  for  of  such  is  the  kingdom  of 
heaven."    Sweet  babes,  farewell 

''As  when  at  mom  the  sturdy  mower's  seen, 
With  sweeping  scythe  among  the  meadows  green. 
Grass,  shrubs,  and  flowers,  all  undistinguished  fall,     . 
And  wide-spread  desolation  oovers  all"  \ 


Daniel  and  Nancy  McMullen  lost  a  sweet  little  girl, 
which  called  forth  a  nice  littie  poem  from  a  friend.  I  will 
onlj  gift  Hm  ooDolttding  vena: 
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Tim  dry  jonr  iean,  each  weeping  friend^ 

For  unto  yoa  a  hope  ia  given. 
If  joa  but  eerre  God  to  the  end, 

You  *11  meet  AKira  up  in  heaven. 

Died— Mrs.  Eliiabeth  M.,  consort  of  Richard  PUtt  Mj 
qbIj  daoghter,  and  the  sweeteet  daaghter  that  ever  blessed 
a  parent,  died  at  the  age  of  about  20,  leaving  a  son  two 
yean  dkd^  and  an  infant  daaghter  only  six  days  old.  Bat 
ihe  died  in  the  transport  of  a  living  faith.  "  I  am  dying 
low,''  said  she,  *'  but  I  have  no  fears  of  death,  my  soul  is 
happy;  O  I  never  had  mch  a  sense  of  my  Savior.  It  is 
hard  to  leave  my  kind  hasband  and  my  little  babes,  bat 
the  will  of  Ood  be  done.  Let  me  kiss  them  once  more — 
take  good  care  of  them,  and  raise  them  up  well/'  and 
•gain  she  fondly  pressed  them  once  more  to  her  bosom 
and  her  lips,  and  gave  them  up,  being  quite  exhausted  and 
nearly  gone, — reviving  a  little,  she  said,  **  0,  Pa  I  0,  Ma  I 
weep  not  for  me,  I  shall  soon  be  with  Jesus  in  heaven  I'' 
and  then  sealing  upon  our  burning  cheeks  love's  fondest, 
poreat,  holiest  seal  of  affection  and  love,  she  fell  asleep  so 
peaoefaUy  it  seems  almost  a  sin  to  weep.  How  truly 
Yoang  paints  the  scene,  when  he  says : 

"The  chamber  where  the  good  man  meets  his  fate, 
Is  privileged  above  the  common  walks  of  life, 
Quite  on  the  verge  of  heaven." 

^Lord,  she  was  thine,  and  not  mine  own, 
Thou  hast  not  done  me  wrong ; 
I  thank  thee  for  the  precious  boon 
Afforded  me  so  long." 

0 1  loved  Elisabeth, 

••I  Sn  THIS  8TILI».** 

^'Bemembranee,  fiuihful  to  her  trust, 
Calls  thee  in  beauty  fWmi  the  dust ; 
Then  oomest  in  the  morning  light, 
Thon  'rt  with  me  thzoagh  the  gloomy  viijtk 
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la  drmuM  I  meet  thee  as  of  old, 
Then  thy  soft  arms  my  neok  enfold. 
And  thy  sweet  Toioe  is  in  my  ear. 
In  every  scene  to  memory  dear, 
I  see  thee  stilL 

In  erery  hallowed  token  ronnd— 
This  little  ring  thy  finger  bound. 
This  look  of  hair  thy  forehead  shaded, 
This  silken  ohain  by  thee  was  braided ; 
These  flowers,  all  withered  now  like  thee, 
Sweet  daughter,  then  didst  onll  for  me ; 
This  book  was  thine,  here  thoo  didst  read| 
This  pictnre— -ah,  yes,  here  indeed 
I  see  thee  stilL 

Here  was  thy  summer's  noon  retreat, 
Here  was  thy  farorite  fireside  seat; 
This  was  thy  room,  here  night  and  day, 
I  sat  and  watched  thy  sad  decay ; 
Here  on  Uiis  bed,  where  thou  didst  lie. 
Here  on  this  pillow,  where  thou  didst  die; 
Dark  hour  I  once  more  its  woes  unfold, 
As  then  I  saw  thee,  pale  and  odd, 
(  I  see  Uiee  stilL 

Thou  art  not  in  the  grave  confined — 
Death  can  not  chain  a  deathless  mind ; 
Let  earth  close  o'er  its  sacred  trust. 
But  virtue  dies  not  in  the  dust 
Thee,  0  my  daughter,  Uis  not  thee 
Beneath  the  coffin  lid  I  see; 
Thou  to  a  fairer  land  art  gone, 
And  there  I  hope — ^life's  duties  done— 
To  eee  thee  still'' 

And  although  I  greaUy  miss  thee,  and  deeply  monm  i 
mj  MV6  beveaTement^  jet  I  woold  not  fbiget  thee»  i 
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IMYtr,  wrftr.  The  Temembmnee  of  thy  datifbl  obedienea 
•nd  great  smiability  of  **  mind  and  manners,''  the  glorioni 
eompoetire  and  happy  triomph  of  "  the  closing  scene/'  the 
last  eveeC,  /and,  and  '*  farewell  kiss/'  are  *'  cherished  re- 
membrances/' more  precious  than  gold,  or  eren  life  itselC 
Yes,  if  the  iofleai  whispib  conld  bring  thee  back  to  earth, 
that  mMwper  should  be  sappressed.  No!  my  "loved  and 
eherished "  daughter,  no ;  live  on  "  in  glory  and  in  bliss," 
"'fhst  by  the  tiirone  of  God,"  and  when  the  «'  ditties  and 
emfliets  of  life "  are  o'er,  I  '11  meet  thee — ^by  '*  the  grace 
ef  God,"  I'll  meet  thee— join  in  the  holy  anthem,  and 
•well  the  hofy  ohoms  ''to  Uim  who  hath  loved  as  and  r^ 
deemed  as  by  his  Uood."  Halldajah  I  hallelajah  1  amen 
md  amen. 


Mrs.  PhoDbe,  consort  of  my  lamented  son,  Alfred  R  Coi- 
tOBy  one  of  the  fondest,  kindest,  neatest  and  smartest  wivee 
thift  ever  blessed  a  husband,  died  in  seven  days  after  my 
leoMnted  and  ever  cherished  Elizabeth,  leaving  also  a 
little  daughter  five  days  old.  Iler  lost  and  parting  words 
to  all  her  friends  were,  "meet  me  in  heaven  I  0  meet  me 
in  heaven  I"  and  fell  asleep.  My  bereaved  son  survived  a 
lew  years,  and  then  he  too  passed  from  earth  away.  He 
was  my  first  sweet  little  boy,  the  one  I  had  in  my  arms 
when  beset  with  a  panther,  (see  biography ;)  a  good  son, 
a  high-minded,  honorable  man,  and  *'  honest  as  the  day  is 
long."    Children,  &rewelL 

''As  the  snow-flake,  dancing  beneath  the  light 
Of  the  glorious  sun  will  melt  from  sight, 

So  fond  ones  pass  away. 
With  the  speed  of  a  thought  that  upward  tends^ 
Do  we  hasten  on  with  all  our  friends. 

To  mourning  and  deoay." 


IXed— Bin.  Sarah  Jane  Morris,  a  most  amiable  and 
ftadlj  ohetished  idece.— Mrs.  Olaia  Smith,  a  ehulilMd 
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firiend,  a  lady  of  mind  and  refinement — Idn,  Helen  Kraa* 
land,  an  ever  dear  nieoe,  loved  and  cherished. — Mrs.  Sebra 
True,  modesty  and  virtue  personified. — ^Miss  Alvira  Noyes, 
a  dear  sweet  niece,  one  of  the  finest  young  ladies,  and 
aweetest  poets,  of  her  age,  to  be  found. — Miss  Harriel 
Pardun,  Miss  Caroline  Powell,  and  Miss  Sarah  Barrowa, 
famed  for  their  piety,  loved  in  life,  and  lamented  in 
death. — Miss  Sarah  Smith,  for  mind  and  piety  almost  an 
exception. — Miss  Mary  Jane  Snell,  Miss  Elixa  True,  Mist 
Hannah  Jane  Conger,  Miss  Celia  Ann  Hansel,  and  Miae 
Sarah  M.  Jackson,  were  all  young  ladies  of  great  moral 
excellence  and  piety,  and  all  that  I  have  here  namad  ware 
dear  loved  pupils  of  mina 

Then  here  comes  back  to  memory  my  dear  and  aver 
cherished  friends,  Miss  Polly  Ehler  and  Miss  Ann  Rodgns, 
how  sweet  how  precious  their  memory  still. — Mrs.  Maiy 
Ann  McMullin,  Mrs.  Polly  Slater,  Mrs.  Ella  Bodine»  and 
Mrs.  Mary  Slack,  early  pupils  of  mine,  dearly  loved  and 
fondly  cherished.— Mrs.  Susan  Ross,  and  Mrs.  FhUena 
Fisher,  dear  sisters  and  fondly  cherished  friends,  are  regis- 
tered in  my  kind  remembrances,  and  I  can  but  do  myself 
the  pleasure  to  embalm  their  names  in  my  little  book,  as 
they  are  in  my  heart,  my  affections  and  my  memory.  They 
were  all  amiable,  most  of  them  pious,  and  died  in  "  peaceful 
and  holy  triumph."  Sweet  poetic  lays  have  been  sung  by 
surviving  fnends  to  their  departed  loveliness,  which  I 
should  indeed  be  pleased  to  accompany  these  notices,  but 
space  utterly  forbids.  My  good  friends  must  excuse  me, 
and  "take  the  will  for  the  deed." 

Miss  Jane,  daughter  of  the  Rev.  Daniel  and  Lucy  Plum- 
mer,  is  also  a  name  too  precious  to  be  lost.  Though  never 
a  pupil  of  mine,  her  friends  are  my  friends,  and  I  oan  not 
pass  so  cherished  a  name  unnoticed.  It  is  saying  much,  I 
know,  almost  too  much  for  credence,  when  I  say,  in  common 
parlance,  she  was  deemed  by  many  to  be  "the  flower  of 
the  £ftmily."  Her  kind  and  talented  sister,  Mrs.  Dr.  Har- 
dinib  aong  one  of  her  sweetest  poetic  laje  on  the  oooasion, 
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interibed  "To  a  Sister  in  HcaTen,"  and  so  did  Miu  Liuia 
Jackson  to  hers,  to  which  I  would  gladly  treat  my  readers, 
did  space  permit  In  the  place  of  which,  and  others  before 
referred  to,  I  will  here  introduce  a  very  beautiful  little 
poem  from  the  pen  of  Mrs.  Bassett,  corrected  a  little  to 
suit,  which  I  think  very  appropriate  and  beautifully  appli- 
eable  to  them  all,  and  then  I  pass: 

"  As  comes  the  flowers  in  spring-time,  to  cheer  us  for  a  day. 
To  charm  and  then  to  leave  us,  so  pass  our  friends  away  ; 
Yet  not  like  these  they  wither,  they  only  pass  from  earth. 
Transplanted  in  their  beauty  to  a  land  that  has  no  dearth. 

Or  like  the  stars  that  lend  us  their  gentle  beams  at  night, 
Not  loti  in  the  bright  morning,  they  only  pass^om  sight; 
Although  the  cJudn  be  severed  which  binds  our  hearts  in 

love, 
The  links  shall  all  be  gathered,  and  joined  again  aboye. 

^Ch  evth  in  the  dear  '*  home-circle,"  a  dear  sweet  voice  is 

hushed, 
And  a  heart  has  ceased  its  beatings,  from  which  loved 

music  gushed; 
One  lonely  seat  is  vacant,  too,  at  table,  church  and  prayer, 
A  daughter,  wife  or  sister,  is  missing  everywhere. 

In  heaven  a  happy  seraph,  amid  the  "  augel  bands,^ 
With  crowns,  and  harps,  and  spotless  robes,  in  radiant 

beauty  stands, 
And  pure,  rich  "strains  of  melody,"  which  angels  list  to 

hear, 
Is  added  to  **  the  choir  above,"  though  it  be  missing  here/' 
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Of  the  many  epitaphs  that  I  have  written,  **hy  request"  and 
otherwise,  I  can  give  place  only  to  a  few,  as  "  specimens."  I 
pronounced  the  *^ funeral  sermon"  of  Joseph  Hannegan,  a 
Tenerable  old  *<  Revolutionary  soldier,"  to  a  yast  aeseaiblage 
of  his  friends  and  fellow-citizens ;  at  the  conclusion  of  wldch 
I  read,  and  then  presented  to  the  family  and  friends^  the  epi- 
taph below,  which  was  kindly  and  thankfully  received.  0ab- 
sequently  I  pronounced  the  ** funeral  oration"  of  Jaa.  Skaat^ 
another  Tenerable  "  Revolutionary  soldier,"  who  was  buried 
with  *' military  honors"  and  parade,  under  the  command  of 
Colonel  Mark  McCracken,  Captain  Hugh  Scott,  and  others. 
There  was,  of  course,  '*a  perfect  wilderness"  of  men,  women, 
and  children  in  attendance  with  "music  and  banners" — a 
day  not  soon  to  bo  forgotten  by  me,  or  by  "  the  citizens  of 
York  Ridge."  By  striking  out  the  eleventh  and  twelAh 
lines,  and  inserting  the  following  in  their  places,  this  epitaph 
will  as  fitly  apply,  and  bo  quite  as  appropriate,  as  though  it 
had  been  composed  expressly  for  this  purpose,  and  it  is 
hereby  intended  so  to  be  applied  and  used: 

A  patriot  true  all  proud  oppression  hates 
And  none  more  so  than  our  lamented  Skaats. 


For  Joseph  Hanneoak,  a  venerable  Revolationary  soldier. 
Beneath  this  stone  an  aged  veteran  lies. 
Who  early  fought  for  ''freedom's  golden  prise,'' 

(2o4i 
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And  liTed  to  wo  her  ''eagle,  stripee  ind  •taii^'' 
On  every  sett,  tlie  pride  of  "galknt  tors.'' 
In  "  eerenty-eix ''  he  joined  the  *' martial  band'' — 
For  liberty  he  *' fought  with  sword  in  hand;'' 
Honger  and  toil,  in  eommon,  was  his  lot. 
Which  he  endured,  fooght  on,  and  mnrmored  not 
Kings  vainly  boast  the  ''right  dirine"  to  reign — 
All  men  by  birth  equality  obtain; 
Each  patriot — the  yoang,  the  older  man — 
Fought  for  this  truth  with  our  loTcd  Hannegan. 
"Three  score  and  ten"  he  more  than  lived  to  see — 
Honored  by  all,  it  he  indeed  should  be ; 
How  stteet  his  resi— ''the  prise  was  nobly  won"-* 
He  boldly  fought— he  sleeps  with  Wasbinqton. 


For  General  Mortimer  Di  Lafatitti. 

''The  nation's  guest"  of  ''North  America," 

iir  shimbers  sweet,  rests  in  this  '*  house  of  clay,'* 

And  o'er  his  dust  all  freemen  shed  their  tears. 

As  they  recount  his  former  brilliant  years. 

While  yet  a  youth,  to  aid  the  West,  he  fliesi 

Then  "struggling  hard"  for  "freedom's  golden  prise;" 

None  surely  can,  no,  never  can  forget 

The  "  timely  aid "  of  our  loved  De  Lafayette. 

AU  France  must  feel  a  loss  before  unknown-^ 

On  one  more  true  the  sun  has  never  shone; 

And  Lafayette  will  "  live  in  history "  dear 

Until  the  dose  of  the  Uut  "  rolling  year." 


For  Mrs.  Axoe  Noris  and  her  infant  babe. 

Here  lies  a  mother  whose  first  bom 
Resto  in  her  arms  till  the  "  great  mom ;" 
They  sleep  unconscious  of  the  tear 
That  tdls  "^the  tale  of  sorrow^'  hen. 
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For  Mr.  and  Mrs.  William  HoRyER,  who  died  witbin  a 
few  days  of  eaoh  other.  They  sleep  side  by  side,  and 
one  marble  slab  marks  the  resting-place  of  both. 

A  father,  friend,  and  husband  dear, 
In  sweet  repose,  lies  slambering  here; 
His  faithful  wife  soon  after  died. 
And  here  they  slumber  **side  by  side/' 


For  Mrs.  Charles  Notes  and  infant  babei 

Here  lies  a  mother  with  her  babe 

Slumbering  in  her  arms; 
Virtue  was  hen— pure  yirtue  hers, 

And  many  wore  her  charms. 

A  husband  dear  those  virtues  prized,  and  her  his  idol  made, 
But  she  has  left  his  kind  abode  for  "joys  that  never  fade.'' 
Though  short  her  **  passage  to  the  tomb,"  the  struggle  was 

severe — 
Many  the  friends  who  mourn  her  loss — "  witness  "  the  flow- 
ing tear.  

For  infant  twin-brothers,  children  of  Jonas  and  Susak 
Matthiws,  also  of  Robert  and  Mart  Smith. 

Twin-brother  babes,  **fair  as  the  rose," 
Lie  slumbering  here,  in  "sweet  repose;" 
Freed  from  a  world  of  care  and  sin, 
They  are  "with  God  and  bliss"  shut  in. 


For  my  own  sweet  infant  son,  and  others. 

So  sweet  a  bud,  so  fair  a  flower, 

Is  seldom  seen  on  earth; 
Comely  in  form,  and  bright,  and  good. 

E'en  from  his  very  birth. 
Transplanted  soon  to  "fairer  climeSy" 

By  tempests  no  more  riven — 
A  bud  too  sweet,  too  fair  for  earth, 

Now  blooms  for  us  in  hearon. 
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Should  my  friends  see  fit  to  mark  mj  '*  last,  long  rest- 
in^plaoe"  with  a  '*  tombstone,"  let  the  following — neither 
wutre  nor  less  —  be  the  inscription  npon  it,  except  to  fill 
the  blanks  correctly,  computing  the  years  of  my  ministry 
from  1817,  at  which  time  they  really  commenced,  and  I, 
of  course,  aged  only  seventeen  at  that  time. 

HI 
WHO  LIES  BENEATH  THIS  STONE 

WAS 

BORN  IN  POWNAL,  MAINE,  April  20,  1800. 

DIED  IS 

^,18-; 

AND  WAS  FOR  TEARS 

A  MINISTER  OF  THE  GOSPEL  OP  CHRIST. 


«He  belDg  d«ad,  yet  speaketh."— Scsipturb. 


Lei  my  foibUs  and  my  faults  be  "forghen  <md  fof 

gotten,"  and  the  good  influences  I  may  haoe  ex- 

erted  in  the  world,  and  **the  record"  pf 

"the  Book  of  Life,"  alone  preserve 

my  name  and  my  memory  from 

**  everlasting  forgelfulness." 

0 !  stay,  stranger,  stay,  and  panse  awhile 
Upon  your  **  fntare  state;" 

A»  I  am  HOW  BO  you  mutt  be- 
ll is  the  « law  of  fate." 

Yirtae  alone  ean  yoa  prepare 
<< Death's  trying  hour"  to  meet; 

My  "BtiU  imaU  Tolee"  eoasent  to  haar— 
My  ilamberf,  0,  bow  sweet  I 
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AN  INDIAN'S  GRAVE. 


In>iA2r  grares  aboand  all  orer  this  coontiy,  hot  Uie  one  to 
which  the  reader  is  now  directed  is  a  peculiar  one.  Wlm 
the  Tribe  was  about  to  remore  from  "  the  New  PorchMe^" 
now  Ripley  County,  one  of  the  tribe  was  exceeding!/  £11, 
nigh  unto  death.  The  moying  day  at  last  arriyed,  and  tke 
sick  and  dying  one  was  left  with  an  early  settler,  Mr.  MoM^ 
I  tbiiik  with  whom  the  tribe  made  an  arrangement  for  kind 
BvniBg  And  a  decent  burial.  The  parting  scene  was  peculiar 
Mid  aAeting — that  being  over,  they  took  up  their  line  of 
marA  toward  the  setting  sun.  The  sick  man  soon  died,  and 
was  buried  on  North  Hogan  Creek,  just  abore  Moss*  old 
Mill,  in  the  ricinity  of  Elder  Meader,  who  is  boUi  extenaiTely 
and  favorably  known,  and  hence  this  reference.  Standing  b/ 
this  unmarked  grave,  some  years  ago  I  pencilled  down  th« 
following : 


BErLE<7nONS  AT  AN  INDIAN^S  OBAYX. 

''Tni  Red  Men  of  the  forest"  are  fast  melting  away, 

And  must  be  extinct  at  no  dist^t  day; 

When  the  white  maa  finlftund  them,  they  were  happy  and 

free, 
Poeeessed  the  whole  ooimtry,  lake,  forest,  and  sea. 

(1188) 
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Thej  lired  bj.fhe  ohase,  liTed  happy  uid  well, 
Bat  the  white  man  came !  and  thej  saddenlj  fell ; 
Briven  oot  from  their  homes  again  and  again. 
They  emigrate  West,  still  the  white  men  complain. 

They  still  want  moie  room,  and  have  it  they  mnsti 

If  original  owners  be  crashed  into  dost; 

At  first  received  kindly,  they  discovered  too  late, 

In  sustaining  the  white  man,  they  sealed  their  own  fitttti 

In  their  conflicts  for  empire  the  best  of  them  fell. 
And  the  "  tellings  of  time  "  is  their  own  funeral  knell ; 
How  scattered,  and  wasted,  and  feeble  they  are. 
Committing  rash  acts  from  *'  want  and  despair.''* 

Philanthropy  weeps  at  the  tale  of  their  wrongs. 
Preserved  in  legends,  tradition,  and  songs; 
Bfambering  here  lies  one  of  that  ill-fated  race, 
1|iio  mnst  die  or  "  clear  oat,"  to  give  white  men  place. 

An  feeble  and  faint,  with  a  mortal  disease. 
His  tribe  all  forsake  him,  but  first  if  you  please. 
They  secure  him  good  lodgings,  and  kind  nursing  tu% 
And  then  for  their  journey  forthwith  they  prepare^ 

The  scene  was  affecting,  and  the  parting  pow-wow. 
Seems  echoing  back  from  the  hill-tops  just  now ; 
But  the  struggle  is  o'er,  his  spirit  has  fled, 
And  here  he  reposes  with  the  low  sheeted  dead. 

His  kindred  and  tribe  will  long  cherish  his  name. 
And  the  Christian  philanthropist  will  cherish  the  same ; 
And  erect  as  I  trust,  right  here  on  this  spot^ 
A  suitable  monument  that  perisheth  not, 

That  ages  hereafter  may  shed  the  warm  tear. 
O'er  the  sad  fate  of  him  who  it  noiw  slumbering  here; 
0  fate  I  cruel  fate,  can  naught  intwpose. 
To  rescae  this  race  firam  io  aany  sad  woes? 
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Not  short  of  that  ooontry  all  blooming  and  lUr, 
Where  nations  and  tribes  find  rest  from  all  care; 
The  Gospel  of  peace  marks  out  the  true  way, 
Which  leads  from  ''  all  night"  to  the  realms  of  *'  all  day/' 

There  races  and  tribes  of  empires  and  lands, 

Shall  meet  there  in  friendship,  and  join  their  warm  handt  * 

In  token  that  war  and  contention  is  o'er, 

And  sing  of  redemption,  and  the  Savior  adore. 

01  then  rest  in  peace  *'thoa  forsaken  and  lone-^  ^ 

Man  of  the  forest,"  the  winds'  hollow  moan 
Shall  sing  thy  low  dirge,  and  birds  carol  here. 
To  the  end  of  all  time — adiea,  with  a  tear. 

N.  B.  No  one  would  haye  this  all  an  Indian  conntry  again. 
God  ncYcr  designed  that  it  should  so  remain;  we  only  complain 
of  the  rash  and  cruel  acts  of  the  white  men  Individually,  and 
not  nationally.  When  ludian  tribes  have  scrred  the  purpoees 
of  their  creation,  God  will  blot  them  out,  as  he  has  nations  and 
tribes  before  them.  "  It  is  God*s  doings,  and  marrelloos  in  our 
eyes." 


H«-M 


CHERISHED  PUPILS. 

Miss  Clara  J.  Collier,  Miss  Clementine  B.  Cook,  Miss  Alice 
Clark,  Miss  Catharine  Fisher,  Miss  Lydia  P.  Roberts,  and  Miss 
Harriet  Laboum,  all  interesting  Misses,  and  loved  and  ch«i^ 
ished  pupils  of  mine,  some  time  since  wrote  me  a  chaste  and 
beautiful  letter  each,  as  their  loved  and  cherished  teacher.  la 
answer  to  which  I  send  each  of  them  a  corrected  copy  of  tfat 
following  poem. 


Fair  Miss  for  thee  I  wonld  inspire. 
And  toaeh  with  tnith  my  trembliog  lyre; 
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lb  ihg  thy  praise  in  strains  refined, 
Fur  ih»  improfement  of  thy  minfL 
So  easily  thou  canst  indite, 
And  then  so  fiur,  both  spell  and  write. 

Ptoeeed  (air  Miss,  of  genios  soon 
Thoa  shalt  reoelTO  the  priceless  boon ; 
Of  praise  and  fame — ^yes  even  now. 
That  garland  fair  entwines  thy  brow; 
With  laarels  that  shall  blossom  gay, 
When  beauty's  wreath  shall  fade  away. 

There  is  a  charm  in  genius,  which 

No  art  can  reach— so  rare — so  rich. 

That  all  bow  down  and  worship  there, 

While  beauty  sinks  into  despair. 

And  weeps  that  youth  was  spent  with  toys, 

K^lecting  learning's  lasting  joys. 

Go  on  dear  Miss,  remember  soon. 
Youth's  morning  passes,  and  the  noon 
Of  life  comes  on  and  on  apace, 
When  youth  and  beauty  lose  their  graoe; 
But  yirtne's  charm  when  these  departs 
Befines  and  beautifies  the  heart. 

Then  seek  the  prise  with  studious  care^ 
'T  will  make  thee  wise,  and  keep  thee  fair ; 
'T  will  be  thy  friend  in  grief  and  woe. 
And  deave  to  thee  while  here  below ; 
0!  ever  walk  in  wisdom's  ways. 
And  merit  fame  and  honest  praise. 

21 
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THE  8Q0IRREL. 


Hr  brother^n-lftw  a  few  dftjs  ago, 
ShotataBqDirrel.Iheitrd  him  eaj  m; 
But  miasing  hii  nui,  tlie  awift  twirling  ball 
Soon  called  at  the  hooM  of  Sylraima  Brimhall. 

While  high  La  ttia  air  it  made  a  itrmaga  noiM> 
Fell  flAt  on  hia  roof,  and  was  oaogbt  by  bia  boja ; 
The  momiDg  waa  mild,  the  report  be  heard) 
Took  about  four  Btops  m  Uie  ball  app«at»d. 

So  tiw  time  'twist  the  atart  and  the  end  of  iti  fligb^ 
Waa  n't  ot«t  five  aeoonda,  nor  erea  that  quite; 
Siztj-five  to  the  pound  is  what  the  ball  weighed. 
And  seiea  score  charges  the  same  powder  made. 

From  where  the  ball  started,  to  where  the  hotue  atood. 
When  measured,  was  foaod,  just  three  and  a  fQurtb  Tood| 
So  where  the  bull  took  ita  audden  diacbarge. 
To  bring  a  amall  squirrel  from  a  tree  pretty  large, 

Ita  BOoIiTitT's  grade,  I  am  liappy  to  aay, 
Hft7  b«  ascertained  in  this  simple  way; 
The  base  forty  feet  as  near  as  may  be, 
Perpeodionlar  sixty,  and  inches  twioe  threes 

Te  learned  and  great,  if  any  of  you  know, 
^ease  toll  me  how  far  this  ball  had  to  got 
And  how  far  forthright  suppose  it  did  steer, 
What  then  was  iU  oonrse  in  coming  back  heref 

And  what  was  ita  achma  or  longatioa  &om  eartb  t 

The  wise  wish  to  know,  though  fimls  should  maka  miitb; 

An  ocourrenoe  like  this  is  certainly  rare, 

Hence  the  pains  I  havo  token  to  improre  it  with  oat*. 

N.  B.    This  is  all  tme  to  the  letter,  and  flumiihsa  a  tat 
qoeation  In  pn^eetilst.    Boys  tiyi^  will  yon? 
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MOUNT    ABRAM. 

Iir  one  of  mj  yiaits  Sasi  many  jean  ago,  in  company  with 
eereral  dear  relatWes  and  fHends,  I  risited  Mount  Abram, 
situated  about  60  or  60  miles  north  of  Augusta,  in  Maine, 
whose  summit  is  8500  feet  above  tide-water,  and  8800  abore 
Ha  own  base.  It  is  a  hard  and  long  olimb,  owing  id  iUi 
rough  and  bold  surface,  but  paid  well.  The  prospect  was 
grand  beyond  description,  taking  in  at  a  single  glance  tli^ 
whole  romantic  scenery  around,  as  fkr  as  the  eye  could 
penetrate  through  the  blue  ether.  It  was  exceedingly  cold, 
(though  a  Tery  warm  day  below)  entirely  aboTe  TegetatioB| 
except  Tery  little  shrubs  and  mountain  cranberries.  H 
often  thunders  and  lightens,  and  rains  below  while  the  smft* 
mit  is  basking  in  pure  sunshine.  I  found  a  scientific  gen* 
tleman  with  his  barometer  and  oUier  implements  for  ob- 
ierration,  who  had  gained  the  summit  just  before  me  finon 
another  direction.  There  were  in  all  nineteen  of  us,  and  notlw 
ing  but  I  must  preach  before  we  descended,  and  sing^  pi^Ti 
and  preach  I  did,  and  I  think  we  all  found  it  a  very  pleasanli 
precious  season.  My  friends  so  expressed  themselves  in 
referring  unto  it.  My  text  was  ^  I  will  teach  you  the  good 
and  the  right  way."  We  had  wandered  strangely  in  our 
ascent  up  thither.  We  need  not  so  wander  in  our  way  up 
Zion.  A  contrast  with  the  fhiits  and  prospects,  and  ths 
company  and  the  other  etceteras  filled  up  my  sermon,  to  which 
ay  friends  often  since  refer  with  seeming  delight.  Bespoiid- 
ing  to  which,  in  plain  prose  I  conclude  thus: 


AvD  now  my  dear  friends  and  my  kindred  most  dear. 
For  me  grieve  not — vont  not  one  sigh  or  one  tear ; 
For  when  fleeting  time  shall  have  rolled  its  swift  round, 
I  hope  on  Mount  Zion  with  you  all  to  be  found. 

On  that  holy  mountain  all  those  who  obey, 
Shall  each  wear  a  orawB  which  &de8  not  away; 
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The  streets  payed  with  gold,  they  shall  walk  at  their  ease 
And  pluck  sweet  ambrosiab  from  life's  froitfol  trees. 

The  fruits  of  Mount  Abram,  and  Mount  Bradbury,  too,* 
Lose  their  beauty  and  sweets  when  Zion's  fruit  is  in  newf 
More  glorious  the  prospect,  more  extended  the  si^t^ 
More  lofty  their  notes,  more  full  the  delight. 

There  glories  and  glories  incessantly  roll. 
And  sweet  anthems  of  praise  enrapture  the  soul; 
How  numerous  the  host  on  that  happy  shorSt 
There  millions  on  millions  the  Savior  adore. 

With  wonder  and  love  his  loud  praises  repeat 
And  oast  in  full  rapture  their  crowns  at  his  feet; 
How  lofty  their  notes  I  thrice  holy  is  he, 
Who  bear  all  my  sins  on  Mount  Calvary. 

There  with  the  blood-washed  we  shall  join  the  glad  song^ 
To  Him  who  hath  loved  us  all  praises  belong; 
The  regions  of  glory  we  there  shall  survey. 
And  the  tears  of  affliction  shall  be  wiped  away. 

The  crystaline  stream  of  the  water  of  life. 
We  shall  drink  as  we  please,  and  live  without  strife; 
So  now  dearest  friends  all  your  mournings  forbear, 
And  dry  up  your  tears,  but  0 1  meet  me  there. 

Where  friends  never  part,  and  where  tears  have  an  end. 
Where  all  in  full  rapture  eternity  spend; — 
In  conclusion,  dear  friends,  permit  me  to  say, 
I  long  shall  remember  that  most  pleasant  day. 

*  In  the  Ticinlty  of  Portland. 
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MY  NATIVB  STATE.— A  PARODY. 


Mixiri^  Haiiie,  dear,  demr,  cold  old  Maine,  mj 

proud  and  finee, 
A  tnitor'B  portion  be  my  lot  when  I  prore  Mae  to  tliee ; 
While  rolls  the  Androscoggin  bright  in  siWer  to  the  sea^ 
While  Mount  BLatardin  rears  its  head  I  will  remember  thee. 

■B^  ef«7  reoollection  dear,  bj  friendship's  hallowed  tie, 
Bj  seenes  engraTen  on  mj  heart,  bj  lore  that  can  not  die, 
JSj  the  fend,  sweet  fhrewell  kiss,  of  sisters  two  and  three, 
Maine,  Maine,  dear,  cold  old  Maine,  I  will  remember  thee. 

I  maj  not  climb  thj  misty  hills  at  twilight  ot  at  mom. 

Nor  pluck  the  fruit  in  richness  there,  nor  bind  the  sheaves  of 

com; 
I  may  not  climb  the  crags  that  hear  the  thmider  of  the  sea, 
Bat  by  those  CTer  hallowed  scenes  I  will  remember  thee. 

Though  in  the  far  and  fertile  West,  a  pleasant  home  be  mine, 
Though  friendship  pure  should   charm   my  heart,  or  beauty 

pour  the  wine ; 
I  will  not  listen  to  the  harp  that  plays  for  revelry, 
But  in  pure  water  plunge  my  cup,  and  drink  a  health  to  thee. 

And  if  from  time  to  time,  I  chance  to  wander  back. 

How  blithely  will  I  tread  again,  the  old  familiar  track ; 

And  if  my  friends  prove  true  and  kind,  (and  false  they  can 

not  be,} 
Maine,  Maine,  tnm  thy  pure  mountain  streams,  I  '11  drink  again 

tothet. 
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MOUNT  BRADBURY, 

HsBSToroBX  referred  to,  was  owned  in  part  by  mj  lameiitid 
father.  Manj  a  happj  hour  haTe  I  spent  about  its  base 
and  its  lomewhat  loftj  summit,  from  which  point  ihs  pros- 
pect is  picturesque,  grand,  and  imposing.  Villages,  chuxshsi^ 
and  scboolhouses  in  STory  direction,  are  spread  out  UM  ft 
beautiful  map  before  70a.  Higher  mountains  in  (h*  Mvik 
and  east  rise  up  to  greet  yqu.  The  beautiful  Atlantla  wtt 
her  beautiful  islands  and  floating  palaces,  with  their  MttVM 
all  spread,  greet  you  on  the  south,  and  the  White  Moontams 
in  the  west  greet  yon  with  their  snojr-capped  summit.  To« 
may  well  imagine  the  scenery,  grand  and  beautiful  beyond 
description.  The  following  lines,  corrected  to  suit^  are  ixa% 
to  my  fond  musings. 

MT  NATITB  HOUKTAIK. 

My  native  mountain  0 1  how  dear 

Thy  memory  is  to  me; 
Thy  lofty  peaks  and  dixzy  hights, 

I  fain  would  often  see. 
Again  as  when  in  boyhood's  prime, 

I  'd  seek  thy  cooling  shades, 
And  sport  among  thy  cavern  oliffS^ 

Thy  shrubs  and  pretty  glades. 

I  'd  clamber  up  thy  rugged  steeps  to  catch  the  healtiiful  breese^ 
And  slack  my  thirst  from  trickling  rills  that  generate  no  dis- 
ease; 
I  would  behold  "the  green  blue  sea,"  her  islands  and  her  sdl, 
Her  towering  mountains  round  about,  clad  in  eternal  mail. 

Let  cities  boast  their  glittering  spires,  the  fanes  that  men  may 

rear, 
Their  halls  of  art,  their  dusty  streets,  and  smoky  atmosphere ; 
But  give  to  me  my  mountain  home  where  all  is  pure  and  free^ 
And  you  may  have  the  world  beside,  for  beauty,  health,  and 

glee. 
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THE   LOVERS. 

Iv  one  of  mj  ettteni  riati,  I  ibimd  one  of  ray  ejceedingiy  dear 
fiiir  friendfl  betrothed  to  a  mariner,  then  at  eea.  Em,  how- 
ever, chanced  to  pay  a  fljing  viMt,  and  then  most  awaj 
a^n,  oTer  the  blae  sea.  The  meeting'  was  rather  interest- 
parting  full  of  solicitiide.  Sympathizing  deeply 
them,  and  anticipating  their  feelings,  I  threw  the  fol- 
lowlag  into  fomrf^  and  handed  it  to  my  Ikir  friend,  who 
■eemed  to  say,  by  a  trembling  tear,  and  a  half-snppressed 
righ,  that  I  was  a  ptetty  fair  JMd^e  of  such  matter. 


A  BZAMAWB  TUtSWILL  TO  HIS  LADT-LOYS. 

Thb  time  lias  come,  I  must  depart — 

I  leave  you  with  an  anxious  heart; 

Wliat  tongue  can  tell  how  true  friends  part, 

To  meet,  perhaps  no  more; 
The  wind  blows  fair,  I  must  depart 

For  yonder  distant  shore. 

Thongh  I  most  bid  you  now  adieu, 

Oft  shall  I  think,  my  dear,  of  you, 

Ab  my  bark  plunges  through  and  through 

Each  surging  wave; 
Where'er  I  am,  I  will  prove  true, 

Down  to  the  peaceful  grave. 

As  I  bound  o'er- the  swelling  sea, 
I  oft  in  prayer  will  bow  the  knee, 
For  her  with  whom  I  wish  to  be. 

At  her  own  fireside ; 
And  0,  what  joy  'twould  be  to  me 

To  call  her  ny  sweet  bride! 
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In  yiew  of  that  most  happy  day, 

Weeks,  months,  and  years  wear  slow  away; 

Nor  will  I  one  fleet  moment  stay 

From  her  I  love, 
More  than  to  earn  and  get  the  pay 

To  bless  my  pretty  dove. 

In  distant  climeS|  my  dearest  dear, 
For  you  I  oft  shall  drop  a  tear, 
As  at  the  helm  I  stand  and  steer, 

Or  pace  the  midnight  deck. 
Till  I  my  bark  shall  homeward  veer, 

Or  meet  a  total  wreck. 

To  know  that  I  am  loved  by  yon. 
Affords  me  pleasure  pure  and  true, 
More  than  the  treasures  of  Peru, 

And  yet  I  sigh 
To  turn  away  and  say  to  you 

That  painful  word—"  Qood-by." 


ANSWER. 

Well,  if  you  must,  then,  dear  sir,  go, 

Though  I  regret  it  must  be  so; 

Gt),  meet  those  toils  which  none  can  know 

Save  seamen  bold: 
Hy  love  for  you  shall  ever  flow 

As  in  the  days  of  old. 

When  storms  arise,  when  thunders  roar. 
And  wind  and  rain  in  torrents  pour, 
And  drive  you  from  your  native  shore, 

0*er  the  rough  sea, 
Hy  soul  in  prayer  for  you  I'll  pooTi 

For  yom  are  dear  to  me. 
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Mj  heart,  my  love  on  you  \a  placed. 
So  deep,  it  can  not  be  erased; 
Nor  do  I  feel  myself  disgraced 

To  own  it  here; 
Should  my  affection  prove  misplaced, 

T  would  wound  me  most  seyere. 

But  better  things  I  hope  of  you — 
I  have  no  doubt  you  will  prove  true; 
No  unkind  act  will  ever  do, 

Through  base  design. 
But  grace  with  love  each  interview 

Through  life's  decline. 

My  earthly  joys  on  you  depend — 
With  you  my  days  I  hope  to  spend, 
And  find  in  you  a  constant  friend. 

Through  all  the  ills  of  life ; 
It  would  my  heart  in  anguish  rend 

To  live  with  you  in  strife. 

When  all  your  voyages  shall  be  o'er. 
And  you  regain  your  native  shore. 
Then  hie  to  me  as  heretofore. 

No  more  to  part; 
Joyful  I'll  meet  you  at  my  door. 

And  clasp  you  to  my  heart. 
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BETOBT. 

Mt  Foetictl  aod  Political  Addveei,  ia  1882,  subjected  rae  alike 
to  pcaiM  md  censare.  Paniag  along  the  streetB  of  Lawrence- 
bnrg,  I  aappoBed  myself  to  be  the  subject  of  ridicule,  as  the 
following  will  explain.  ^ 


In  Lawreneeburg,  this  r^  day,  as  every  one  may  know, 

I  passed,  perhaps,  a  dosen  men,  all  in  a  portico; 

'T  was  at  <the  tavern  door  of  Mr.  Jesse  Ilant, 

Nor  had  I  far  gone  past,  till  thus  I  heard  one  ffrunt: 

"There  goes  an  able  poet — ^he  lives  in  Manchester.'' 
"Quite  eloquent,"  sidd  one,  "else  may  I  never  stir." 
Now  if  I  only  knew  that  this  was  honest  talk, 
I  should,  perhaps,  be  tempted  to  take  another  walk. 

For  every  noble  mind  would  choose  to  overhear 
His  talents  thus  respected — no  flattery  could  be  there ; 
And  if  those  were  my  friends,  in  them  there  was  no  lack, 
They  talked  about  my  virtues  precisely  to  my  back. 

I  do  not  make,  however,  this  flattering,  provide 
I  looked  upon  it  thus,  that  me  they  did  deride; 
They  were  a  worthless  set,  a  thousand  unto  one, 
And  on  their  naked  pates  I  'U  pour  the  tide  of  fun« 

A  shabby  gang  of  loafers,  I  am  inclined  to  think. 
Half  corned  on  unpaid  grog — bah  I  how  they  s — kl 
They  little  thought,  perhaps,  my  hearing  was  so  good. 
But  what  I  've  here  related,  I  clearly  understood. 

And  then  there  was  among  them  a  most  uproarious  snicker— 
"  Gome  along,  my  boys,"  said  one,  "  let  us  go  and  liquor." 
I  rather  guess  hereafter  they  '11  let  me  pass  in  quiet^ 
And  now,  my  larks,  if  this  don't  do,  do  you  again  joat 
try  it 
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BUNKER'S  HILL  MONUMENT. 

Mirr  jean  ago  I  ascended  this  world-iamed  momimetl^  iiPooi 
the  •ummlt  of  which  the  prospect  is  most  deliglillU*  It  can 
not  be  adequately  described,  and  I  fhall  not  attempt  it.  I 
will,  howeyer,  record  some  of  mj  refleotiona  while  atandiag 
npon  its  proud  summit. 


Cam  this  indeed  be  Bunker's  Hill,  so  famed  in  song  and  story, 
Where  Freedom  struggled  to  be  free,  and  won  immortal  glorj  ? 
The  British  here,  with  nodding  plumes,  with  muskets — ^not  with 

rifle — 
Thought  to  possess  the  small  redoubt  was  but  the  veriest  trifle. 

In  solid  column  thej  parade,  then  march  to  gain  the  summit. 
But  soon  they  found,  much  to  their  cost,  they  could  n't  begin  to 

come  it. 
The  Yankees,  true  as  flint  and  steel,  soon  had  them  in  hot  water ; 
Their  leaden  messengers  proclaimed,  "  My  friends,  you  'd  bctkr 

potter:' 

In  wild  confbsion  driven  back,  again  they  form  and  rally — 
Again  are  filled  with  sad  dismay  along  both  hill  and  valley. 
Our  ammunition  now  gives  out,  the  Yankees  though — O  golly  1—- 
Give  them  one  more  deadly  round,  a  farewell  leaden  volley. 

The  next  we  know,  they  're  on  the  move,  all  safely  now  retreat- 
ing— 
The  British  take  an  empty  fbrt,  and  fain  would  call  that  beating; 
But  Fame  declares  that  Freedom  won  a  most  decided  battle- 
She  made  the  hearts  of  Britons  quake,  and  all  their  <*  dry  bonei 
ntUe." 

They  fUt  it  then,  they  feel  it  now,  our  boys  were  quite  too  many, 
And  foot  the  bill  with  many  lost,  and  many  a  shining  penny. 
Alas  1  for  ns  brave  Warren  fell,  and  laj  him  down  all  Uaiding, 
For  bravery  and  hoMft  fiuna  Ills  oomadM  all  azceediiig. 
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8aid  he,  "My  general,  place  me  where  there  is  the  greatett 

danger — 
Mjr  heart  to  fear,  in  fireedom*s  canee,  has  ever  been  a  stranger." 
Immortal  youth,  *'  the  scroll  of  fame  "  has  not  a  brighter  jewels 
To  tarnish  thy  world-spread  renown,  there 's  none  so  base  and 

eraeL 

This  monment  of  "polished  stones,"  proclaims,  in  tones  of 

thunder. 
We  gained  the  day  at  Bnnksf's  Hill — the  world  says  yes,  with 

wonder ; 
Thus  musing,  here  I  feast  my  eyes  with  prospects  grandly  fid^^ 
Here's  Charlestown  city  at  my  feet,  and  Boston  oyer  there. 

And  there  I  see  Faneuiel  Hall,  and  there  is  Boston  Bay, 

And  there  the  White  Hills  pierce  the  clouds,  northwestward,  tu 

away ; 
Here  I  could  Rnger  with  delight,  and  feast  my  ravished  eyes 
On  scenes  that  charm,  but  time  forbids,  and  I  obey  with  a^ht, 

O,  throw  away  the  "  filthy  weed,"  and  whisky,  rum,  and  beer, 
And  save  your  "dimes,"  young  gentlemen,  to  pay  a  yisit  here; 
Here  you  can  drink  from  Nature's  fount — 0,  come  and  drink 

your  fill — 
Full  well  I  know  fou  '11  ne'er  regret  your  ir^  to  Banker's  HilL 


—  ♦■! 


THB  WBATHEBYANR— FIGKLE-MINDEDNESa 

"  LOOK  ON  t'  OTHBK  SIDB,  JDL" 

liAMT  years  ago,  while  gazing  upon  a  weatherrane,  In  a  tsm 
pestnous  storm,  the  following  were  my  reflections. 


Halloo  I  Mr.  Weatherrmne,  up  there  so  high^ 
To  otU  the  attention  of  eaoh  pMMi4>j; 


m 


Ibr  dodging  and  kuming  thoa  hast  a  great  fiune^ 
And  seemest  to  glory  in  nothing  but  shame  I 


"  Stability  and  firmness  "  are  stnmgers  to  thee — 
Thou  art  veering  and  veering,  as  we  all  daily  see; 
]Rt  emblem  of  those  who  woold  every  one  pleaae 
Neither  "  backbone/'  nor  mosole,  and  very  weak  knees. 

They  float  with  the  current,  and  never  touch  an  oar. 
To  keep  in  the  channel,  or  out  firom  the  shore ; 
Shame,  shame  upon  those  who,  dreading  the  strife, 
Aieoi  nothing  good  all  the  days  of  their  life. 

A  blank  and  a  cypher,  they  'cumber  the  ground — 
No  **  frnit  onto  righteousness "  in  them  is  e'er  found; 
And  np  there  thou  standest,  by  night  and  by  day. 
Bodging  and  turning,  to  show  them  the  way. 

But  hold,  Mr.  Weathervane,  I  have  done  thee  great  wrong- 
Looking  "  on  f  other  side,"  greatly  chaoges  my  song ; 
Like  a  brave-hearted  man,  thou  facest  the  storm, 
By  night  and  by  day,  in  cold  weather  and  warm. 

There's  wisdom  in  that,  and  good  generalship,  too. 
Which  need  not  be  argued,  I'm  sure,  unto  you; 
TUI  foremost  or  stdewise,  you'd  take  the  whole  shook, 
And  know  not  what  was  coming  till  you  felt  a  hard  knock. 

Be  on  the  alert,  and  keep  a  good  guard. 

And  you'll  find  nothing  in  life  that  is  overly  hard; 

Ton  are  right,  Mr.  Weathervane — ^your  example  is  good-« 

Yea  £Me  every  storm  just  as  every  one  should. 

Ton  make  yonr  life  easy  by  facing  each  foe, 

And  "which  way  the  wind  blows,"  you  let  every  one  know; 

A  sentinel  so  true  deserves  honest  fame ; 

And  shame  blister  his  tongue  who'd  give  you  a  bad  nama 

There 'b  a  moral  in  this,  if  nothing  that's  witty— 
May  yoii  all  pnftt  by  it— thai  endtth  my  ditty. 


254  oottqn'b  keefsaxe. 


THE   FOREST    OAK— FIRMNESS. 

"look  on  this  8IDB,  THSN  ON  TKJLT." 

Onoi  on  a  time,  while  Tiewing  a  large  and  beaatifol  forest  oik 
uprooted  and  prostrated  by  a  furious  blast^  I  fSsll  into  the  fol- 
lowing train  of  reflections. 


Old  forest  oak,  yoa're  long  been  landed  to  the  skj, 
Becaose  unyielding,  you'd  sooner  break  and  die; 
Well,  here  you  lie — your  glory  gone  and  shattered. 
Although  your  stubbornness  profusely  has  been  flattered. 

I  '11  talk  unto  you  plainly  since  here  you  lie  all  humble* 
I  '11  do  it  for  Uie  good  of  yotif't  though  you  yoursolf  should 

grumble ; 
Censures  and  praises  are  too  often  misapplied — 
Men  oensure  where  they  should  applaud,  applaud  whore 

they  should  chide. 

You  have  the  grU,  as  all  agree,  so  has  the  stubborn  mulfr— 
If  less  stubborn,  he'd  find  it  better,  and  you  by  the  same 

rule; 
Can  it  be  wisdom  to  contend  where  we  are  surQ  to  &11? 
Keep  your  position  while  you  can,  and  that  inJirmnetM  aO. 


And  then  if  you  do  n't  win  to-day,  you  may  some  other  tii 
I  hope  this  hint  will  do  you  good,  though  oouohed  in  timple 

rhyme; 
Let  men  praise  stubbornness  if  they  choose,  in  that  there  le 

no  merit, 
Although  I  know  that  your's  by  birthright  you  inherit 

You  see  your  error  now,  but  then  it  ie  too  late^ 
Learning  a  Issaon  firom  iW  I  iMTe  jou  fee  jow  fiiii; 
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Why  is  H  Uutt  men  caa't  see  but  one  iliing  at  a  time? 
Such  ean  not  half  life's  sweets  enjoj — here  is  more  tmth 
than  rhyme. 

UnyieMing  men  are  all  for  flg^t,  and  always  in  dispute 
nioiit  little  tlungs  of  litUe  worth — ^yoo  can  not  tiins  reinte ; 
Would  yon  sneeeed  in  doing  good,  yon  must  both  giro  and 

take, 
Where  things  seem  balanced,  or  even  where  there  is  not 

much  at  stake. 

Another  time  yon  may  sncoeed,  and  Tindicate  the  right. 
And  all  proceed  in  harmony,  in  friendship,  and  delight; 
Now  liiUe  oaks,  if  yon  are  wise,  when  mighty  tempests  roar, 
Toall  yield  a  little  to  the  blast,  then  straighten  np  once  more^ 

And  live  to  be  the  forests  pride,  instead  of  lying  flat. 
Which  yon,  if  stabbom,  can't  avoid,  now  just  remember  thai 
Here  is  a  moral  true  and  good,  intended  for  young  men-« . 
Eofing  that  all  may  profit  by  it,  I  '11  stop  and  mend  my  pea 


K.  B.—*< Contentment)''  and  "A  Boiling  Stone,"  and  "The 
Jug  Handle^"  being  of  a  similar  character,  are  omitted.  Why, 
we  owe  all  the  great  improrements  in  the  arts  and  sciences  to 
diicontentment ;  and  no  man  ever  effected  any  thing  good  for 
hlBiseU^  or  the  world,  by  Ijing  supinely  on  his  back  in  inglori- 
oos  inactivity.  Do  all  that  can  be  done,  and  then  be  content 
with  whatever  Providence  may  give.  So  again,  "roll  on  and 
roll  ever" — no  time  to  idle  awaj — "push  along,  keep  moving," 
BO  long  as  you  can  do  or  ffei  good.  But  a  shiftless,  restless,  un- 
decided minded  man  never  accomplishes  any  thing  good,  bnt 
wastes  and  squanders  what  he  has.  A  double-minded  man  la 
unstable  in  all  his  ways— such 

**  ▲  loUiBf  ftoiie  gathMTi  no  moa.** 

A  very  firm  and  Ml  man,  we  saj,  is  <«Uke  a  jag  handle'*— all 
the  time  an  one  side.    Well,  when  a  man  is  ri^kt,  that  is  just  * 
wheiu  h»am^  alwaja  to  bs^  and  you  always  know  where  to 
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find  him;  ftiid  beside,  the  "jog-handle,''  ^mowing  that  II  ooili 
not  better  itself  or  anj  body  else,  bj  a  change  of  plaoei^  it  con- 
tent to  remain  jost  where  it  is.  There 's  a  good  moral  fbr  jon 
out  of  a  "jug-handle;"  aad  here  is  another  one  of  the 
sort;  for  although  it  often  hag  liqaor  right  under  its  rery 
it  never  tastes  a  single  drop  of  it.  "Qo  thou  and  do  likewisiL'' 
The  moral  contained,  and  silentl j,  yet  eloquently  proclaimad,  hj 
these  inanimate  and  much-abused  things,  is  "  the  key  that  un- 
locks ''  the  mystery  to  many-~«why  it  is,  and  how  it  is,  thai  I 
am  erer  6iMy,  and  yet  a  fmet^  happy  man,    I  pas& 


—  •■■ 


NEW  YEAR'S  ADDRESS,   FOR   1832. 

Ik  the  47th  No.  of  the  Indiana  Palladium  of  1881,  thefbllowiBg 
editorial  appears,  to  wit:  "We  had  a  confab  with  our  de^ll 
last  night,  upon  the  subject  of  the  approaching  New  Year. 
And  his  satanic  majesty  authorlxed  us  to  oflfer  this  paper  for 
one  year,  which  we  now  do,  to  the  author  of  the  best  Hew 
Tear's  Address,  of  firom  80  to  100  lines  in  length,  either  ift 
prose  or  poetry.    I  responded  thus : 


To  hit  Sakmk  Mcietty^  the  PrmUi'9  DemL — Tomr  Bt99tmim\ 

If  five  and  six  make  just  eleven. 

Then  in  nomber  forty-seven 

Of  the  Palladium  I  do  see, 

That  your  satanio  mi^esty 

Has  aathorised  the  printer  to  offer 

A  few  of  "  the  rustles/'  out  of  your  coffer ; 

Or  what  is  still  better,  though  a  strange  oaper. 

For  one  whole  year  your  exoellent  paper. 

For  a  piece  well  adapted  to  the  coming  New  Year, 

So  at  U I  go^  M  below  will  appeM^iaWM  Npl) 
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We  hail  with  joy,  our  friends  apon  thia  day. 
May  bilter  strife  be  banished  far  away ; 
That  shall  we  all  with  songs  of  joy  appear, 
To  welcome  ia  the  new-bom,  happy  year. 

01  what  changes  ocear  in  human  life, 
A  strange  compound  of  pleasure,  pain,  and  strift ; 
Tet  friends  and  foes  each  twelve  month  do  appear, 
To  wish  to  each,  a  new  and  happy  year. 


And  thus  do  we,  with  joy  all  celebrate. 
The  happy  year — the  high,  the  low,  the  great ; 
All  equal  feel,  and  equal  all  appear, 
To  wish  to  each  a  new  and  happy  year. 

When  we  look  back  upon  "  the  days  of  yore,'' 
Much  cause  we  find  our  Sarior  to  adore ; 
His  name  we  praise  with  voices  loud  and  dear. 
That  we  behold  another  happy  year. 

O,  what  dangers  we  've  past  in  safety  by. 
What  matchless  grace  we've  found  forever  nigh: 
Then  let  us  all  with  grateful  hearts  appear. 
To  celebrate  the  new*bom  happy  year. 

The  pestilence  its  fatal  darts  has  hurled. 
Both  thick  and  fast  throughout  the  wide-spread  world, 
Thousands  have  fell  both  in  our  front  and  rear, 
Tet  we  survive  to  see  another  year. 

True,  one  year  more  of  our  short  time  is  past. 
Nor  do  we  know  but  this  will  be  the  last ; 
How  precious  then  each  moment  must  appear. 
Let's  'prove  them  well  the  present  happy  year. 

By  retrospect  what  errors  we  may  may  find. 
Let  us  correct  with  all  the  heart  and  mind ; 
Thus  shall  we  feel  a  conscience  always  clear; 
Hit  #tt  ve  tail  to  speDd  a  happy  year. 
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We  should  do  well  to  take  a  broad  Borrej, 
Of  men  and  things  upon  this  happy  day  ; 
From  cheeks  of  grief,  0 1  let  us  wipe  the  tear. 
By  works  of  lore  the  present  happy  year. 

How  many  pine  for  want  of  daily  bread, 
While  happy  we,  on  luxuries  are  fed ; 
O !  let  the  poor  the  joyful  tidings  hear, 
You  shall  find  aid  the  present  happy  year. 

And  some  again  both  on  the  land  and  sea, 
In  bondage  groan,  and  long  to  be  set  free ; 
They  sigh  in  vain — in  vain  they  shed  their  tears, 
And  thousands  will,  the  remnant  of  their  years. 

Yet  we  rejoice  to  see  the  efforts  made, 
The  interest  felt  by  men  of  every  grade. 
To  free  them  all,  and  wipe  away  their  tears— ^ 
May  they  sucoced  e'er  many  fleeting  years. 

Our  liberty,  more  precious  than  fine  gold, 
We  still  enjoy  as  in  the  days  of  old. 
Many  such  thoughts  in  colors  bright  appear. 
At  the  return  of  each  new  happy  year. 

And  there  are  those  whom  reason  hath  forsook. 
Such  men  we  see,  where'ersoe'er  we  look. 
Yet  we  retain  our  senses  bright  and  clear. 
To  greet  our  friends  with  a  new  happy  year. 

How  many  sick  are  groaning  under  pain, 

At  home,  abroad,  through  Europe,  France,  and  Spain 

Yet  happy  we,  in  perfect  health  appear. 

At  the  return  of  this  new  happy  year. 

What  numbers  have  from  life's  ambiguous  shora^ 
Pushed  off  in  haste,  since  New  Year's  Day  befbre; 
And  o'er  their  dust  we  shed  our  flowing  tears, 
And  sigh  to  think  of  former  happy  yean.  . 
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Saeh  thoughts  as  these  should  nerve  us  for  the  raeoy 

And  stir  as  up  to  quicken  our  slow  pioe. 

And  secret  prayer  to  christians  ever  dear. 

We  should  obserre  through  each  succeeding  year. 

All  such  as  do  the  golden  rule  obey. 
In  reference  lire  to  an  eternal  day, 
Forsake  aU  vice — hold  yirtoe  to  Uiem  dear, 
Will  surely  spend  a  happy,  happy  year. 

The  printer,  friends,  should  never  be  forgot, 
He  toils  for  all,  and  respite  he  has  not ; 
All  new  and  firesh,  each  week  his  sheets  appear. 
Support  him  well  the  present  happy  year. 

But  oh !  how  soon  New  Years  will  be  no  more, 
Eternity  will  crown  the  ample  score. 
Majestic  scenes  most  sorely  will  appear. 
At  the  grand  close  of  the  last  solemn  year. 

The  burning  sun,  the  silver  queen  of  night, 
And  all  the  stars  that  shine  with  luster  bright; 
Shall  quit  their  orbs,  and  ever  disappear. 
At  the  awful  close  of  the  last  dying  year. 

The  trump  shall  sound,  and  all  the  dead  awake. 
Seas  shall  retire,  and  all  the  mountains  shake. 
The  Judge  descend,  ten  thousand  saints  appear. 
To  crown  the  scene  of  the  last  awful  year. 

The  wicked  quake  in  horror  and  dismay, 
Thej  stand  aghast  I  and  now  aloud  they  pray: 
Rocks  on  us  fall — ^the  day  of  wrath  draws  near. 
We  are  undone — O!  for  another  year. 

The  Judgment  sits,  the  books  are  open  wide, 
Ha  eaUa  the  good,  makes  them  his  happy  bride. 
From  every  face  he  wipes  off  every  tear, 
XfciiQt  titlGoma  then  the  olosing  final  ye«r. 
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Wben  we  murej  the  narrow  w» j  whioh  leads  to  life  and  petfOi^ 
With  here  and  there  a  fatal  snare,  to  make  oar  jare  increeae, 
We  should  draw  nigh  to  God  on  high — ask  grace  to  perssTere; 
Thus  should  we  all,  both  great  and  small,  ei^oj  a  happj 


Sneh  thoughts  as  these  bj  swift  degrees  do  eiowd  themselTet 

along 
On  New  Year's  Day;  and  well  we  may  prolong  the  grateM 

song. 
All  such  as  do  this  course  pursue — ^hold  yirtue  to  them  dtal^— 
Are  amplj  sure  if  they  endure,  to  spend  a  happj  jear. 

But  soon,  alas,  we  all  must  pass  into  "  the  Dread  Unknown," 
Far  in  the  air  we  know  not  where,  our  spirits  will  haye  flown. 
Most  sure  we  must  take  all  on  trust  beyond  this  rale  of  teafi; 
Yet  we  intend  somewhere  to  spend  unnumbered  happj  jean. 

God's  precious  Book,  when  in  we  look,  dilates  the  soul  with 

joy; 

It  paints  the  scene  in  Terdant  green,  where  pleasures  ntrer 

cloy, 
On  streets  of  gold  we  shall  behold  our  pious  kindred  dear, 
And  live  in  bliss,  when  Areed  from  this,  a  long,  long  happgr 

jear. 

Fleet  jears,  alas,  how  swift  they  pass — soon  time  will  be  no 

more- 
Eternity  a  boundless  sea  will  crown  the  ample  score. 
And  there  may  we  for  ever  be — ^loud  hallelujahs  hear, 
In  jojfii]  laj8  our  Savior  praise  through  an  eternal  jear. 
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EXPLOSION  OF  THE  STEAMER  REDSTONE. 

Soira  fire  yean  ago,  on  one  of  mj  temperance  toun,  I  waa  en- 
jojing  the  kind  hospitalities  of  a  friend  in  Mt.  Sterling,  when 
Boddenlj  all  were  startled  bj  some  fearfhl  explosive  element, 
that  shook  to  its  rery  foundation  the  fine  dwelling  we  ooca- 
pied.  What  it  was,  no  0ne  could  conjecture,  and  we  gare  it 
up,  learing  it  to  time  and  chance  to  explain.  But  we  were 
Bol  long  held  in  suspense,  for  shortly  after  a  courier  was  seen 
•purring  onward  his  already  jaded  nag  through  the  Tillage, 
proclaiming,  as  he  passed:  **The  steamer  Redstone  has  just 
blown  up,  a  few  miles  below  Yevay,  scattering  death  and  ruin 
la  erery  direction  1''  and  on  he  urged  his  way,  to  inform  some 
acquaintances,  who  were  deeply  interested,  of  the  sad  Btat« 
and  condition  of  their  friends.  With  a  sad  and  trembling  and 
fearfhl  heart,  I  retired  to  my  room,  and  with  my  pencil  threw 
the  fbUowing  reflections  upon  paper. 


OtnuMl  steam  t  steam  I  thy  fearful  power,  when  "bursting" 

from  control. 
Is  quita  enough  to  ckiU  the  blood,  and  /rteie  tha  rery  lonl ; 
Upoa  our  rirers  and  our  lakes,  upon  our  oceans  wide, 
What  fearful  ruin  thou  hast  wrought — by  thee,  what  thoaianda 

diedl 

And  lo  t  another  fearful  tale  is  added  to  the  list, 

Of  friends  who  hare  just  passed  away,  to  be  bemoaned  and 

missed; 
Perfai^M  some  dear  kind  friends  of  mine,*  whom  I  have  fondl/ 

cherished, 
Are  tortured  now  with  bitter  pains,  or  suddenly  have  perished. 

Tha  «<  Bedstone,"  that  proud,  gallant  craft,  has  just  "collapsed 

her  boiler," 
And  sent  to  his  eternal  home  many  a  hardy  toiler: 


^It  wm  trtn  ■o— thrM  young  men  of  LawraftMbnrg,  frtoads  of  mlM,  ptr- 
UMd  la  tl«t  terM  QocarrMM*. 
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I  felt  the  shock,  I  heard  the  soand — 0,  what  a  fearftil  aUngfaterl 
The  dead  and  djing  strewn  around,  &r  o'er  the  Und  and  water. 

Some  were  engaged  in  life's  porsoiiB^  and  some  on  tom  of 

pleasure — 
Some  hastening  home  to  greet  their  friends — ^to  meet  no  men 

for  ever ; 
The  pain  and  anguish  scattered  wide,  no  language  can  portraj. 
Filling  the  hearts  of  man/  friends  with  anguish  and  dismaj, 

0  steam  1  steam!  steam  1  what  hast  thou  done — what  wido- 

spread  ruin  wrought  ? 
NeTer  to  be  made  up  in  time — never  to  be  forgot; 
And  yet  thj  matchless  power  for  good  is  &r  above  all  pricey 
And  when  controlled  by  skillful  hands,  it  is  both  safe  and  nice. 

We  can  not  do  without  thee  now,  for  speed,  or  power,  or  dmei^ 
And  he  who  really  thinks  we  can,  is  far  "  behind  the  times ;" 
Let  good  and  sober  engineers  stand  ever  at  the  helm, 
And  sad  disasters  seldom  will  the  land  with  grief  overwhelm. 

Then  let  us  hear  for  evermore  thy  proud,  majestic  jmff^ 

And  shame  on  him  who  first  cries  out,  ^^HM  %^ — enough, 

enough  I'' 
Nay,  let  thy  mighty  mowng  voice  be  heard  fh>m  pole  to  poloi 
Until  the  wheels  of  time  wear  out,  and  cease  their  mighty  roU. 


—  •>■ 


In  my  communication  about  the  ill-fated  steamer  "  Redstone,'* 
reference  was  made  to  the  three  young  men  of  Lawrenceburg, 
who  perished  in  that  fearful  catastrophe.  They,  after  much 
search,  were  found,  and  brought  home,  and  buried  side  by 
side,  among  their  slumbering  friends,  in  the  QMj  Bnrying 
Ground  of  Lawrenoeburg,  Ind^  and  a  beautiful  nonnmanti 
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wected  by  the  jonog  men  of  the  citj,  marks  their  reiting- 
place.  A  few  days  ago,  for  the  first  time,  I  stood  beside  it. 
While  musiDg  there,  I  penned  down  the  following  reflections. 
Like  tlie  former,  these  poetic  numbers  are  deficient  in  order 
and  harmony — the  off-handed  effusion  of  the  hour. 


Alas!  alas!  how  frail  is  human  hope  and 

Frail  as  a  fleeting  breath ; 
Qaiok  as  thought  men  often  pass  away 

To  the  repose  of  death. 
The  fond  pursuit  of  pleasure,  wealth,  or  fame 

Presents  no  "Plea  in  Bar;" 
And  0 !  how  soon  an  unexpected  sad  event 

The  brightest  prospects  mar. 

The  three  young  men  who  rest  beneath  this  stone 

Illustrate  this  great  truth ; 
Though  dearly  loved,  they  pasHed  from  earth  away 

In  the  bright  morn  of  youth. 
They  left  their  friends  upon  a  pleasure  tour, 

All  full  of  life  and  glee, 
Not  dreaming  of  their  near  approach 

To  great  eternity. 

The  pilot's  bell  is  heard — the  wheels  at  once  are  still- 

The  boat  made  fast  to  shore — 
The  steam  retained — friends  meet,  and  part 

To  meet  in  time  no  more. 
**The  boiler  bursW — sad  ruin  and  dismay, 

Wide-spread,  upon  them  fall. 
And  shrieks  and  groans  now  rend  the  air, 

That  iron  hearts  appall. 

0 1  what  a  change  one  fleeting  moment  wrought 

On  that  ill-fated  crew! 
How  precious  then  our  short-lived  moments 

Would  all  could  feel  how  true! 

23 
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The  << Redstone''  fur,  the  proadeet  little  onill 

On  the  Ohio  clear, 
ColUpsed  a  flue  a  few  short  yean  a^ 

And  trophies  sad  lie  herd 

Chiskan  and  Golds,  and  Durbin,  too, 

Yonng  men  of  honest  fame. 
In  one  sad  hour  all  passed  away,  except 

The  memories  of  their  name. 
That  never  can,  long  as  this  marble  fiur 

Shall  stand  the  test  of  time ; 
So  slumber  on,  kind  cherished  friends— 

Rest  and  repose  were  early  thine. 

The  passer-by  will  gaze  upon  this  stone 
With  interest  and  delight. 

As  he  shall  learn  your  early  years 

Were  stamped  with  *•  honor  hrighV* 

Kindred  and  friends  will  cluster  here 
To  pay  the  tribute  due; 

My  time  is  up,  and  I  must  go- 
Young  men,  adieu,  adieu  I 


^>»«i 


THE    SNOW-BIRD. 

BuBTNO  the  late  bitter  cold  winter,  "the  little  birds''  were 
fluttering  about  my  doors  and  windows,  sharing  my  bounty, 
(for  we  always  feed  the  "winter  birds")  and  exciting  my 
admiration  and  my  sympathy.  ■  To  beguile  a  lone  hour  in 
Tery  feeble  health,  with  which  I  have  long  been  afflicted,  and 
from  which  I  hardly  hope  ever  to  recover,  I  sat  me  down 
and  "ground  out" 

Prbttt  little  snow-bird,  with  tiny  feet  bare, 

In  this  bitter  **  snow-etorm''  yoa  otn  find  dielter— iriieret 
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Hm  faretts  ire  leaflM8|  and  deep  is  the  snoify 
From  periflhing  tkU  nighty  0,  where  oansi  thou  got 

Ah,  there  is  my  hay-loft,  my  stable,  my  shed ; 
They  '11  affi>rd  you  good  shelter,  and  a  "  cosy  "  warm  bed. 
And  bright  in  the  morning,  and  oft  through  the  day, 
I  '11  come  oat  and  greet  you,  but  do  n't  fly  away. 

Jost  stay  there  in  welcome,  and  smile  at  the  storm, 
T  iQ  the  season  rolls  round  when  't  is  eyerywhere  warm ; 
When  hungry  or  faint,  come  to  my  south  door. 
And  pick  up  the  crumbs  swept  out  from  the  floor. 

Then  fly  to  my  window — there  on  its  warm  sill 

You  '11  find  a  great  plenty,  and  can  *'  feast  to  your  fill,'' 

No  one  will  molest  you,  though  all  gather  near — 

'T  is  to  make  you  more  welcome,  you  liUU  sweet  dear.'' 

"We  'n  watch  "  pussy  cat "  and  keep  her  away — 
You  '11  be  quiet  and  safe  there  **  the  living  long  day,'' 
Then  'way  to  my  hay-loft|  my  stable,  or  shed. 
And  repose  through  the  night  in  your  nice  little  bed.' 

Yoa're  welcome— thrice  welcome  to  all  I  can  do. 
To  feed  and  protect  you  this  cold  winter  through; 
Too  are  modest  and  plain — but  no  matter  for  that ; 
(You  old  Tabby — you!  scat — there  scat!!) 

Some  birds  are  more  gaudy  and  make  a  fine  show ; 
And  they  sing  sweetly,  too,  as  you  very  well  know, 
Yet  no  warbler's  rich  notes  are  more  grateful  to  me. 
Than  yoor  modestly  sweet  chick-ardee-dee-dee. 

The  "summer  birds"  greet  us  in  sunshine  and  spring. 
Bat  when  winter  approaches  they  're  "  away  on  the  wing^" 
An  emblem  of  friends  who  cluster  around, 
Wkile  honor  and  plenty  profbsely  abound. 
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Bat  when  yoa  most  need  them,  like  the  "  fox  and  the  have* 
They  'U  "  let  the  doge  at  you''  and  mangle  and  tear. 
Nay— join  in  "  the  chaee  "  and  cheer  on  yonr  foes, 
'T  ifl  alas,  bat  too  often,  that  friendship  thua  goes. 

Bat  like  "  a  true  friend/'  yoa  "  stick  by  "  to  the  last, 
And  cleaye  closer  and  closer  throagh  the  cold  ^'bittar 

blast" 
Hence  no  warbler's  rich  notes  are  more  grateful  to  me^ 
Than  your  modcsUtf  twtei  chick-cKlee-dee-dee. 


m*  i  ■■ 


GENERAL  JACKSON. 

It  is  well  known  to  this  community  that  I  haye  always  cher- 
ished a  predilection  for  General  Jackson,  and  and  not  a  lit- 
tle enthusiastlo  in  the  estimation  of  many.  I  haye  neyer 
had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  him,  although  I  haye  coyeted  the 
sight  with  more  solicitude,  than  I  haye  to  see  any  other  man 
in  our  beloyed  country.  I  haye,  until  recently,  cherished  a 
fond  hope  that  my  ardent  desires  would  yet  be  gpratified. 
But  learning  that  he  was  in  a  precarious  state  of  health,  I,  a 
short  time  since,  abandoned  the  long-cherished  hope,  where- 
upon I  wrote  to  him,  assuring  him  of  my  attachment — that 
I  asked  not  his  influence  for  any  office  or  promotion  —  that 
mine  was  in  truth  and  sincerity  iki  tribute  of  the  heart 

All  that  I  asked  or  desired  was  a  few  lines  in  return,  of  his 
own  autograph,  that  I  might  preserve  them  as  a  preoloaa 
memento  of  him — and,  if  it  were  conyenient,  to  enclose  me  a 
lock  of  his  siWered  hair :  that  I  should  yalue  it  far  aboye  all 
price.  Under  date  of  Sept  29,  he  responded  to  me,  from  the 
Hermitage,  in  his  graphic  and  superior  style,  concluding  with 
this  truly  melting  strain. 

"  Agreeably  to  your  request,  with  pleasure,  I  enclose  yon  a 
lock  of  my  hair.  My  extreme  ill  health  preyents  me  firom 
writing  more  at  this  time.    I  am  uaUe  to  wield  the  p«i 


«k I iMTt Mda  tkc dm.   la 

n^  BQtt  naeenljr,  JkJrvtms^  ^^^xjmtt  ' 

mbto  kair,  caa  oiVsj  im  -ft^ 1  k  asf  tait  *:    ii 

alliiig  on  AM  at  m J  maitsutft,    I  JwiBSrtri  I1* 
•M  retponae^  vizk  u«  kuivr  j^  «tn«a  aj^Miftvc 


▲  LOCK   C7   3Lft:JL 

Host  boBorei  fir.  I  d'^  i^/^xn. 
That  eilTered  koek  of  tvvt  i>ix»  idiir- 
Wliich  jou  in  aiurv«'  uv  ilj  yn^jw. 

Of  tokeiu  all  it  if  Kvti  £tjr — 


Where'er  in  life  st  \'J\  It  c 

111  call  to  mind  tLe  ts.zl'.-nt  yioA — 

Tour  mighty  acts — fe6  vavj — ^wss. 

Af  ofi  tLa.t  Ive*!:  1  jnise; 
1 11  prise  U  high— I  1:  Lvid  h  ^'k: 

*Till  ciz3::j  «»  >.«:  in  yoM. 

O  let  iu  daily  aak  ffjr  try^. 

To  mn  throughout  the  Chrisiiaa  nM«; 

Then  if  we  lee  eaxrh  oth«r't  C^e 

Not  oncse  Wow — 
On  Zion*f  moanl,  thrioe  holy  pboe, 

We  eaeh  f hall  aee  and  knov. 


Sweei  11  the  hope— the  joy  eoni|^te 
When  nwdrai  fiien^  ihnU  jonder 


J 
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Attd  flit  along  the  heavenly  street, 

In  robes  of  white; 

And  loud  hosannas  shall  repeat 

With  pure  delight. 

Our  friends  who  have  before  us  gone 
Shall  join  with  ns  in  the  glad  song; 
Tes,  we  shall  each  sing  loud  and  long 

When  all  meet  there. 
Your  hope  in  Christ  is  full  and  strong — 

Heaven  save  you  is  my  prayer 

A.  J.  Cotton. 
excellency,  Gxn.  Jackson. 


■■•■1 


FAREWELL   TO   MAINE. 

Thi  summer  of  1839  I  spent  with  my  parents  in  Maina.  Having 
torn  mjself  from  the  embrace  of  all  my  dear  friends,  and  the 
scenes  of  my  childhood,  I  took  passage  on  board  a  yessel  at 
Portland,  bound  to  Philadelphia.  It  is  not  in  the  power  of 
language  to  describe  what  were  my  feelings  as  we  gracelVUly 
left  that  beautiful  port,  and  rounding  the  point  some  few 
leagues  distant,  when  the  beautiful  bluff,  contiguona  to  that 
fair  city,  yanished  from  my  yision.  The  following  Hmi  I 
composed  on  the  occasion,  but  they  fall  short,  infimitolj 
of  doing  justice  to  the  deep  emotions  of  my  heart. 


0!  'twvri  worse  than  vain  to  attempt  to  portray 
My  heart's  deep  emotions,  as  I  glided  away 
From  the  home  of  my  youth  and  the  land  of  my  birth, 
The  iwtttMi  dear  ipoi  oo  this  baaotiM  eank 
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Though  I  am  well  pleased  with  the  fertile  **  fwt  West," 
Where  fortune  hath  smiled,  and  much  I  'ye  been  blest ; 
Yet  try  it  who  may,  they  will  find  it  a  truth — 
There  is  no  spot  so  dear  as  the  home  of  one's  yonth. 

Steed  home  of  my  youth,  I  bid  you  "  good-by," 
With  a  fluttering  heart,  a  tear,  and  a  sigh; 
Perhaps  never  more  to  behold  thee  again, 
Nor  the  many  dear  friends  that  I  now  leave  in  Maine. 

How  many,  alas  I  that  I  greeted  before 
Are  entombed  in  the  dust,  and  I  see  them  no  more; 
I  mourn  and  I  grieve  o'er  the  ruin  of  Time, 
Yet  a  sweet  mournful  pleasure  is  assuredly  mina 

For  the  mountains,  the  plain,  and  the  clear  running  brooks 
Enraptured  my  heart  at  the  very  first  look, 
As  I  called  up  to  mind  the  sweet  scenes  of  past  days, 
Where  I  oft  used  to  gambol  in  juvenile  plays. 

The  merry  sleigh-ride— our  pranks  on  the  ice, 
Where  we  mounted  our  skates,  and  were  off  in  a  trice; 
Then  I  hied  me  to  school,  nor  tarried  to  play, 
Bui  studied  my  book  the  living  long  day. 

My  kind  little  mates,  whither  have  you  all. fled? 
full  many,  alas  I  to  the  land  of  the  dead!' 
There  I  was  first  taught  to  love  the  '*  Good  Book," 
And  I  bless  my  kind  parents  when  in  it  I  look. 

And  each  Sabbath  mom  I  to  church  did  repair. 

And  ftt  eve  to  my  parents  would  repeat  the  Lord^s  Prayer; 

In  all  my  far  wanderings,  by  land  or  by  sea, 

The  sweet  recollection  is  most  precious  to  me. 

Sweet  scenes  of  my  childhood,  how  dear  to  my  hearty 
And  must  I,  01  must  I  from  thee  ever  part? 
Hold  op,  gallant  ship,  let  me  take  one  look  more 
At  yonder  fWMi  UnJ^  my  own  vntfm  ehoie. 
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Ab  I  she  will  not  obey — ^'t  is  going — ay,  fled — 
And  entombed  all  my  kindred,  both  living  and  dead; 
Then  farewell  for  ever  to  the  land  of  my  birth. 
The  sweetest  dear  spot  on  this  beautiful  earth. 


fmt 


NIAGARA    FALLS. 

Hatino  once  yisited  this  most  sublime  and  romantic  scenery,  iti 
bare  mention  sends  the  blood  gushing  and  warm  with  accel- 
erated motion  throughout  my  whole  frame;  eyen  my  rery 
fingers  seem  to  tingle,  while,  with  mj  "old  gray  goose-quill," 
I  attempt  to  throw  upon  paper  a  few  thoughts  connected  with 
my  Tisit  to  Niagara.  Pens,  swung  by  the  most  masterly 
hands,  under  the  guidance  of  the  most  rivid  and  fanciful 
imaginations,  have  utterly  failed  to  give  an  adequate  concep- 
tion of  its  greatness  and  its  grandeur.  As  I  drew  near,  and 
took  my  position  upon  '*  Table  Rock,''  on  the  Canada  shore^ 
where  I  had,  for  the  first  time,  a  commanding  view  of  the 
whole  tremendous  cataract  at  a  glance,  such  a  sensation  of 
awe,  amazement,  and  wonder  I  never  before  experienced  in 
all  my  life.  The  following  impromptu,  which  I  noted  down 
in  my  joamal  at  the  time,  will  but  faintly  describe  my  emo- 
tions, or  paint  the  glowing  scene. 


All-wise  Jehovah  I 
On  all  around  thy  impress  I  behold, 
So  rich,  so  grand,  "  the  half  can  ne'er  be  told ;" 
Here  I  'm  entranced  as  if  by  magic  power — 
For  ever  hallowed  be  this  consecrated  hour. 

From  "  Table  Rock,"  where  thousands  oft  have  trod, 
I  view  these  mighty  works  of  an  Almighty  Gk>d ; 
The  trembling  earth,  the  dashing  foam  and  spray, 
At  once  atto&ef  m j  beating  heart  to  praise  and  pray. 
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0  mighty  waters!  how  Tost  and  how  profimnd! 
How  thrills  my  inmost  soul,  how  shakes  the  solid  groondl 
Thy  snow-white  foam,  thy  deep  and  whirling  flood, 
Fills  with  delight,  yet  chills  my  warmest  blood. 

The  towerihg  rocks,  the  clustering  cedars  fair. 
All  seem  convulsed,  and  tremble  in  the  air; 
Earth's  deep  foundation  'twould  seem  had  given  way. 
And  ushered  in  the  last  Great  Judgment  Day." 

Bat  no,  in  a  dense  cloud  of  the  ascending  spray, 
"The  bow  of  peace"  its  beauteous  tints  display; 
At  once  disrobed  of  every  gloomy  thought, 
With  pure  ecstatic  joy  the  whole  is  richly  fraught 

Bomantio  scenery  I  here  I,  with  rapturous  awe, 
View  nature's  mighty  God,  and  nature's  perfect  law ; 
And  as  I  gaze  above,  below,  amid  thy  deafening  roar| 
With  trembling,  I  thy  **  First  Great  Cause "  adore. 


N.  Bj — ^I  would  advise  every  gentleman  and  every  lady,  who 
have  the  means,  to  make  a  pilgrimage  to  this  consecrated  spot. 
Here  one  feels  the  littleness  of  all  worldly  achievements,  and 
the  vanity  of  pride;  and  he  feels  too,  as  he  never  before  felt, 
the  personal  application  of  that  inspired  saying,  *<  Thou,  God, 
fsest  me,"  and  exclaims  with  one  of  old,  "  How  dreadfnl  is  this 
placer'  Thus  is  the  heart  made  better  by  the  contemplation 
of  the  wonderftil  work  of  God.  But  I  must  forbear,  though  I 
new  can  forget  my  visit  to  the  "  Falls  of  Niagara." 
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THE  OHIO  RIVER— IMPROVED. 

Ohio  I  stream  of  beantj,  roll  thy  dark-blae  waters  on — 
River  of  ages!  mighty  deeds  have  on  thy  shores  been  done; 
In  former  days,  in  other  times,  when  forests  lined  thy  shores^ 
Thy  bosom  bore  the  ^  birchen  bark/'  and  felt  the  Indians'  oait. 

And  those  were  days  of  fearfol  times,  when  "Indians'  war- 
whoops"  rang, 
As  loud  above  thy  murmuring  roar  was  heard  the  bent  bow's 

How  many  scenes  thy  flood  has  washed  away  with  "lethean 

tide  "— 
How  many  stories  could  they  give  were  tilenee  not  thy  hrk 


The  birds  that  on  thy  islands  sing,  may  sing  as  once  they  sang, 
Bnt  other  stranger  sounds  have  once  along  thy  channels  rang ; 
But  gone  are  now  those  days  of  yore  when  ^red  men"  strove 

in  fight— 
The  <<red  man's"  dead,  or  o'er  the  hills  all,  all  have  fled  froiki 

sight. 


But  thou,  0  ceaseless,  mighty  stream,  dost  roll  thy  waters 
As  flow'st  thy  tide  the  present  time,  so  flowed  it  days  agone ; 
And  so  the  mighty  *<  stream  of  time  "  is  rolling  on  amain, 
And  happy  who,  when  all  is  o'er,  <<  the  port  of  heaven  shall  gain.** 


**-M 


ALBUMS. 

Iv  my  time,  I  have  written  in  many  albums,  both  original  and 
selected  articles,  and  to  which  I  had  assigned  a  separate  de- 
partment, in  which  I  had  recorded  some  twenty  or  thirty  of 
those  articles  for  the  amusement  and  entertainment  of  my 
fair  young  readers;  but,  for  lack  of  space,  I  am  reluctantly 
oompaUed  to  disptnae  with  thif  department  allofetheri  but 
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pdkd  to  diqirwif  vi:^  ihls  d«7CtscBt.  sljo.  whx^  I 

btfgdj  fiOcd  vp:  iBd  M  I  OBh  mj  <rrz.  Kci  bt  Ia^til  I 

hope  mj  jooa;  £»»di  vIH  not  aazBsr  or  comp'.»;n,     I 

gret  the  seccsKtr  vhidi.  cceapu  a«  u  Adopt 

and  thai  to  Ihrov  avaj  KOch  that  I  had  vrittcs.    I  will, 

howerer,   preserre  tvo  for  their  Borelty  asd   originaStr. 

a  Xaay  in  One  ^  ii  aa  oripnal  idea  vith  me.  and  I  thiak  it 

eomprehenBTe.  and,  in  iklUfiil  hasdS|  bea&xifiil.    I  alao  gira 

ooe  in  praae,  that  all  nay  we  how  eaailT  anj  oat  can  thni 

write.    I  often  write  them  for  little  childreB,  to  pkaM  and 

caeonrage  them;   an  acrostic  upon  their  own  naan  it  m 

great  treaL    Mj  little  niece  is  now  an  exceedingly  ttab  sbA 

intenigtnt  ladr,  and  well  settled  in  the  world.    Bat  enoi^gh. 


ALBTH.^Ko.   1. 


DEDICATION. 


% 


On  these  onsnllied  leares  fond  ones  will  wiii 

The  |[^owing  wishes  their  fond  hearts  indite, 

And  firiendship's  hand,  with  thoughts  to  mem'ry  dear. 

Will  twine  "a  wreath"  of  fiuieless  beauty  hers. 

When  time  shall  toach  thy  locks  and  "  tarn  them  gray/' 
And  "steal  the  rose''  from  thyyotr  cheeks  away, 
Then  thou  wilt  find  thy  "  treasured  album"  lends 
Some  "  lored  mementoes  '*  of  thy  early  friends. 

Sireet  recollection  then  will  oome  with  form  and  visage  bright, 
And  bid  thee  linger  o'er  each  past  fond  sweet  delight» 
And  sofUy  touching  the  mystic,  the  electric  chain, 
Will  ^re  thee  baok  thy  early  days  again. 

Choioe  be  these  fMges  then — ^let  none  here  intrade 
Tbm  ''heenkM  eomplimept^**  gc  their  irib¥ki  rude; 
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Bat  wiih  *'9W6a  toheiu"  be  it  for  erer  blest, 
From  ^'oheriebed  friends,''  the  truest,  puresty  best 

A.  J.  COTTOV. 


ALBUM.  — Ho.  S* 

You  ask  me,  fair  Miss,  to  write  a  few  lines 

On  this  pure  and  polished  paper; 
But  wherefore,  dear  Miss?    "Your  autograph,  air  I'' 

Dear  mel  how  shall  I  cut  such  a  caper  f 

Fiur  Miss,  **  my  muse/'  though  so  kind  and  so  tme 
When  my  heart  and  my  fancy  were  young, 

Now  throws  me  her  harp,  but  exclaims  it  won't  go. 
For  all  its  sweet  chords  are  untuned  and  unstrung. 

0  come  to  my  rescue,  **  sweet  aid  of  my  muse," 
While  on  this  pure  sheet  of  unsullied  white 

Mj  name  I  inscribe,  that  my  friend,  if  she  choose, 
When  I  sleep  with  the  dead,  may  survey  with  delight 


It  is  doxuk  my  dear  Miss,  the  struggle  is  o'ei 
In  your^aste,  pretty  album  I  will  scribble  no  more; 
May  the  blessing  of  heaven  all  your  footsteps  attend. 
Is  the  wish  and  "  the  prayer "  of  your  ever  true  fiiend, 

A,  J.  Cotton. 


N.  B. — ^I  must  do  myself  the  pleasure  of  recording  oii4| 
more. 

ALBUM.  — No.  8. 
MIMOBT    CLINGS    TO    THIE. 

There's  not  a  place  where  we  have  met^ 

A  favorite  flower  or  tree. 
There's  not  a  scene  by  thee  beloved, 

TIM  ii  Boi  priied  by  bm^ 
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There 's  not  %  word  thy  Hpe  httf«  litlliod^ 

A  look  thine  eyes  have  giTWi, 
That  is  not  shrined  within  my  heart 

like  a  sweet  dream  of  heaven. 

Whene'er  I  hear  the  linnet's  song, 

Or  woodlark's  modest  lay. 
Or  mark  apon  the  gorgeoos  west 

The  "rosy  cloads"  decay; 
Whene'er  I  catch  the  breath  of  flowers. 

Or  mnsic  from  the  tree, 
Thonght  wings  its  flight  to  distant  bowers. 

And  memory  clings  to  thee — my  sister. 

A.  J.   COTTOK. 


>♦«« 


ACEOSTIC— No.   1. 

XAKT    IN    ONE. 

Htstlbs  and  roses,  and  humming-birds,  too^ 

I  behold  with  delight,  indeed  thai  I  do; 

So  my  fair  young  friends,  ever  cherished  and  dear. 

Shall  receive  at  my  hands  "a  kind  token"  here. 

A  bright  and  brilliant  star, 

Like  Venus  in  the  sky, 

Ling'ring  above  the  horison, 

Enrapturing  the  eye, 

Till  we  are  filled  with  visions  bright. 

Taming  our  darkness  into  light, 

And  all  thingp  seem  a  pleasing  sight 
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Echoes  Boft^  and  womaa's  tears, 
Like  the  sweet  ^  mosio  of  the  spheres," 
Inspire  our  hopes  and  qaell  oar  fears; 
Zephyrs  that  float  o'er  earth  and  main, 
Are  emblems  fit  of  thy  cherished  name.* 

Jessamine  flowers  and  a  sister's  pure  love. 
Alike  are  most  precious,  and  all  praise  above; 
Not  all  the  rich  treasures  of  sea,  earth  and  air 
Equals  a  fame  thus  spotless  and  fiur. 

Sunbeams  and  rainbows,  and  diamonds  bright. 
Are  precious  indeed,  and  beheld  with  delight; 
Rejoice,  0  my  soul  I  there 's  a  still  greater  laeeasure, 
And  all  may  obtain  and  enjoy  it  for  ever — 
Hallelt^ahl  hallelujah  I  it  fadeth  never. 

Alleluia,  alleluia,  I  repeat, 

Now  drawing  near  the  mercy-seat — 

Divine  enjoyment,  0  how  sweet  I 

An  ocean  of  dewdrops  in  the  moon's  pure  light, 
Dancing  in  sunbeams  all  shining  and  bright. 
Are  (is)  ever  and  always  a  most  pleasant  sight; 
Like  '^glittering  pearls"  that  shine  from  afar. 
Is  pure  modest  virtue,  which  nothing  can  mar; 
Nor  taint  it,  nor  tarnish  the  pure  heartfelt  bliss 
Enjoyed  by  all  such,  fair  beauteous  miss, 

A  fond  aud  happy  sisterhood — 
Never  at  "outs" — all  doing  good; 
Gathering  sweets  from  every  flower — 
Enjoying  peace  from  hour  to  hour; 
Vexatious  strifes  ye  seldom  knew— 
I  know  full  well  that  this  is  true; 
Now  for  their  brows,  poetic  powers, 
Entwine  "a  wreath"  of  fadeless  flowers. 

A.  J.   COTTOH. 

^Pvrished,  "like  •  pnUj  floverwhidi  miM  gmslBg  kM  In 
had  nipped.'* 
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AoRosTio — No.  2. 

Mr  dear  niece— of  all  my  numeroas  pupils, 
I  Dumber  you  among  the  most  fond^  kind,  and 
Stadioos.    Your  improyement,  consequently,  has 
Sridom  been  equaled  or  surpassed. 

Endowed,  as  you  are,  with  a  good  mind  and  heart» 
Let  it  ever  be  your  aim  to  cultivate  and 
Improve  them,  as  you  hitherto  have  done; 
Zealously  aim  to  excel  in  moral  excellence, 
And  you  must  succeed  to  great  usefulness  and 
Be  lored,  aad  honored,  and  happy. 
Eyery  moital  acquirement  will  strengthen 
The  mind,  and  prepare  it  for  still 
Higher  attainments.    Go  on,  then, 

Nor  cease  your  efforts  to  '*  climb  the  hill  of  soienoe,^' 

While  youth  animates,  and  hope  cheers  you  on* 

I  most  sincerely  and  devoutly  pray  the 

Lord  to  pour  upon  you,  now  and  ever,  his 

Choicest,  richest  blessings  and  his  grace. 

0,  Elizabeth  I  I  shall  ever  cherish  your  memory  with 

'Xquisite  pleasure,  while  life  shall  last 

A  J.  Cotton. 


N.  6.    I  can  hordly  consent  to  omit  the  following: 

Acrostic. — No.  3. 

Ov  the  death  of  Henry  Van  Middlesworth,  of  Aurora,  who 
was  fearftilly  mangled,  and  suddenly  killed  on  the  morning 
of  **the  glorious  4th/'  1822,  by  the  untimely  discharge  of 
a  cannon,  which  he  was  loading. 

I      Hail  memorable  day,  that  called  Henry  'way. 
Ended  bis  career ; 
Near  the  rising  of  the  sun,  the  shocking  deed  was  done^ 
Bun  the  flowing  tear; 
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You've  a  soleinii  call,  that  saw  him  thiiB  hXi, 

• For  death  now  prepare. 

Van  Middlesworth  is  gone,  gone  to  tarry  long, 

And  none  knows  his  fore ; 
Nor  did  he  expect  such  a  sad  neglect^ 

Much  less  did  he  think, 
"  Independent  day  "  would  call  him  away, 

Sadden  as  a  wink 

Dreadful  1  yes,  indeed,  to  see  him  fall  and  bleed. 

Dying  in  full  life ; 
Leaying  his  children  dear,  to  mourn  and  suffer  here^ 

Endeared  to  his  wife  ; 
She  is  left  to  mourn,  he  '11  no  more  retell. 

Comfort  to  impart 
What  more  shall  we  say  ?  "  Independent  day '' 

O'erjoys  each  true  heart; 
Revive  sweet  liberty,  for  over  keep  us  free, 

To  heaven  our  tlianks  rise, 
Hail!  blest  WAsniNOTox,  thy  happy  toil's  done; 
^But  ours  is  the  prize. 


^■#1 


MOORE'S    HILL   COLLEGE, 
Loeaied  at  "  Moore's  HUl,  Dearborn  Co.,  Ind.'* 


Tnis  is  a  splendid  mansion,  three  lofty  stories  high. 
And  stands  upon  an  eminence  most  pleasing  to  the  eye ; 
The  rooms  are  fine  and  spacious,  nor  would  I  have  them 

less. 
The  railroad  bMOg  just  in  sight,  'tis  easy  of  aocesa. 

The  morals  of  the  place  are  very  pure  and  fair. 
No  gambling  shops,  or  doggeries — not  one  can  yon  find 
there ; 

*TIm  UnwlMgiiinlnf  idtliadafhartaopsrtof  tks  Acroitle. 
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lit  ptople  go  to  Chureb,  and  to  Aa  SiMialk  tkiool, 
It»  "kaep  the  Lord'i  Daj  holy,''  is  tbore  %  itaadiiig  rulii 

The  mind  and  morala  of  the  young  are  fostered  with  great 


If  yon  would  send  abroad  to  learn,  be  sore  to  send  right 

there; 
''The  &re  "  is  good  and  healthy,  "  the  bills ''  are  yery  low, 
I  'm  often  with  the  people,  and  ol&im  the  right  to  know. 

''The  fiumlty''*  is  hard  to  beat  in  ibis  or  any  State, 
The  improTwasiit  of  the  papils  is  wonderful  and  great ; 
The  hmof  f "ft  oft  enjoyed,  of  hearing  them  recite, — 
It  filled  my  heart   with  gratitude — my  soul  with  jwrf 
delight. 

I  smiled  and  wept  in  turn,  while  hearing  them  perform, 
They  'd  "calm  the  rolling  billows/'  and  thus  "control  the 

storm." 
Anon  "  the  warring  elements  "  would  dash  again  in  foam. 
And  Uke  "  the  waye-tossed  mariner,"  you  'd  almost  sigh 

for  home. 

But  each  performed  his  part  with  such  exquisite  skill, 
He  'd  chain  you  to  your  seat,  and  you  sU  ecuy  still ; 
The  "  music  by  the  choir,"  and  instrumental,  too. 
Was,  indeed,  "  a  treat"  to  me,  and  would  hare  been  to  you. 

The  ''declarations  and  essay  "  were  rich  in  " learned  lore," 
The  poetry  was  "  rich  as  cream,"  but  I  must  say  no  more ; 
"  The  friends  of  learning  "  eyery  where  should  patromat 

it  well. 
And  to  the  credit  of  the  State,  make  this  ^'JUu  Ooluoi'^ 

telL 


•ProAMon,  AAunh  Oartif,  Mid  Okott. 
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(X)TT0N'S  keefsakk. 


**  Fork  OTer ''  fireelj,  one  and  dU,'*  your  doUari  and  your 

dimet ;" 
''  Bread  cast  upon  the  waters/'  will  be  gathered  in  after 

times ; 
Long  may  this  Institution  bless  ovaproudf  young  "Hooflns 

State," 
And  here  "  I  rest  my  plea,"  and  pray,  and  hope,  and  wait 


N.  B.  I  oommenced  with  "Religion,"  and  eonelnde  with  her 
twin  sister,  "Literature."  I  here  offer  this  sentiment,  and 
pass: 

"  LiTXLLioKHCB  AND  ViRTui," — the  shlsld  and  oniameat  of 
of  the  Fair — the  "  life-guard  "  and  endonemmt  of  the  etemer  aeif 
the  "  main  pillars  in  the  Temple  of  Freedom.' 


END  OF  POEMa 


AUTOBIOGRAPHY. 


INTRODUCTION. 

I  HAYX  some  choice  Poems  from  a  dear  brother, 
aieee,  cousin,  and  friends,  to  which  I  had  intended 
to  treat  my  readers,  as  well  as  to  honor  and  grattfjf 
myaelf ;  bat  I  am  absolately  campdled  to  forego 
die  pleasure.  In  spite  of  all  my  efforts  at  ^^re* 
trenchment " — throwing  two  lines  into  one  where- 
erer  admissible,  and  a  resort  to  a  finer  type  than 
was  originally  intended,  as  seen  by  a  few  of  the 
first  pages,  my  own  Poems  have  occnpied  almost 
as  much  space  as  I  had  intended  to  occupy  with 
my  entire  book.  I  promised  only  a  small  book-~ 
I  wanted  only  a  small  book — ^because  large  books 
are  seldom  ever  worth  reading  thraughy  and  be- 
cause the  price  at  which  I  offer  it  will  not  pay  for 
one  of  that  character.  But  ^^  win  or  lose,"  I  must 
redeem  my  pledge  to  ^^give  a  sketch  of  my  own 
humble  life,  and  the  incidents  and  history  of  the 
county  and  country  for  the  period  of  time  that  I 
baye  resided  in  if 

(283) 
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A  mere  sketch — ^**a  bird's  eye  view" — under 
the  circamstances,  is  all  that  I  can  now  treat  my 
readers  and  patrons  to,  in  either  department,  lest 
my  book  should  be  utterly  too  voluminous  for  pe- 
rusal, to  say  nothing  about  the  profitableness  of  it 
to  the  Author.  Many  who  are  perfectly  terrified 
at  the  thought  of  having  to  travel  over  a  ponder- 
ous volume  in  search  of  any  kind  of  informationi 
scientific,  historical,  or  what  not,  wiU,  peradven- 
ture,  with  great  cheerfulness,  set  out  upon  a  short 
journey  to  accomplish  so  desirable  an  end.  Keep- 
ing this  ever  in  mind,  I  have  not  attempted  any 
thing  but  truth,  simplicity,  plainness  and  brevity, 
which,  I  think,  is  much  better  adapted  to  the  end 
I  wish  to  accomplish,  than  any  *^  rhetorical  flour- 
ishes and  embellishments,"  which  /,  at  least,  can 
eommand.  The  mind  will  not  thus  be  fatigued, 
^nor  the  memory  overcharged.  And  any  attempt 
to  impart  useful  information  in  a  pleasing  and  easy 
manner,  has  claims  to  that  praise  which  is  the  re- 
ward of  good  intentions.  And  with  this  the  Author 
win  be  abundantly  satisfied,  since  being  servioesble 
to  others  is  the  most  agreeable  and  sure  method 
of  becoming  content  and  happy  with  ourselves. 

THE  AUTHOR, 


AUTOBIOGRAPHY. 


It  has  been  very  beautifully  and  truthfully  said, 
ihat  ^^love  of  country  is  a  sentiment  natural  to 
man,  and  common  to  the  inhabitants  of  every  part 
of  the  globe;"  and  with  a  ^^Tankee**  this  feeling 
has  the  power  of  a  strong  passion.  It  must,  how- 
ereri  be  admitted  that  "  Yankee  "  is  not  always  a 
passport  to  favor  or  honor;  yet  who  ever  saw  a 
0on  of  New  England  ashamed  of  his  birthplace 
or  his  country  ?  From  every  and  any  place  under 
the  arched  canopy  of  heaven,  where  duty,  business 
'or  fortune  may  have  placed  him,  he  turns  his 
thoughts  and  affections  to 

"Thfl  land  of  his  birth,  and  the  home  of  hit  youth/' 

Kith  an  affection  which  distance  can  not  diminish, 
Aor  time  impair.  To  him,  ^^New  England"  is  a 
land  of  surpassing  loveliness  and  beauty.  K  her 
skies  are  not  deemed  as  bright  as  the  "sunny 
south,"  in  the  grandeur  of  her  mountain  summits, 
the  loftiness  of  her  forest  pines,  her  beautiful  bays 
and  islands,  he  finds  enough  to  make  his  early 
home  exquisitely  beautiful,  and  lovely,  and  dear  to 
luB  heart.  If  her  "  cloud-capped  mountains  "  are 
Ueak  and  bare,  her  placid  lakes  and  ponds,  her 
rivers  and  her  brooks  are  swarming  with  trout 
and  sahnon,  the  finest  of  all  the  ^^  finny  tribes,'* 

(285) 
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and  are  located  iritli  enchanting  loyeliness,  or  flow 
through  romantic  vales  and  flowery  meads.  Add 
to  this  her  proud  institutions  of  literature  and  re- 
ligion, which  claim  the  warmest  affection  of  his 
heart,  and  the  tribute  of  his  tongue ;  so  say  writers, 
and  so  say  I,  experimentally,  and  truthfully;  and, 
of  course,  I  am  proud  to  claim  Yankeedom  as  my 
birthplace.  Tradition  says  I  am  a  descendant  of 
the  Rev.  John  Cotton,  of  the  Plymouth  Colony. 
I  was  bom  April  20th,  1800,  in  what  is  now 
known  as  the  town  of  Pownal,  county  of  Cum- 
berland, and  State  of  Maine.  I  am  the  fourth 
of  nine  children — four  sons  and  five  daughters^— 
all  of  whom  are  living  unto  this  day,  except  a 
dear  brother,  next  younger  than  myself,  who  was 
cast  overboard  in  the  darkness  of  a  tempestuous 
night,  and  thus  drowned  at  sea,  poor  fellow,  as 
noticed  in  my  poems.  My  ever-cherished  father 
died  fifteen  years  ago,  at  the  age  of  seventy-five. 
My  venerable  and  dear  mother  still  survives,  and 
is  very  smart  and  active,  at  the  age  of  eighty-flv« 
years.  She  uses  neither  a  staff"  nor  glasses.  My 
parents  were  not  members  of  any  religious  society, 
but  sat  under  the  ministry  of  the  Presbyterian  or 
Gongregationalist  Church.  But  if  they  had  be- 
longed to  fifty  churches,  they  could  scarcely  have 
raised  their  children  with  more  tenderness  or  care. 
Vulgar  or  profane  language,  cruelty  to  fminnrig^ 
the  robbing  of  birds'  nests,  the  violation  of  the 
holy  Sabbath,  were  all  strictly  forbidden  and  re- 
ligiously enforced.    We  were  all  early  taught  the 
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urtffrTiimn,  to  repett  portioni  of  tlie  ncred  Scrip- 
tares,  to  bow  aronod  the  fratemt]  mud  tlie  mmtemil 
knee,  to  fold  onr  little  hands  and  use  onr  iafiuit 
tongues  and  lips  in  prayer  and  praise  to  God. 
To  this  earlj  religions  training,  as  I  hare  befiwo 
said,  I  am  indebted  for  afl  that  I  hare  that  is 
leaUy  worth  possessing.  Perhaps  I  can  saj  what 
fbw  of  mj  age  can  saj — a  corrupt^  Tnlgar,  blas- 
phemooSy  horrid  oath  never  escaped  m j  lips.  Ko, 
nerer.  And  the  thooght  is  exceedingly  comfort- 
ing to  my  heart,  now  that  I  am  bound  down  with 
infirmity  and  old  age.  My  parents  were  only  in 
comfortable  circomstances,  so  that  my  opportuni- 
ties for  acquiring  an  early  edacation  were  limited 
to  the  public  school  facilities,  which  afforded  from 
two  to  three  months  schooling  each  winter;  but  I 
made  the  very  best  of  that,  being  very  studious 
and  orderly  in  school,  and  always  secured  the 
q^robation  of  my  teachers;  and  although  ^tho 
hiroh  and  the  ferule"  were  in  great  repute  and 
eonstant  demand,  never,  no  never,,  save  anee^  in 
all  my  school-boy  days,  was  either  applied  to  me, 
and  that,  too,  very  lightly,  and  for  a  trivial  offense. 
All  that  I  now  know  beyond  ^'  the  rule  of  three  " 
or  proportion,  of  grammar,  geography,  natural 
philosophy,  chemistry,  astronomy,  law,  etc.,  I  have 
acquired  by  hard  and  close  application  to  my  books^ 
unaided  by  a  teacher,  since  I  was  a  married  man. 
My  spare  dimes  I  have  appropriated  to  books  and 
periodicals,  and  rainy  days  and  leisure  moments 
b  their  peruaaly  instead  of  squandering  them  awa j 
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at  the  hanntfl  of  yice  and  dissipation;  and  the 
banrest  I  am  now  reaping  is  rich  and  ample,  and 
foil  of  grateful  and  pleasurable  remembrances. 

I  have  before  shown  that  I  was  awakened,  con- 
▼erted,  and  joined  the  church  before  I  was  sixteen 
years  of  age.  At  a  little  past  seventeen,  I  was 
^  licensed  exhorter/'  at  twenty-one  a  preacher,  or^ 
dained  in  1825,  and  elected  to  elder's  orders  in 
1829,  which  relation  I  still  retain  in  the  church*— 
**  a  local  elder/'  I  believe  none  doubted  my  piety 
or  my  zeal  from  the  first  hour  of  my  conversion ; 
but  with  many  my  capacity  to  exhort  or  preach 
with  profit  to  the  church,  or  credit  to  myself,  was 
doubted  by  my  best  religious  friends;  and  but  for 
Joshua  Randall,  the  circuit  preacher,  who,  of  his 
own  voluntary  accord,  and  unknown  to  me,  made 
the  application  and  defended  my  case^  I  should 
not  then^  and  hard  telling  when,  if  ever,  have  en- 
tered the  work  of  the  ministry.  In  his  address 
to  my  class,  said  he:  ^^I  have  examined  him 
thoroughly,  and  though,  as  you  all  say,  he  is 
very  unlearned  and  awkward,  ^the  root  of  the 
matter  is  in  him/  His  studious  habits  and  love 
of  reading,  and  his  great  and  fervent  piety,  will 
bring  him  out,  and  you  will  be  astonished,  if  he 
lives,  to  see  what  an  eloquent  and  efficient  min- 
ister he  will  make.  Pass  him,  brethren,  on  mj 
responsibility;*'  and  they  did  pass  me  thna,  as  I 
learned,  for  the  first  time,  when  I  made  my  first 
visit  back  to  Maine,  after  an  absence  of  twelve 
loDgy  eventfiil  years.    In  some  sense,  I  may  say 
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without  vanity,  the  prediction  of  Brother  Randall, 
my  early  and  ever-chcrishcd  friend,  and  one  of 
the  ino8t  eminent  divines  in  the  land,  has  been 
realised.  But  how  much  more  abundantly  so 
would  it  have  been  had  I  early,  fully,  and  exclu- 
sively consecrated  myself  and  my  all  to  the  min- 
istry? From  a  very  humble  and  obscure  begin- 
BiDg,  the  little  celebrity  I  have  as  a  minister  has 
been  obtained  by  dint  of  close  application,  of 
dose  observation,  and  close  communion  with  God. 
What  has  been  said  of  an  eminent  divine  (so  far 
as  the  application  of  means  is  concerned),  may 
with  equal  emphasis  and  truthfulness  be  said  of 
me.  I,  too,  commenced  preaching  at  the  age  of 
seventeen  (for  my  exhorting  was  all  preaching), 
such  as  it  was,  and  ungainly  and  poor  at  that. 
Starting  out  in  my  ministerial  career  at  an  early 
ftnd  tender  age,  with  such  qualifications  only  as 
were  common  to  all ;  an  education  which  had  been 
little  more  than  commenced,  under  the  pressure 
of  many  disadvantages,  but  turned  to  some  little 
account  by  unremitted  devotion  to  elementary 
books,  and  private  study  in  leisure  hours. 

With  a  heart  and  a  will  to  go  forward  in  the 
great  work  I  had  assumed,  I  felt,  from  the  very 
first,  and  at  every  step  forward  in  my  official 
duties,  that  some  thing  beyond  the  ordinary  food 
of  the  mind  was  necessary  to  prepare  me  for  my 
pulpit  duties  and  responsibilities;  that  determined 
and  personal  energy,  application  and  efforts  were 

absolutely  and  indisputably  necessary  to  my  sue- 
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cess  either  to  fame  or  usefulness  as  a  ministor  of 
the  gospel  of  Christ;  and  relying  upon  divine  aid, 
I  did  and  have  applied  myself  accordingly,  as 
know  all  my  intimate  friends.  Without  guide  or 
model,  I  have  projected  and  explored  my  own 
pathway;  have  aped  no  man;  but,  from  beginning 
to  end,  have  been  my  original  self,  in  the  palpit, 
as  in  all  the  other  duties  and  relations  of  life. 
With  inexplicable  yearnings  to  learn  and  to  know 
the  means  and  expedients  that  I  have  been  driven 
to,  as  the  only  possible  condition  of  ability  and 
usefulness  as  a  minister  and  as  a  man,  can,  par- 
haps,  be  readily  imagined,  but  it  can  not  be  fully 
expressed  by  me,  or  by  my  friends  for  me. 
Yielding  to  the  yearnings  of  my  heart  to'  be  both 
good  and  useful,  I  appropriated  all  within  my 
reach  to  my  special  aid  and  benefit  Beading, 
writing,  reflection,  observation  and  experience,  all 
the  energies  of  body  and  mind,  were  invoked  and 
applied  to  for  light  and  guidance. 

The  midnight  lamp  has  often  found  me  at  my 
books.  Thought  demanded  materials,  and  ends 
exacted  means.  Without  constant  effort  for  men- 
tal growth  and  enlargement,  all  chance  or  hope 
of  success  was  forever  foreclosed.  Such  were  the 
circumstances  of  ignorance  and  want,  and  trial 
under  which  I  commenced  my  ministerial  career, 
and  during  which  time  I  must  have  pronounced 
at  least  some  three  or  four  thousand  sermons. 
And,  although  I  have  much  to  regret  that  my 
sermons   have    not   been   more    eloquent^   more 
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eflieient  for  good,  I  rejoice  that  they  have,  in 
Bome  sense,  been  serviceable  and  acceptable  to 
the  church,  and  that  I  never  have  knowingly 
trifled  with  myself,  with  my  high  and  holy  mis- 
sion, by  taming  it  to  worldly  advantage,  or  to 
tickle  or  please  the  fancies  of  others.  I  have 
taiher  sacrificed  all  my  worldly  hopes  and  aspirin 
tions,  that  I  might  ^^  make  full  proof  of  my  min- 
istry," and  "  finish  my  course  with  joy."  I  have 
not  ^'lied  to  the  Holy  Ghost"  to  please  any  man 
or  set  of  men,  for  personal  effect.  I  am  not  con- 
BcioQS  of  any  ambition  or  aspiration  nnworthy  the 
high  mission  of  ^'an  ambassador  of  the  Cross  of 
CJhrist."  But  feeble  and  ineflScient  as  they  have 
been,  they  have  been  my  very  best  efforts,  under 
all  the  circumstances;  and  I  have  often  been 
exceedingly  happy  and  joyful  in  their  perform- 
ance. In  '* breaking  the  Bread  of  Life"  to 
others,  my  own  soul  has  feasted  upon  the  heav- 
enly repast,  and  I  often  made  to  "rejoice  with 
joy  unspeakable  and  full  pf  glory."  So  much, 
then,  for  my  ministerial  career,  which  is,  in  all 
human  probability,  •  about  being  wound  up  and 
closed  for  ever.  And  I  am  cheered  with  the  hope 
that  I  shall  be  able  to  render  an  account  of  my 
stewardship  with  joy  and  not  with  grief,  through 
mercy  rich  and  free. 

My  recollection  runs  back  distinctly  to  an  occur- 
rence that  took  place  when  I  was  only  two  and  a 
half  years  old.  I  had  strolled  away  into  the 
ireoda  and  be^'im0  lost,  and  quite  a  search  was 
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made  for  me,  and  I  now  see  niy  cliori^hcl  fatlier 
as  he  approached  me  and  clasped  me  in  his  arms, 
«nd  I  feel  the  warm  and  almost  suffocating  kisses 
of  my  mother,  my  poor  distracted  mothery  when  I 
was  returned  to  her  all  safe  and  sound,  after  soTe- 
ral  hours  of  painful  solicitude  and  suspense*  It  is 
now  as  Yivid  and  fresh  to  my  mind  as  an  ocour- 
renee  of  yesterday.    I  have  also   an   indistinet  j 

recollection  of  an  incident  that  occurred,  perchanoSi  i 

a  little  before  that  time,  and  to  introduce  it,  I  will 
say,  that  my  good  mamma  says,  that  although  ^  fat 
and  hearty  as  a  pig,*'  I  cried  more  in  infancy 
than  all  her  other  eight  children  put  together; 
that  I  literally  bawled  both  ^^day  and  night," 
when,  for  the  life  of  her,  she  could  discoYer 
nothing  to  cry  for.  Of  course,  she  thought  me 
hardly  worth  raising,  and  let  me  bawl  it  out,  as 
bawl  I  would.  Well,  on  a  time,  I  went  into  the 
room  all  alone,  took  up  a  small  pair  of  tongs  that 
had  fallen  into  the  fire,  and  contrived  to  get  them 
astride  of  my  neck — the  sizzling  and  frying  opera- 
tion soon  commenced,  and  then  I,  as  usual,  com- 
menced bawling;  but  then  it  was  the  old  tune, 
and  my  mamma  let  me  sing  away.  At  last  she 
thought  that  there  was  a  little  more  empJiasis  than 
common,  and  concluded  to  look  after  me,  when, 
lo !  she  beheld  my  sad  predicament,  with  two  large  \ 

blisters  on  each  side  of  my  neck.     She  exclaimed,  \ 

^^You  little  sweet  dear,  you  are  crying  for  aome-  ^ 

thing  this  time,"  and  nearly  smothered  me  with  her 
kisses.    Hope  sprung  up  in  her  h^art.    I  had  given 
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evidence  of  some  little  sense,  at  any  rate^  and  she 
thought  that,  perchance,  I  might  be  worth  raising 
after  all.  And,  sure  enough,  only  see  what  a 
man  I  have  made  of  myself  from  so  unpromising 
a  beginning.  Wonderful ! ! !  I  now  tell  my  mam- 
ma that  I  suppose  my  intention  was  to  laugh 
instead  of  to  cry,  but  that  I  didn't  know  hov> 
The  tongs,  however,  set  me  right,  and  from  that 
day  up  to  my  present  illness,  I  have  laughed 
more  than  any  other  man  of  my  size  in  my  palmiest 
days,  and  that  is  saying  much.  "  Laugh  and  be 
&i,''  has  been  verified  in  me  to  the  very  letter. 
**  Despise  not  the  day  of  small  things,"  for  be- 
hold what  a  great  man  a  lUile  boy  will  make, 
sometimes. 

The  embargo  times,  and  the  war  times  of  1812 
are  still  fresh  upon  my  mind.  Preparatory  to  the 
war  was  the  embargo  act  to  call  in  our  own  ves- 
sels, and  to  keep  our  money  and  our  means  at 
home.  Our  privations,  of  course,  were  many  and 
exceedingly  severe.  We  used  pumpkin  and  sugar- 
tree  molasses,  sage  and  many  other  domestic  teas, 
carrot,  pea,  and  rye  coffee,  almost  exclusively. 
Our  mothers  submitted  to  it  without  a  murmur, 
because  the  rights  of  the  country  required  the 
sacrifice.  We  paid  from  $1.75  to  $2.00  per 
bushel  for  com,  and  from  $14  to  $18  per  barrel 
for  flour,  and  hauled  cordwood  from  eight  to 
twenty  miles  for  $1.50  to  $2.00  per  cord.  I 
drove  a  team  with  wood  many  a  day  and  night 
%X  those  rates.    We  would  start  for  Portland,  a 


294  ootton's  keepsake. 

distance  of  twenty  milefl,  at  sunget,  drive  all  nighty 
and  get  into  market  at  early  dawn  or  sunrise,  and 
if  we  met  with  a  ready  sale,  home  at  early  bed* 
time  in  the  winter;  otherwise,  at  a  very  late  or 
rather  early  hour  on  the  next  morning.  I  have 
been  so  overcome  with  fatigue,  and  cold  and 
broken  rest,  that  I  have  dropped  my  knife  and 
fork  a  dozen  times  while  eating  my  supper,  my 
good  mamma  standing  by  me  all  the  time  to  cheer, 
and  comfort  and  feed  me.  I  have  traveled  many 
a  mile  in  a  profound  sleep  by  the  side  of  my 
oxen,  got  hold  of  the  bow,  lost  myself,  woke  up 
and  found  myself  at  least  a  mile  ahead,  and  all 
this  for  a  mere  pittance,  hardly  enough  to  ^  keep 
soul  and  body  together."  Then  a  naked  crust  of 
bread  was  sweeter  than  the  richest  bridal  cake  I 
ever  tasted,  and  that  is  saying  a  great  deaL 
Tear  after  year  the  early  frosts  cut  oflF  our  crops,, 
and  we  had  to  depend  upon  southern  com,  which 
we  had  thus  laboriously  to  obtain.  Talk  aboat 
hard  times,  whosoever  may,  we  don't  know  her^ 
in  the  west  at  this  time,  the  fir%t  single  letter  in 
^^the  hard  times  alphabet."  These  reminiscences 
bring  tears  of  gratitude  to  my  eyes  at  this  moment. 
And  but  for  the  benefit  of  the  seaboard  and  her 
inexhaustible  fisheries,  I  see  not  how  we  could 
have  possibly  survived  total  starvation.  Our  coun- 
try, however,  produced  potatoes,  peas,  beans,  and 
garden  vegetables  in  a  fair  abundance/  and  we 
were  able,  by  a  great  deal  of  hard  labor  and 
economji  to  keep  ap  a  fair  dairy,  and  abeep  to 
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fiunish  US  the  materials  for  winter  apparel,  which 
our  mothers  and  sisters  carded  bj  hand,  and  spun 
a&d  wove  at  home. 

The  musio  of  the  spinning-wheel. 
The  shuttle  and  the  loom, 

greeted  as  from  early  dawn  till  nine  or  ten  o'clock 
•I  night.  I  fancy  I  see — I  hear  it  now,  and  I  am 
jonng  again — ^back  to  the  days  of  youth  and  child- 
hood— back  to  the  dear  parental  hearth — parental 
care  abd  protection,  and  the  fanciful  contemplation 
is  mournfully  sweet  to  my  heart. 

Bat  the  embargo  times  were  succeeded  by  others 
mate  severe  and  trying.  Our  husbands,  sons,  and 
bifothers,  either  by  "drafts*'  or  " enlistments,*' 
were  torn  from  home  to  meet  death,  perhaps, 

On  the  field  of  battle, 
Where  blood  and  carnage  clothe  the  grround  in  crimson, 

Sounding  with  death-groans. 

I  shall  never  forget  the  time  when  an  express  was 
■enit  into  my  neighborhood,  post-haste,  one  sabbath 
afternoon,  for  a  draft  of  so  many  to  be  made,  forth- 
with, and  to  be  at  Portland  on  the  next  day,  "  armed 
and  equipped  for  military  duty."  The  British  fleet 
lay  off  in  sight,  and  an  attack  upon  the  beautiful 
<aty  of  Portland  was  reasonably  anticipated.  That 
was  a  time  that  tried  men's  souls.  Some  responded 
to  the  draft  cheerfully,  and  seemed  eager  for  the 
fght.  Others  ingloriously  paid  almost  any  price 
for  a  substitute.  And  my  lady's  brother,  Benja- 
min, at  a  good  round  price,  took  the  place  of  one 
leii  coorageouB  and  less  patriotic,  perhiq^s,  though 
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it  must  be  admitted  that  circumstances  alter  caaet. 
If  ever  I  longed  to  be  a  man,  it  was  then,  when  I 
was  hardly  thirteen  years  of  age.  Bright  and 
early  on  Monday  morning,  our  brave  boys  bade  a 
hasty  adieu  to  home  and  friends,  and  amid  tears 
and  blessings  took  up  the  line  of  march  for  the 
post  of  danger  and  death,  to  defend  their  common 
country  or  die  in  her  common  cause.  But  so  it 
was,  after  lying  off  in  sight  for  some  time,  and  no 
doubt,  by  some  means  or  signals,  ascertaining  thafc 
we  were  ready  to  give  them  a  warm  receptioDi 
they  abandoned  the  intended  expedition,  and  hauled 
off  to  other  fields  of  operation,  and  many  of  out 
valorous  men  returned  home  after  an  absence  of 
several  weeks,  vexed  that  they  had  missed  a  fight. 
I  more  than  once  visited  what  is  called  Portland 
Neck  or  Promontory,  when  its  forts  and  barracks 
were  swarming  with  men  ^^with  nodding  plumes 
and  coats  of  uniform/'  I  hear  their  drums  and 
fifes,  I  see  their  then  marshal  tread  and  evolutions, 
and  catch  the  glowing  enthusiasm,  while  thus  I 
write,  as  in  the  days  "  Lang  Syne." 

The  Enterprise  and  Boxer  were  brought  into 
Portland  harbor,  and  I  went  on  board  and  saw 
both  in  a  somewhat  shattered  condition,  splintered 
and  battered  by  the  molten  messengers  of  ^^  death 
and  destruction."  Two  gallant  English  tars  were 
quartered  at  a  friend's  of  mine;  one  with  his  leg 
amputated  close  to  the  body,  another  with  a  grape* 
shot  lodged  in  the  cavity  of  his  bowels,  which 
oould  not  be  reached  or  safely  extracted*    Eveiy 
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possible  attention  and  kindness  was  paid  to  them 
that  hnmanity  and  skill  could  saggest.  And  I 
asked  myself  ifteriy  and  ask  every  body  now,  why 
should  those  men  be  so  mutilated  and  put  to  so 
much  pain,  when,  as  men,  we  had  nothing  against 
ihem  or  they  against  us?  And,  as  before  asked, 
Why  could  not  Nations,  as  well  as  States,  settle 
matters  of  dispute  by  ^^  a  legally  constituted  civil 
tribunal?"  Echo,  with  its  wonted  impertinence, 
as  if  to  mock  the  all-important  inquiry,  answers 
back — why  f 

When  the  startling  intelligence  swept  over  the 
land,  that  the  city  of  Washington,  the  Capitol  of 
the  Nation,  was  taken  and  pillaged,  ^Hhe  hearts 
of  patriots  died  within  them."  I  could  name  many 
that  I  now  see  in  my  mind's  eye,  as  they  moum- 
fclly  walked  the  street,  or,  gathering  together  in 
little  groups,  to  counsel  each  other  upon  the  sad 
and  disheartening  intelligence.  I  recollect,  too, 
some  of  the  anti-war  men,  who  seemed  to  exult 
that  they  were  not  committed.  And  with  great 
complacency,  as  though  they  were  sages  and  Solo- 
mons, they  would,  with  seeming  delight,  ^^  cast  into 
fteir  teeth,"  I  told  you  so.  Many  a  wakeful,  rest- 
less night  have  I  spent,  dreading  the  consequences, 
wishing  that  I  had  the  power  to  avenge  and  save 
my  country,  and  praying  God  to  interpose  in  our 
behalf.  And  when  I  learned  that  the  next  attack 
would,  in  all  probability,  be  made  upon  New  Or- 
leans, and  Gteneral  Jackson  had  charge  of  her 
dBfeniJe ;  every  night  at  my  youthful  prayers,  (for 
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I  was  taught  never  to  close  my  eyes  m  sleep  with- 
out prayer,)  yes  every  night  I  prayed  for  General 
Jackson,  of  whom  I  knew  nothing  up  to  this  time. 
Every  patriot  eye  was  turned  in  that  direction, 
and  New  Orleans  was  the  engrossing  theme  of 
thought,  of  conversation,  and  of  inquiry.  Between 
five  and  six  weeks  after  the  battle  of  New  Orleans, 
the  glad,  the  overwhelmingly  joyful  news  waa 
heralded  through  Maine  by  government  expresses 
on  horseback.  Put  your  horse  through  at  the  top 
of  his  speed,  as  far  as  he  can  go,  and  then  torn 
him  out  and  mount  another.  ^^  Uncle  Sam "  will 
foot  the  bill,  seemed  to  be  the  instruction.  Intelli- 
gence on  a  joyful  theme  like  this  could  not  be 
disseminated  through  the  land  in  less  than  five  or 
six  weeks !  Now  it  can  be  done  in  about  as  many 
seconds  of  time  ! ! !  What  an  age  of  improvement 
and  progress  truly. 

The  joyful  intelligence  from  New  Orleans  reached 
me  thus.  I  was  at  school,  about  one  mile  from 
home,  and  about  the  middle  of  the  afternoon, 
Josiah  Walker,  a  dear  cousin  of  mine  hove  in 
sight,  on  his  return  from  Portland,  with  his  oxen 
and  sled,  a  handkerchief  tied  to  the  top  of  a  long 
stake,  old  ^^  star  and  bright "  going  it  at  the  speed 
of  '^  double  quick  time,"  and  he  proclaiming  at 
the  top  of  his  voice  every  few  minutes,  ^^  General 
Jackson  has  whipped  the  British !  General  Jack- 
son has  whipped  the  British ! !''  The  whole  sdiool 
was  perfectly  electrified,  my  own  heart  beat  quick 
aad  free^  the  teacher  ran  out  to  make  inquiry,  and 
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i^arned  tbat  an  express  of  that  kind  had  juat  been 
received  at  Portland.  On  went  Josiah,  and  in  came 
tiie  teacher,  announced  the  joyful  news,  and  tamed 
us  all  out  in  a  hurr  j !  and  such  another  scamper- 
ing I  never  saw.  ^^  Without  stop  or  let "  I  has- 
tened home  at  the  top  of  my  speed,  and  nearly  out 
1^  breath,  I  burst  open  the  parental  door,  and  ex- 
claimed most  unceremoniously,  as  best  I  could, 
General  Jackson  has  whipped  the  British !  General 
Jackson  has  whipped  the  British ! !  0, 1  was  per- 
fectly frantic  with  delight;  almost  too  happy  to 
Kve;  and  recounting  the  scene  I  weep  too  much 
to  write,  and  must  pause  to  give  vent  to  my  feel- 
ings, pay  a  tearful  tribute  to  the  past,  and  a  grate- 
ful one  to  the  God  of  nations  as  well  as  of  men. 

Such  a  meeting  together  of  patriots,  such  re- 
joicings I  never  before,  or  never  since,  saw  or 
heard.  The  valleys  and  the  mountains  echoed 
baek  joy  and  tiianksgiving  and  praise  in  every 
direction.  And  from  that  day  to  this,  no  living 
man  ever  occupied  so  large  and  so  warm  a  seat 
in  my  affections  as  a  military  or  political  man  as 
General  Jackson.  This  is  the  key  that  unlocks 
(what  once  seemed  a  mystery  to  many)  my  devo- 
tion to  General  Jackson.  Mine  too  was  a  reason- 
able devotion,  as  all  the  good  and  great  every- 
where now  respect  and  venerate  his  memory,  and 
approve  his  general  policy.  Peace  to  his  quiet 
diist  and  immortality  to  his  memory,  and  justice 
and  truth,  and  freedom^  and  prosperity,  ahd  per- 
petuity to  the  interests  and  institutions  of  our 
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common,  onr  beloved,  our  heaven-fayored  coun- 
try. 

The  proclamation  of  peace  sent  a  thrill  of  joj 
to  every  patriot  heart  Bonfires  and  the  matter- 
ing roar  of  cannon  were  seen  and  heard  all  over 
the  land,  and  T,  perhaps,  the  happiest  boy  on  the 
globe.  I  couldn't  keep  still  nor  refrain  from 
expressions  of  infant  or  youthful  enthusiasm.  I 
have  seen  and  felt  much  in  my  time  of  suffering, 
privation,  and  hardship,  that  the  young  of  these 
days  are  strangers  to,  and  probably  ever  will  be. 
I  hope  they  will.  May  the  tocsin  of  war  never 
more  be  heard  in  the  land,  and  the  time  speedily 
come  when  ^^  swords  shall  be  beaten  into  plow- 
shares,'' and  "the  nations  shall  learn  war  no 
more."  I  would  fain  linger  here.  I  could  write 
a  whole  volume;  but  a  sketch  must  suffice,  and  I 
pass. 

At  the  age  of  sixteen,  while  attempting  to  put 
a  very  large,  heavy  log  of  wood  into  my  cart,  to 
haul  to  market,  I  felt  something  give  way  in  my 
stomach.  My  log  I  let  go,  sat  down  upon  it 
quite  faint,  recovered  a  little,  loaded  up  with  light 
wood,  went  to  North  Yarmouth,  a  distance  of  eight 
miles,  returned  home  very  sore  and  sick,  and  was 
laid  up  for  the  season,  spit  blood  profusely  from 
time  to  time,  for  a  long  season,  and,  in  fact,  never 
fully  recovered  from  it,  and  never  shall.  I  have 
Buffered  much  but  complained  little  on  that  score. 
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"a  night  with  a  bear." 

AvD  now,  boys,  for  that  bear  story,  which  I  have  prom* 
ifled  to  some  of  you.  At  the  ago  of  about  fourteen  years, 
I  WB8  sent  down  east,  as  we  called  it,  as  fiir  as  the  Sandy 
nTttTff  a  distance  of  some  sixty  odd  miles.  I  started  o^ 
''arlbot  and  alone."  The  evening  of  the  second  day,  at 
■onset,  found  me  within  eight  or  ten  miles  of  my  journey's 
end  Somewhat  weary,  but  full  of  ambition,  I  was  resoWed 
to  reftoh  my  uncle's  before  I  went  to  rest.  I  knew,  how- 
evwr«  thai  I  had  a  long  dreary  piece  of  woods  to  pass 
tkzoogh,  without  an  inhabitant  for  some  four  or  five  milea 
A  pari  of  the  way  a  pond  lay  on  either  side  of  the  road, 
and  all  the  way  through  a  thicket  of  pines.  I  entered  it 
JMt  at  dusk  of  evening,  with  a  new  moon  some  two  oir 
thne  hours  high,  and  shining  brightly,  with  here  and 
HiaTe  a  fleecy  cloud,  and  gentle  zephyrs  murmuring  in  the 
tne-tops.  A  little  boy,  all  alone,  and  far  from  home,  and 
in  a  land  noted  for  white-faced  bears,  which  were  often 
aeen  and  often  killed,  it  may  well  be  supposed  that  I 
plunged  into  this  gloomy  recess  with  a  palpitating  heart. 
But  manning  up  my  courage,  I  dashed  on,  seeing  strange 
sights  and  hearing  strange  sounds  from  the  forest  and  the 
poods.  I  had  got  on  full  half  the  way  through,  when  I 
was  "brought  up  all  standing,"  with  a  great  big  white- 
fiftoed  bear  just  ahead  of  me,  and  close  beside  the  road.  I 
first  thought  to  "take  the  back  track"  with  all  possible 
•peed,  but  a  second  thought  admonished  me  that  I  could 
not  possibly  escape  thus  that  distance  by  flight,  and  to 
halloo  would  be  useless,  and,  in  truth,  I  was  too  much 
firightened  to  halloo ;  and  there  I  stood  transfixed,  with  up- 
lifted hands,  and  with  my  staring  eyeballs  nearly  popping 
oot  of  their  sockets.  And  now  it  made  a  move ;  my  blood 
frose  in  my  veins.  I  must  do  some  thing,  and  that  right 
■con.  I  finally  concluded  that  if  I  had  to  run,  I  would 
ran  the  right  way;  and  as  the  bear  was  just  on  one  side 
ef  the  load,  I  would  take  the  other,  and  try  and  pass  him. 
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and  thought,  perftdventure,  at  an  even  race,  I  might  sare 
Bj  diatanea—ihafc  was  mj  only  hope.  ^^Onlj  think,  two 
days'  travel  from  home,  alone  in  a  dari:  and  k»«Ly  forest, 
out  of  sight  and  oot  of  hearing  of  every  living  mortal, 
save  Him  who  sees  and  hears  all  things.  It  moves  again, 
and  with  my  heart  in  my  month,  I  moved,  too,  and  dashed 
ahead,  with  my  eyes  riveted  upon  the  object  of  terror  that 
had  thns  beset  me;  and  as  I  got  just  opposite,  or  a  little 
turned  past,  I  saw  it  clearly,  just  in  the  attitude  of—*  big 
pine-stump  I  burned  all  over,  except  a  Httle  on  the  side 
toward  the  moon,  which  made  "a  great  big  bear  with  a 
white  face."  The  moving  was  a  pine  bough  waving  m. 
the  breese,  and  standing  between  me  and  the  stump.  I 
ventured  up,  and  scanned  all  the  premises  isarefiilly,  after 
the  Rubicon  was  passed.  I  laughed  and  I  wept,  and  with 
gratitude  to  Gk>d,  I  set  out  afresh  to  complete  my  journey, 
which  I  accomplished,  safe  and  sound,  before  bedtime. 
Receiving  a  warm  greeting  and  a  warm  supper,  I  was 
soon  in  a  wann  bed,  and  at  rest  in  soft  and  peaeeful 
slumbers.  Now,  boys,  ain't  that  a  considerable  of  a  bear 
story  after  all?  I  laughed  when  I  got  through  with  il^ 
and  so  may  you,  for  it  is  truly  laughabie. 

Before  I  farther  proceed,  I  will  record  another  little  oe- 
ourrence  in  my  life,  simple  though  it  be.  I  had  found  the 
drumming  log  of  a  partridge  (as  we  call  them)  upon  tiie 
mountain,  which  I  have  before  noticed  as  constituting  a 
part  of  my  father's  farm.  I  prevailed  upon  my  kind  good 
father  to  let  me  go  and  try  to  shoot  it,  when  I  was  qnite 
young.  So  loading  his  fowling-piece,  he  explained  all 
things  to  me  in  reference  to  taking  aim,  etc.,  fbr  I  had 
never  onco  shot  at  a  mark.  With  a  bounding  heart,  I  set 
out  to  climb  the  mountain  early  in  the  morning  I  found 
that  my  bird  was  drumming  again,  and  with  great  oantion 
I  approached  within  shooting  distance,  behind  the  oovert 
of  a  large  tree,  and  there  stood  the  bird,  which  had  got 
sight  of  me,  and  just  as  he  was  about  to  jump  off  the  lo& 
^ang  went  my  gun,  and  down  fell  my  bird  vdth  a  deadly 


AinOBIOGRAFHT.  808 

■hoi;  and  the  way  I  gathered  it  up,  and  hastened  home, 
is  no  one's  particular  business  except  my  own.  General 
Jaekson  at  New  Orleans,  or  General  Taylor  at  Buena 
Yista,  or  General  Scott  at  Vera  Crux  or  the  City  of 
Mezioo,  did  not  feel  to  be  a  greater  general  tfaaa  I  did 
when  I  shot  and  took  my  first  partridga  There  is  not 
one  scene  in  my  whole  life  tbal  I  remember  with  more 
distinctness  or  livelier  eao^ns.  How  these  early  impres- 
nona  cling  to  the  Bind ;  and  with  what  a  proud  step  I 
entered  my  home,  with  my  bird  in  my  hand,  may  be  im- 
a^ned,.  but  can  not  be  expressed.  I  took  the  second  in 
0^9  same  triumphant  manner.  The  third  I  missed,  and 
if  I  had  lost  an  empire,  I  could  scarcely  have  felt  more 
ereet-fallen,  chagrined  and  vexed  than  I  did  then.  I  felt 
as  though  I  could  crawl  through  a  half-inch  augur-hole, 
as  the  saying  is,  or  that  I  was  attenuated  to  a  point  and 
eot  off;  and,  from  that  day  to  this,  I  have  learned  that  no 
MTthly  bliss  is  abiding;  but,  as  the  old  pump-handle  said, 
**  there  are  a  great  many  ups  and  datDns  in  life/' 
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hi  the  years  of  1816,  '17  and  '18,  what  was  then  called 
tiie  ''Ohio  Fever,"  prevailed,  to  a  very  great  extent  through- 
out the  Eastern  States,  especially  in  the  State  of  Maine, 
my  own  natal  State.  And  many,  during  these  years,  sold 
OQt  their  possessions,  bade  adieu  to  their  weeping  friends 
and  "  the  scenes  of  youth  and  childhood,"  and  emigrated 
to  the  then  "far  west"  In  the  fall  of  1817,  fifteen  families 
from  about  one  neighborhood,  and  eleven  of  them,  with 
ten  wagons  and  twenty-four  horses,  and  seventy-eight  souls, 
started  off  together  from  Cumberland  county,  in  one  day. 
It  was  a  great  move,  and  excited  the  curiosity  of  the 
eonntry  through  which  they  passed;  they  were  spoken  of 
as  the  great  *'  land  fleet."  Their  route  was  through  tha 
liDwiriftil  city  of  Portland,  Haverhill,  to  Albany,  thenoa  «p 
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the  fertile  yalley  of  the  Mohawk,  thence  aorow  to  Ole^a 
Point,  on  the  head-waters  of  the  Alleghany,  thenoe  down 
the  river,  in  boats  and  on  rafts,  to  Pittsburg,  thenoe  dovn 
the  beautiful  Ohio  to  Lawrcncoburg,  in  Indiana,  where 
they  cost  anchor,  cabled  up,  and  sought  each  a  resting 
place  and  a  homo  in  the  then  wilds  of  the  west;  and  moet 
of  them  located  on  what  was  then  called  Green  Brier 
RidgO)  now  known  as  the  pleasant  village  of  Manchester; 
among  whom  was  the  Kev.  Daniel  Plummer,  so  favorably 
and  extensively  known. 

In  the  fall  of  1818,  the  writer  emigrated  '*  westward  hoi" 
Sailed  from  Portland  to  the  monumental  city  (Baltimore 
thence  across  the  mountains  to  Pittsburg,  thence  down  the 
Ohio  to  the  abode  of  his  old  friends  and  acquaintances, 
(more  than  two  months'  joumev — it  may  now  be  traveled 
in  three  days,)  found  them  all  well,  received  a.  cordial  wel- 
come, and  verily  a  happy  meeting  it  was. 

Shortly  after,  he  was  married,  according  to  the  Qood 
Book;  for  he  most  emphatically  '*left  father  and  mother'' 
(dear  and  revered  names),  and  clove  unto  her  to  whom  he 
was  affianced ;  reared  him  a  cabin,  and  settled  in  the  woods. 
All  was  one  vast  unbroken  wilderness  around  him,  save 
here  and  there  a  little  cabin  and  a  small  openingi  the 
labor  of  the  new-comers  the  previous  year.  These  were 
scattered  about  on  what  was  then  Green  Brier,  as  before 
observed;  so  called  by  hunters,  because  of  the  prevalence 
of  a  brier  of  that  color  that  abounded  in  the  forest,  ^ij 
cabin  was  far  removed  from  any  other  habitation,  "  solitary 
and  alone,''  at  first  I  had  bushed  out  a  wagon-track,  as 
we  call  it,  and  had,  also,  ** blazed''  a  foot-path,  a  "nearer 
cut"  to  the  sottlemont.  My  mind  reverts  with  an  inde- 
Bcribablc  emotion  to  that  period  of  my  life.  Many  is  the 
time  and  oft  that  I  have  entered  this  dismal  and  solitary 
homeward  path,  when,  for  a  good  part  of  the  way,  it  was 
80  dark  that  I  could  not  see  my  hand  to  save  me — was 
compelled  to  feel  out  the  path  with  my  feet;  with  my  heart 
in  my  mouth,  my  hair  well  nigh  erect,  and  my  blood  nearlj 
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endled,  for  tho  prowling  wolves  were  aboat  my  path,  and 
had  often  raised  their  hideous  yells  in  my  very  door-yard. 
Indian  habitations  and  tragedies,  fresh  upon  the  mind,  in 
this  dark  solitude,  and  lost  in  these  dark  meditations,  when 
all  of  a  sudden  off  would  bound  some  thing  with  an  unfa- 
miliar tread,  and  then  a  hideous  yell  of  wah-wah-wah-wah, 
ho-lio-ho-ho.  The  shock  over,  you  would  feel  thankful  to 
find  your  scalp  safe,  and  that  the  causes  of  your  affright 
the  bounding  of  the  affrighted  deer,  and  the  night-owl, 

in  hoarser  harmony,"  tuning  its  vesper  notes  of  praise. 

Onward  you  would  wend  your  dubious  way,  until  your 
would  catch  the  unearthly  melody  of  a  familiar  "  hoo- 
hoo,"  which  your  anxious  and  lonely  wife  would,  ever  and 
anon,  send  over  the  dark  forest,  to  cheer  your  heart  and 
direet  your   steps.     Reader,    this   is   no   fanciful   sketch. 
Often   have   I   heard  that  welcome   sound,  compared  to 
which  the  music  of  Orpheus  and  the  mellow  notes  of  the 
iBolian  harp  would  be  grating  discords.     As  you  came 
near  home,  you  would  see  a  brisk  light,  and  your  wife 
■tanding  in  the  door,  as  if  to  penetrate  the  gloom  to  get  a 
glimpse  of  you.    At  your  approach,  she  would  fly  to  meet 
yon  at  the  bars,  and  greet  you  with,  *'  My  dear,  are  yon 
oomet    I  have  been  so  alarmed  for  you;  the  wolves  have 
been  howling  back  here  ever  since  dark.    01  I  am  so  glad 
that  you  have  arrived  safely.''      Aa  you  enter  your  neat 
eabin-home,  you  find  supper  has  been  long  waiting;  your 
little  boy  asleep,  whom  you  kiss  again  and  again ;  then 
jon  give  thanks  and  eat;  and  after  prayers,  retire  to  rest, 
and  after  telling  many  a  long  yarn,  and  recounting  the 
mercies  of  Qod,  you  fall  asleep  in  the  kind  embrace  of 
Horpheus,  and  your  rest  is  sweet 

Sometimes,  as  you  were  going  through  the  woods  with 
a  hiokory  torch,  you  would  frighten  all  the  beasts  and 
Inrds  along  your  track,  and  they,  in  turn,  would  frighten 
joo.  I  remember,  as  though  it  were  yesterday,  that  when 
eiNning  home  through  a  by-path,  with  a  torch  in  my  hand, 
thai  cast  a  dark  circle  all  around  me  amid  the  green 
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fbliage,  when  all  of  a  sudden  I  beheld  two  flamng  balls 
of  fire,  that  looked  frightful  indeed.  What  could  it  be? 
They  moved,  they  disappeared ;  with  a  kind  of  snort  and 
a  bound  it  passed  off,  and  came  upon  you  in  another 
direction,  and  then  the  same  blazing  balls  of  fire  were 
staring  you  full  in  the  face.  I  tell  you,  reader,  it  would 
bring  one  unaccustomed  to  a  forest  life  "  all  up  standing." 
Conjecture  was  baffled,  and  all  I  had  to  do  was  to  trust  in 
God  and  go  ahead.  It  soon  left  me,  and  I  passed  on  to 
receive  another  cordial  welcome  home,  wiUi  abnndaot 
matter  of  conjecture,  and  for  an  hour's  chat.  It  was  evi- 
dently a  deer,  as  I  afterward  learned.  Hunters  sometimes 
kill  them  in  that  way;  it  was  called  '* firing  deer;"  their 
glaring  eyeballs  reflect  the  light  in  this  manner.  The 
hunters  took  many  of  thorn,  and  wild-turkeys  in  abun- 
dance. Well,  notwithstanding  I  was  unaccustomed  to  a 
forest  life,  and  was  often  put  up  to  all  I  knew  to  get  along 
with  the  strange  sights  and  sounds  that  accosted  me,  yet 
many  a  time  and  often  have  I  left  my  bed  at  midnight, 
and  gone  far  out  into  the  woods,  to  relieve  my  fiuthfol 
Jowler,  when  he  would  raise  the  yell,  to  let  me  know  that 
he  had  some  thing  treed.  If  it  was  on  a  sapling,  I  was 
sure  it  was  only  an  opossum ;  I  would  fell  it,  and  Jowler 
was  ready  for  him.  If  on  a  large  tree,  I  was  sure  it  was 
a  coon;  would  strike  up  a  fire,  and  wait  till  morning, 
when  one,  two  or  three  coons  were  sure  to  be  taken. 
Jowler  never  missed  fire,  though  I  often  shot  wide  of  the 
mark.  Those,  after  all,  were  happy  days;  and,  indeed, 
there  is  some  thing  so  fascinating  and  romantic  in  the  life 
of  a  backwoodsman,  that  I  often  sigh  for  those  days  again. 
But  I  must  forbear,  and  hasten  to  my  story. 

About  the  middle  of  Nov.,  1822,  more  than  thirty-five 
years  ago,  I  and  my  lady,  with  our  only  child,  a  little  son 
about  two  years  old,  had  been  to  Mrs.  C.'s  father's,  and 
had  tarried  until  8  or  9  o'clock  in  the  evening,  when  we 
started  home,  about  a  mile  in  the  unbroken  forest.  The 
moon  was  shining  beautifully,  about  an  hour  and  a  half 
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Mf^i — ft  ftw  fleecy  eloadfl  were  floating  graeefnUy  in  the 
keaTene — the  moanings  of  the  night  winds  as  they  gently 
marmared  through  the  tall  tree-tops,  the  rustling  of  the 
Mre  and  falling  leaves,  the  shadowing  of  the  silver  queen 
of  night  as  she  was  gently  sinking  to  rest,  and  the  deep 
•olitade  that  surrounded  us,  cast  a  kind  of  pleasing  melan- 
elioly  around  our  homeward  path.  Still  we  were  happy, 
and  were  beguiling  the  moments  with  some  agreeable  chat» 
when  all  of  a  sudden  Mrs.  C.  cried  out,  "my  dear,  there's 
A  wolf  I"  Just  at  that  moment,  my  eye  caught  the  object^ 
■ome  four  or  five  yards  to  my  right,  in  an  old  tree-top, 
eofered  with  green  briers.  I  had  just  passed  a  large  tree 
tiiat  stood  on  the  edge  of  the  path.  I  stepped  back  in  a 
Bioment,  and  Mrs.  0.  coming  up,  we  stood  behind  it  to- 
gether, and  by  side  glances  endeavored  to  a8certai|  what 
kind  of  a  customer  we  had.  I  discovered  some  ammal  in 
a  crouching  position,  but  the  deep  shade  that  enveloped 
him,  and  my  own  excited  feelings  were  such  that  I  could 
anive  at  no  satisfactory  conclusion.  In  a  moment  or  two 
he  squatted  flat  upon  the  ground.  I  tried  to  hope  that  it 
was  Jowler  that  had  come  out  to  meet  us.  Mrs.  C.  said 
no ;  fearful  to  have  him  approach  even  if  it  were  him,  I 
ordered  him  home  again  and  again ;  but  it  was  "  all  no  go." 
**  Yon  are  right,  my  dear,"  said  I,  **  it  is  not  Jowler,  sure 
onon^,  and  we  must  do  something  soon,  or  the  moon  will 
be  down,  and  we  left  entirely  in  the  dark.  Now  do  you 
take  bub  and  go  ahead,  and  I  will  stand  here  and  keep 
the  animal's  attention  on  me,  and  when  you  get  a  good 
•tart  I  vrill  then  follow,  and  if  I  shall  be  devoured,  better 
one  perish  than  all.  Take  good  care  of  yourself  and  bub^ 
and  meet  me  in  heaven,  for  if  it  is  (jod's  will  to  call  me 
hence,  I  feel  through  mercy  that  I  am  not  altogether  dis- 
qnalified  or  unwilling  to  ga 

"  Do  yon  think  that  I  would  leave  you  here  alone  to  be 
devoured  by  wolves?  No,  never,"  said  Mrs.  C.  "I  can 
■ever  do  that;  I  will  stay  by  yon  be  the  result  what  it 
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All  the  remoiutnciioes  were  vain,  and  I  gave  it  up.  9m 
wished  me  to  throw  the  animal  a  bit  of  fresh  meal  irbkh 
we  were  taking  along  for  break&st,  and  then  immediacy 
■tart  I  had  many  objections  to  this,  bat  told  her  to  start 
with  bub  and  I  would  stand  between  them  and  harm,  and 
if  the  animal  followed  I  would  throw  it  to  him  and  we 
would  escape  for  life.  It  was  a  critical  moment,  but  we 
finally  mustered  fortitude  to  start ;  my  eyes  nearly  popfdng 
out  of  their  sockets,  being  so  intensely  fixed  upon  my  nar 
welcome  guest  I  fancied  I  saw  him  move  as  we  set  fbiihy 
my  hair  seemed  to  stand  erect ;  my  blood  to  curdle  in  my 
▼eins  as  I  almost  fancied  his  fangs  upon  me.  But  no  I 
there  he  lay  until  wo  had  gained  the  distance  of  a  rod  or 
more,  then  turning  my  eye  away,  we  "put  out  in  double 
quicl^Hpe,"  for  our  lone  cottage  in  the  wilderness,  some 
half  Idle  off.  We  had  not  gone  far  when  we  heard  Idm 
trotting  on  the  leaves,  taking  a  cross  cut  toward  the  housei 

"  It  must  be  Jowler,"  said  I,  "  but  let  us  hasten."  Whra, 
however,  we  arrived  at  the  bars,  Jowler  came  out  of  hk 
kennel,  and  bade  us  welcome  home,  and  happy  indeed  were 
we  to  be  there  all  safe  and  sound.  As  we  entered  Jowler 
went  in  with  us.  We  had  hardly  seated  ourselres  and 
were  with  gratitude  talking  of  our  wonderful  escape,  and 
nearly  smotiiering  our  little  babe  with  kisses,  not  haying 
yet  struck  up  a  light,  when  Jowler  began  to  sniff,  and 
going  to  the  door  raised  a  portentous  growl.  I  suddenly 
opened  the  door,  when  lo  I  there  sat,  on  the  doorstep,  the 
cause  of  our  affright,  and  made  a  bound  to  enter.  I  oau^t 
him  and  Jowler  between  the  door  and  both  went  out  to- 
gether. After  a  short  scuffle  Jowler  played  off,  and  my 
friend  came  and  sat  down  again  upon  the  door-step. 

The  moon  had  about  gone  down,  and  having  what  W6 
called  in  those  days,  a  "  stoop  "  over  the  door,  I  could  not 
yet  determine  what  it  was,  but  concluded  that  I  had  had 
enough  of  him  for  once-— that  I  would  try  and  give  him 
his  walking  paper;  and  having  neither  axe  or  rifle  at  handt 
I  took  the  fire-pole,  opened  the  door  a  little— Mrs  OotteM 
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4»dld  it  I  tbnist  out  ^e  fire-pole — a  small  hand-epik 
and  brodght  down,  full  tilt  upon  his  pate,  a  fiur  liok  that 
would  well  kiigh  have  felled  a  beef  He  tumbled  oyer, 
without  the  least  outcry,  not  even  thanking  me  for  my 
sinking  attachment ;  picked  himself  np  in  a  moment,  and 
bounded  over  the  fence  like  a  dart,  and  Jowler  after  him, 
hut  he  soon  returned  without  treeing  him,  or  coming  in 
contact  with  him. 

What  it  was,  I  could  not  contrive.  I  was  now  satisfied 
that  it  was  no  wolf,  and  a  panther  had  not  once  entered 
my  imagination,  and  well  that  it  had  not.  After  return- 
ing thanksgiving  and  praise  to  our  unseen  but  kind  d^ 
liverar,  we  went  to  rest,  and  our  slumbers  were  sweet  as 
our  rude  home  was  lovely  and  pleasant  In  the  morning, 
I  went  to  an  old  woodsman  residing  some  distance  ofi*,  to 
(•port  the  case  and  ask  for  information. 

"  Why,''  he  said,  "  it  was  a  panther.  He  had  scented 
your  fresh  meat,  and  had  waylaid  your  path.  He  was 
just  in  the  act  of  bounding  upon  you  when  yon  discovered 
him.  Yonr  timely  discovery  and  the  tree  baffled  him.  He 
intended  to  have  waylaid  you  again,  and  wonld  have  done 
it  if  yon  had  given  him  time.  No  light  being  in  the  house, 
be  was  intent  to  follow.  There  are  panthers  about — ^I  hare 
heard  them.  It  is  a  wonderful  escape  that  you  have  made, 
truly." 

And  then  I  recollected  all  the  panther  stories  I  had  ever 
read,  and  saw  them  all  verified  to  the  letter,  in  the  manoon- 
Bering  of  my  "  unknown  guest."  And  at  the  recognition, 
my  blood  chilled  again,  and  I  adored  the  hallowed  name  oi 
my  great  deliverer,  who,  for  vnse,  and  great  and  good  par- 
poses,  mercifully  preserved  me,  perhaps  to  proclaim  salrar 
tion  to  the  sons  of  men,  and  to  take  part  in  the  great  and 
gbrioos  Temperance  enterprise;  and  I  trust,  in  that  par- 
tieolar,  that  I  have  not  been  spared  in  vain. 

Be  that  as  it  may,  X  and  my  good  lady  still  survive.  My 
ion,  my  dear  lamented  son,  died  several  years  ago,  leaving 
Up  «oeoiid  wile  and  three  children  behind  him.    Two  other 
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liitla  sont  And  our  onlj  daaghter,  and  the  sweetest  one 
that  ever  blessed  a  parent,  sleep  beside  him  in  the  peae»> 
ful  grave.  Our  only  surviving  child  is  a  son,  married  and 
settled  in  Illinois.  I  incidentally  note  these  things  herei 
Jowler,  poor  fellow,  my  faithful,  trusty  friend,  came  to  a 
tragical  end  many  long  years  aga  0,  what  changes  have 
occurred  since  that  fearful  night!  The  howling  wilder- 
ness has  become  as  the  garden  of  God.  Fine  farms,  and 
orchards,  and  mansions,  and  school  houses,  and  seminaries* 
and  colleges,  and  churches,  and  turnpikes,  and  canals,  and 
railroads,  and  telegraphs  surround  me  on  every  side.  (See 
my  Forest  Ode.)  And  I  am  now  writing  this  sketch  within 
one  mile  of  the  spot  where  I  vnis  beset  with  that  panther, 
which  I  might  have  killed,  and,  no  doubt,  should,  had  I  not 
been  under  the  impression  that  it  was  old  father  Mead's 
yellow  dog  that  had  become  lost.  In  a  forest  life,  *'Love 
me  love  my  dog,"  is  true  to  the  letter.  The  real  panther 
or  his  mate  was  shortly  beheld  sunning  himself  in  the 
lofty  tree  tops,  by  one  of  my  neighbors,  when,  quick  as 
thought  his  rifle  was  at  his  shoulder,  his  eye  darting  along 
the  iron  tube  of  death.  The  leaden  messenger  summoned 
him  to  surrender  forthwith,  which  was  instantly  responded 
to,  and  he  was  borne  off  in  triumph,  as  others  had  been 
before  him.  This  one,  however,  appeared  to  be  "what 
the  shoemaker  threw  at  his  wife,"  as  we  neither  saw  nor 
heard  anything  more  about  panthers  in  the  neighborhood 
after  that. 

Tender  and  thrilling  recollections  of  the  past  eome  rash* 
ing  back  upon  me  as  thus  I  write,  and  admonish  me  that 
life  is  short  and  uncertain — ^that  this  earth  is  not  my 
home,  nor  would  I  have  it  be.  And  oh  I  forbid  it  heaven* 
that  this  beautiful  world  should  be  any  the  worse  off  for 
my  having  been  in  it.  But  I  must  forbear,  with  gratitude 
to  God,  and  with  a  thrilling  and  abiding  interest  do  I 
cherish  the  remembrance  of 

"The  night  I  spent  with  a  panther.'' 

Beadei^— my  unTanushed  and  simple  story  is  toU-* 
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initb,  ererj  word  tratb.  And  here  for  the  preseiit  I  take 
my  leave  of  you,  and  hasten  to  my  prayers  and  repose. 
Good  night  children,  and  happy  dreams  to  yon  all. 

Presuming  that  the  reader,  like  myself,  feels  much  i«- 
fireshed,  I  ask  him  to  go  back  with  me  to  old  Maine,  onoe 
more,  to  see  if  I  was  not  a  little  extra  in  youth,  if  not  m 
old  age. 

When  father  Noyes,  that  sainted,  good  man,  had  sold 
oat,  in  order  to  accompany  his  favorite  minister,  the  Rev. 
Daniel  Plummer  and  others  to  the  then  "  Far  West,"  I,  of 
ooorse,  was  only  seventeen  years  of  age,  and  utterly  too 
young  ordinarily  to  think  about  getting  married.  But  our 
ftmilies  were  on  terms  of  intimacy,  and  his  daughter  too 
bright  a  jewel  in  my  estimation,  to  be  lost  without  an 
eflbrt,  and  as  she  was  about  to  be  removed  to  what  then 
appeared  to  be  the  uttermost  verge  of  civilization,  if  not 
tiie  very  ''jumping  off  place,"  I  thought,  and  thought 
oorreeUy,  too,  that  what  I  did  I  must  do  quickly ;  it  was 
with  me  now  or  never.  So,  after  mature  deliberation,  I 
fought  a  favorable  opportunity,  and,  with  suitable  apolo- 
gies, introduced  the  subject  to  my  lady-love,  and  then 
postponed  the  matter  for  mutual  deliberation.  My  suit 
luETing  met  with  a  favorable  reception,  I  thought  myself 
Ibrtunate  and  happy  beyond  description.  But  then  there 
mre  difficulties  still  in  my  pathway,  to  be  surmounted  or 
removed,  before  my  golden  dreams  could  be  realised.  I 
mm  quite  young — several  years  before  I  should  be  of  age — 
iod  then,  perchance,  her  family  might  be  opposed  to  the 
•rrangement,  even  if  I  should  ever  be  able  to  find  her 
again.  I  knew  that  at  the  proper  time,  and  under  proper 
orcumstances,  mine  could  not  possibly  be  better  pleased. 
But  how  now  I  could  not  say.  And  that  I  might  not 
make  a  fool  of  myself,  nor  disappoint  my  fair  friend,  I 
determined  at  once  to  know  "just  how  the  land  lay,"  in 
every  direction.  So  I  first  took  my  good  mamma  and  father 
•aide,  and  opened  my  heart  and  affairs  to  them,  offering 
M  an  apology  for  my  early  move,  that  it  waa  now  or 
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neTer.  And  thai,  if  they  auented  to  the  arrangomenth  I 
wanted  them  to  let  me  follow  her  "out  west,"  the  next 
year.  To  my  great  joy,  I  found  it  all  right  in  that  direo- 
tion.  I  then  named  the  thing  to  father  and  mother  Noyet, 
told  them  I  was  too  young  to  talk  about  such  things,  but 
that  oiroumstances  altered  cases ;  that  they  were  going  far 
away,  and  I  did  not  want  to  build  up  false  hopea.  And 
I  had  the  unspeakable  pleasure  to  find  it  all  right  in  thai 
direction ;  so  that  the  entire  coast  was  now  clear.  Nay, 
more,  father  Noyes  offered,  with  the  consent  of  my  parentis 
to  take  me  along  and  use  me  in  all  things  as  one  of  the 
family  until  I  chose  to  set  up  for  myself.  But,  being  ia 
poor  health  from  my  injured  breast,  and  desirous  of  a 
little  more  schooling,  I  chose  to  tarry  behind  for  at  least 
one  year;  and  if  that  wasn't  a  long  year  to  me,  **X 
would  n't  say  it,"  *pon  honor.  But  the  year  wore  away  at 
last,  the  20th  of  Soptoxnber  arrived,  and  I  bade  parents 
and  friends,  and  home  farewell — a  little  past  the  age  of 
eighteen  years — and,  all  alone,  started  for  the  object  of  my. 
affection  and  hope.  As  before  stated,  sailed  from  Portland 
to  Baltimore,  crossed  the  mountains  "afoot  and  alone,"  to 
Pittsburg,  got  on  board  a  family  boat  (for  there  were  no 
steamboats  then  to  be  relied  upon)  and  by  several  changes 
from  one  boat  to  another,  I  at  last  found  myself  safely 
landed  at  Lawrenceburgh,  on  the  10th  of  December,  1818, 
a  journey  of  almost  three  months  time,  which  i^peared 
to  me  almost  an  age.  My  friends  out  west  being  advised 
of  the  time  of  my  departure,  had  abandoned  me  for  lost, 
nearly.  It  can  be  traveled  over  now  in  two  days.  My 
safe  arrival  was  greeted  with  a  hearty  welcome  by  the  old 
folks,  and  as  to  the  balance  it  may  be  guessed  at  Suffice 
it  to  say,  that  I  was  shortly  after  married,  and  before  I 
was  nineteen  years  of  age.  And  in  little  more  than  a  year 
aflor  that,  we  were  blessed  with  the  little  son  we  had  with 
ns  when  we  were  beset  by  that  panther.  Now  what  young 
man  can  boast  of  a  greater  adventure  than  my  marriage 
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«mng«ment,  or  to  do  it  ap  in  a  more  manly  or  bosinefls- 
£ke  manner? 

My  whole  history  has  been  odd  and  peculiar,  like  myselC 
It  was  thus  that  I  found  myself  "a  western  man,^  and  in 
many  respects  that  was  the  making  of  ma  Thrown  upon 
my  own  resources  at  an  early  age,  and  that,  too,  without 
money  or  means,  I  learned  to  economize  in  time,  in  ex- 
penditures, and  in  every  thing  else — eschewed  the  ardent 
ttid  the  weed,  and  made  the  most  and  the  best  of  all  the 
BMana  in  my  power,  consistent  with  all  my  personal  and 
official  duties.  And  if  I  never  have  enjoyed  abundance,  I 
have  noTer  really  suffered  want.  Though  many  a  time  I 
hare  fennd  myself  *'  hard  run  "  to  keep  along.  But  dili- 
genee,  patience,  and  perseverance  have  thus  far  took  me 
iafely  through. 

The  country  being  new,  I  soon  found  myself  in  demand 
SB  a  teacher,  as  well  as  a  minister,  orator,  and  lecturer. 
Have  taught  school  more  or  less  every  year  since  1821, 
three  years  only  excepted — in  solid  time  about  twelve  years, 
and  have  had  not  less  than  sume  two  thousand  pupils 
aroand  me.  Some  of  whom  have  worked  their  way  to 
honorable  distinction  and  usefulness — and  one,  at  least, 
into  the  penitentiary;  and  a  few  others  I  could  name,  will, 
in  all  human  probability,  graduate  at  that  State  institution, 
or  be  elongated  in  a  hempen  necklace.  So  look  sharp 
boyi,  "lest  you  fall  into  an  evil  net'' — ^bring  reproach 
upon  yourselves,  and  your  parents  with  sorrow  to  the  grave. 
I  early  learned  to  use  love  and  kindness  instead  of  harsh- 
ness in  the  schoolroom,  and  1  have  found  it  to  work  like  a 
charm.  My  experience  and  observation  as  a  teacher,  I 
should  like  to  communicate  in  full,  for  the  benefit  of  all 
the  parties  concerned ;  but  my  book  being  already  too  large, 
I  must  omit  it  here.  Suffice  it  to  say  that,  almost  all 
children  can  be  governed  by  mildness  and  decision.  If 
you  can't  reach  them  one  way  you  can  another,  if  you  have 
sufficiently  studied  their  dispositions  and  their  home  train- 
ing.   If  atterly  ungovernable,  when  all  kind  expedients  have 
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been  faithfallj  and  ftillj  resorted  to— 4ihen,  perhapa,  Ibt 
better  correction  is  a  dismissal,  at  least,  for  a  ■eawii 
Qet  the  love  of  the  children,  not  by  letting  them  role  pou, 
but  by  showing  to  them  clearly,  that  yon  wish  to  rule  them 
for  their  own  good.  Fix  that  in  the  mind  by  kind  and 
gentle  means,  and  the  point  is  gained,  and  the  sohoolnKMi 
becomes  a  happy  place,  both  to  the  teacher  and  the  papila; 
and  that  my  soul  knows  right  well,  as  may  readily  be 
aeen  by  my  poetic  literary  department  0 1  I  lore  wy 
Boholars,  and  they  love  me — I  know  they  do,  generally^  nith 
a  warm  heart  

A  CANDIDATB. 

In  1828, 1  commenced  what  may  be  termed  my  political 
career — was  announced  by  a  friend  as  "  candidate  for  the 
Legislature."  It  was  an  age  most  emphatically  of  '^grog 
and  decanters/'  But  I  was  so  sentimentally  opposed  to 
the  practice  that  no  entreaties  upon  the  part  of  my  friends 
conld  induce  me  to  sanction  it  by  my  example.  I  was 
the  first  candidate  that  I  ever  knew  that  did  not  submit 
to  the  custom,  and  I  never  have  once  in  all  my  life.  Well 
I  commenced  my  career  in  "the  day  of  small  things,'' 
received  just  two  hundred  votes  at  my  first  heat — ^next  time 
two  hundred  more,  and  so  on  for  six  heats  withont  an 
election,  coming  up  to  within  ten  votes  of  it  once.  I  kept 
in  right  good  heart  all  the  time,  knowing  that  at  "these 
licks,"  it  would  be  my  turn  by-and-by,  if  I  did  not  become 
weary  in  well-doing,  and  surely  I  possessed  "  the  gift  of 
countenance"  to  a  remarkable  degree. 


AN   EDITOR. 

But  at  this  time  my  ever-cherished  friend,  John  Bennet» 
eold  out,  and  removed  to  Henry  Co.,  in  this  State,  and  was 
extremely  anxious  that  I  should  accompany  him,  made  me 
several  propositions  that  I  deemed  valuable,  and  as  I  had 
all  the  Ume  kept  myself  embarrassed  by  my  ministerial 
and  gratuitous  Bervioeey  I  oonolnded  to  sell  oai— ri^t  up 
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Mid  T6moTe;  and  as  a  lawyer  would  saj,  oommenee  the 
world  de  novo,  I  rery  reluctantly  left  old  Dearborn ;  but 
thinkinj^  it  to  be  the  better  way  for  my  family,  I  tore 
myself  away  from  my  early  friend,  and  located  myself 
near  New  Castle,  upon  a  beautiful  little  farm,  which  at 
Ml  onnsnal  good  lay,  I  had  purchased  of  my  ever-cherished 
friend,  Isaac  Bedsaul,  who  gave  me  a  great  bargain,  and 
Msy  terms,  to  secure  my  location  in  that  community.  Soon 
iller  my  arriral,  the  citizens  of  Henry  started  a  oounty 
paper,  called 

THS   NIW  CASTLI  BANNER. 

and  desired  me  to  edit  it,  which  I  consented  to  do  for  a 
season,  and  until  other  and  better  arrangements  could  bo 
made.  Forthwitli  some  of  the  editors,  whom  I  omit  to 
name,  said  I  was  a  broken-down  politician,  and  seemed 
to  regret  that  the  New  Castle  folks  had  been  imposed 
vpon  by  me.  Being  measurably  among  strangers,  these 
tmkind  and  untrue  sayings  "stung  me  to  the  core."  I 
knew  it  was  all  false  as  sin,  and  I  knew  that  those  editors 
who  sought  thus  to  revenge  themselves  upon  me  for  political 
and  personal  variances,  also  know  that  every  word  of  it 
was  untrue,  or  at  least  ought  to  know  it,  perhaps  that  would 
be  the  most  charitable  saying.  I,  however,  felt  that  I  owed 
it  to  myself  and  friends,  forthwith  to  resign  the  editorial 
ehur,  which  I  did  accordingly.  There  being  two  judges 
to  elect  that  year  in  old  Dearborn,  I  shut  up  my  house, 
came  back  on  a  visit,  and  stood  a  poll  for  judge.  There 
were  four  candidates,  and  two  to  be  elected,  and  out  of 
2500  votes  cast,  I  received  2210 ;  and  the  highest  vote  by 
several  hundreds  that  any  one  man  had  ever  received,  and 
all  without  grog  at  that.  This  was  such  a  refutation  to 
the  pitiful  slang  of  unkind  and  ungenerous  editors,  that  I 
had  no  language  to  express  my  gratitude;  but  determined 
at  every  loss  to  serve  my  old  friends,  and  forthwith  arranged 
all  my  affairs  accordingly,  sold  my  Henry  ikrm,  re-located 
Mjaelf  again  in  old  Dearborn,  where  I  ever  have,  and 
dooMoM  will  leaiain. 
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I  had  teevrad  a  bMntlfal  looalion,  and  tau  of  tho  pnttiMt 
&nnB,  and  nuuiy  ezceedinglj  kind  frienda  in  Henry  Co, 
whom  I  wM  loth  (o  leave,  and  whoae  namea  and  manorial 
I  fondly  cherish  atilL  The  foUowing  prwiona  namei  I 
tnnat  and  will  embalm  in  the  pagea  of  my  little  boi^ 
John  Bennett,  Pfailander  Boai,  Thaddeus  Owen,  old  Fathv 
Xiynna,  laaao  Beadaaul,  Judge  Sandford,  John  FomU, 
Hon.  Hilaa  0.  and  Eli  Harphy,  Jadge  Elliot,  Zadok  Ban- 
nett,  old  Father  Shelly,  Dr.  Beed,  Judge  Bundy  and  Qeorga 
Rodgera  and  familiea,  and  wonld  like  to  more.  Enaad 
Rodgen  is  noa  io  the  drag  buaineea  at  No.  51  Hain  St, 
Cinoiunati,  under  the  firm  of  "  Bodgers,  Son's  &  Oo."  I 
take  pleasare  in  reoommending  my  good,  and  honaat,  toA 
hotwrabU  friend  Rodgera  to  the  favorable  ooDBtdenUion  of 
ail  my  readeni,  who  may  visit  the  city  on  hnsinsH  in  "hii 
line."  Give  him  a  call  friends,  aa  well  for  your  own  aa  fill 
Kf  or  my  Bake. 

After  serving  a  term  of  seven  years  upon  the  bendi  of 
the  Ciroait  Court,  I  was  appointed  sola  judge  of  the  Pro- 
bate  Conrt,  by  Oov.  Whitoomb,  and  was  subsequently  eleoted 
to  the  same  office  by  a  heavy  and  good  majority,  over  «na 
of  the  very  best  citjiens  in  the  county,  R  D.  Brown,  Esq. 
My  friends  did  it  up  "  brown  "  that  time,  and  no  mistake. 
The  duties  of  which  ofGce  I  performed  for  the  spaoa  of 
more  than  five  years ;  when  oar  New  State  Constitatiaa 
terminated  the  office  or  Court  of  Probate,  which  let  me  ont. 
At  which  time  the  Bar  were  kind  enough  to  expraai  thttr 
approbation  aod  good  will  in  the  following  preamble  and 
resolutions,  which  I  estimate  so  highly  under  all  the  d\t- 
oumstanc«s,  that  I  can  not  deny  myself  the  pleaaoie  of 
introducing  them  here.  If  it  be  Tain  I  can't  kdp  it,  and 
ia  n't  want  to. 
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BAR  MEBTIKa. 

Oir  moii<m  of  Abram  Brower,  Ssq.,  the  following  pro- 
OMdiDgii  of  ft  meeting  of  the  Bar  of  Dearborn  Countj  are 
eidirad  to  be  entered  on  record. 

Al  1^  meeting  of  the  Bar  of  Dearborn  County  held  at  the 
Gouri  House  on  the  24ih  day  of  September,  1852»  James  T. 
Brown. was  appointed  President,  and  Abram  Brower,  jr., 
Saeretary.  The  following  preamble  and  resolutions  were 
imanimously  adopted. 

Whereas  the  Probate  Court  of  Dearborn  County  being 
about  to  go  out  of  existence,  the  members  of  the  Bar  feel 
it  their  duty  to  place  upon  the  record  of  said  court  a  tcsti- 
of  their  respect  for  Judge  Alfred  J.  Cotton,  whose 
as  Judge  of  said  Court,  will  close  with  the  present 
turn — therefore 

Bemdvedf — That  we  have  been  associated  with  Judge 
Oolton  in  the  administration  of  Justice  for  seven  years  as 
Aasociaie  Judge  of  the  Dearborn  Circuit  Court,  and  for 
mote  than  five  years  as  Judge  of  the  Probate  Court  of  said 
eoonty,  and  that  it  affords  us  pleasure  to  bear  testimony 
to  his  dose  attention  to  judicial  business  —  and  to  the 
patient  hearing  of  all  cases  submitted  to  him,  and  his 
eameel  efforts  to  administer  law  and  justice  in  the  dis- 
eharge  of  his  Taried  and  complicated  duties. 

Besolved — ^That  we  entertain  the  highest  respect  for  the 
Moral  worth  of  Judge  Cotton,  and  part  with  him  with  the 
kindeei  and  best  of  feelings. 

JAMES  T.  BROWN,  Chairm ah. 

Absah  Bbowsr,  Secretart. 

A  true  copy  from  the  minutes  of  Probate  Court  of  Deap- 
bom  County,  Indiana,  of  the  term  of  August  and  Septem* 
ber,  1852L 

Cornelius  O'Brien  Clerk  of  the  Court  of  Common  Pleas 
and  the  seal  thereof  hereunto  affixed  at  Lawrenoebnrg,  this 
30th  day  of  October,  A.  D.  1855. 

CoBiiiiJVt  03aiXN  ClerL    [l.  s.] 


4 


818  ootion's  keepsake. 

It  18  not  to  be  inferred  from  the  foregoing  proceedings, 
that  the  "  members  of  the  bar  "  consider  me  a  Blftckstono 
or  a  Kent — ^by  no  means.  And  yet,  perhaps,  I  can  saj 
what  few  other  judges  can.  For  more  than  five  jean, 
with  a  heavy  docket  in  the  Court  of  Probato,  and  some 
very  knotty  and  important  cases,  not  one  single  decision 
of  mine  was  reversed,  either  in  part  or  in  fall— not  one; 
but  all  appeals  (which  were  not  nnmerous)  were  sent  back, 
''In  all  things  affirmed."  And  on  the  Circuit  Bench,  for 
seven  years,  there  were,  I  believe,  only  three  reversions  of 
my  concurring  opinion.  For  this  happy  and  creditable 
%tate  of  affairs,  both  to  myself,  my  friends,  and  my  coon- 
try,  I  am  much  more  indebted  to  a  good  bar  of  attomeyi 
than  to  any  profound  legal  attainment  of  my  own  ;  though 
you  may  bo  sure  I  applied  myself  closely.  The  bar  being 
faithful  to  their  clients,  and  very  industrious  withal,  fur> 
nished  to  my  hands  all  the  authorities,  with  their  own  opin- 
ions and  comments ;  so  that  it  only  required  at  my  hands 
a  sound  discrimination  and  an  honest  and  fearless  heart 
to  decide  aright.  It  is  matter  of  great  convenience  for  a 
judge  to  be  profound  in  the  law,  but  with  such  a  bar  as 
we  have  here  in  old  Dearborn,  it  is  not  essential,  ai  my 
own  history  clearly  demonstrates. 

It  is  very  easy  for  some  people  to  speak  contemptamtsly 
of  lawyers,  but  I  regard  it  as  the  most  fortunate  event  of 
my  life,  when  I  was  officially  associated  with  them.  True, 
the  practice  of  the  law  calls  loudly  for  a  reform,  and  the 
gentlemen  of  our  bar  have  oflen  so  expressed  themselves 
to  me,  both  publicly  and  privately.  All  it  requires  is 
some  one  to  lead  off  in  the  proper  direction,  and  all  will 
forthwith  aid  in  the  good  enterprise.  I  asked  and  ob- 
tained admission  to  '*  the  bar,''  for  no  other  earthly  season 
than  to  "  put  the  ball  in  motion,''  and  to  encourage  yonng 
men  to  look  np  and  take  courage  by  my  example  and 
•access.  See  more  fully  my  **Law  Notice,"  a  few  pages 
ahead.  And  as  I  have  undertaken  to  speak  of  myself  I 
will  not  make  a  fool  of  myBal^  through  &Ise  uodMfy, 
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bj  keeping  beck  that  which  I  owe  to  myself  ai  anto- 
bM>f(rapher. 

The  memben  of  the  bar  will  bear  me  teetimonj  that  onoe 
on  a  time  the  presiding  jadge  had  charged  the  jurj,  and 
thej  had  retired,  when  I  suggested  to  him  that  he  had 
overlooked  a  strong  point  in  the  case,  whereupon  he 
ordered  the  sberiif  to  bring  the  jury  forthwith  into  court, 
when,  openly  giving  me  credit  for  the  suggestion,  he 
reversed  his  charge,  and  they  found  accordingly.  My 
<^iarge  to  the  grand  jury  will  not  soon  be  forgotten — 
rarely  not. 

At  another  time,  an  important  case  was  before  the  jury, 
and  the  president  desired  me  to  give  them  the  charge,  and, 
under  the  assurance  that  he  would  correct  any  error  or 
omiasion,  I  went  forward  very  deliberately  and  fully,  when 
the  president  said,  in  just  so  many  words :  "  Gentlemen 
of  the  jury,  I  fully  and  heartily  concur  in  the  charge  of 
Jadge  Cotton.  Every  position  that  he  has  taken  is  cor- 
rect, and  he  has  not  omitted  a  single  point  in  the  case. 
I  have  not  another  word  to  add.  Take  the  case,  gentle- 
BMD.''    Several  similar  occurrences  followed. 

Onoe  on  a  time,  an  attorney,  having  a  personal  intereet 
in  an  important  suit  which  he  was  managing,  made  ap- 
piioation  for  a  "  change  of  venue,''  alleging  in  his  affida- 
vit that  he  could  not  get  justice  in  this  court,  on  account 
of  the  prejudice  of  the  presiding  judge.  Of  course,  my 
brother  associate  and  I  awarded  to  him  "  a  change,"  by 
eomplying  with  the  provisions  of  the  law  in  such  oases, 
and  there  the  matter  rested.  And  when  we  had  reached 
tiie  case,  the  president  informed  me  that  he  should  not  sit 
upon  it;  that  no  man  who  would  hold  up  his  hand  and 
■wear  that  he  believed  that  his  personal  prejudice  would 
be  earned  into  his  official  duties,  could  not  have  the  ben- 
efit of  his  opinion.  **  Why,  judge,  I  can  not  do  without  yoo. 
This  is  an  important  bank  case,  and  without  a  preeedenL^' 
**I  know  that,"  said  he,  "but  I  am  willing  to  risk  yon, 
and  if  you  commit  an  error,  all  jadges  often  do  the  lama^ 
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Aod  the  appellate  ooart  will  set  you  right"  EDtreatief 
ware  Tain,  and  not  a  single  hint  could  I  get  from  bim  in 
the  premises.  Suffice  it  to  say  that  it  was  "a  demurrer'' 
to  the  hank's  declaration.  And  no  sooner  was  the  caae 
called,  and  the  attorney  had  risen  to  address  the  court, 
than,  sure  enough,  the  president  vacated  his  seat  After  a 
long  argument  and  a  patient  hearing,  I  thought  myself 
master  of  the  question,  and  without  consulting  my  bon- 
orahle  associate,  I  gave  my  opinion,  and  overruled  the 
demurrer.  In  this  I  was  promptly  sustained  by  my  col- 
league, which  settled  the  question.  At  recess  the  attoraey 
yery  pleasantly  accosted  me  with,  "  Well,  yon  decided  that 
case  against  me,  and  as  you  are  inexperienced,  it  is  not  to 
be  wondered  at ;  but,  then,  you  were  clearly  wrong,  as  all 
the  bar  say.  Now,  as  I  have  another  cose  of  the  some 
kind  for  to-mon-ow  morning,  I  want  yon  to  reflect,  and 
take  counsel,  for  your  own  credit  as  a  judge,  not  that  I 
care  particularly,  for  if  you  do  nut  reverse  that  decisiouy 
I  shall  take  it  up,  and  it  will  be  reversed  at  sight" 

"  Very  well,  I  will  hear  you  patiently,  and  if  I  see  my 
error,  I  shall  be  both  happy  and  ready  to  correct  it"  1 
listened  to  his  second  address;  it  was  long  and  labored, 
when  I  told  him  I  saw  nothing  to  change  my  former 
opinion,  and  should  decide  this  in  the  same  way ;  eo  said 
my  colleague.  Well,  both  cases  went  up,  and  both  came 
back  "in  all  things  affirmed,"  and  upon  a  question,  too, 
that  had  never  before  been  sprung  in  any  case  whatever. 
Now  I  ask  you,  gentle  reader,  if  that  *'auU  9ome"  for  a 
poor  friendless  and  penniless  boy  as  I  was  when  I  started 
out  into  the  world?  And  is  it  not  too  good  to  be  lost  and 
kept  back  from  other  poor  boys  or  young  men  who  are 
trying  to  make  something  of  themselves?  I  think  eo, 
and  therefore  I  record  these  things  for  their  encourage- 
ment, as  well  as  for  my  own  personal  gratification. 

One  of  the  last  cases  I  had  to  decide  in  the  Frobati 
Court,  was  an  important  Will  case.  The  attorney  took 
hie  i4>peal  with  great  leenung  oonfideaoe,  and  many  of  nj 
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firiinds,  who  were  &miliar  with  the  case,  said  I  had  misfled 
it  for  onoe^  sure.  '*  Gentlemen/'  said  I,  "joa  have  not 
thought  of  this  ease  as  I  have.  I  have  slept  upon  it,  or 
ralber  I  have  laid  awake  npon  it,  and  if  that  decision  is 
BOt  affirmed,  I  'U  not  guess  again."  And  sure  enough,  in 
due  time  it  came  back,  "in  all  things  affirmed. '^  And 
thus  began,  continued,  and  ended  my  judgeship. 

One  thing  mbre  and  I  dismiss  the  subject  One  of  mj 
deeisioiis  in  the  court  of  probate  afflicts  me  much  —  more 
than  all  others  put  together— though  but  little  was  reallj 
involved  in  it  A  gentleman,  going  to  California,  deposited 
with  his  friend,  Abram  Brewer,  an  eminent  young  lawyer, 
and  an  excellent  young  man,  (and,  by-the-by,  an  early  and 
ever^faerished  pupil  of  mine,)  some  fifty  or  sixty  dollars, 
telling  him,  if  he  never  returned,  he  designed  it  as  a 
pfTseent  to  him.  It  so  happened  that  he  died  in  California. 
Some  one,  on  hearing  the  intelligence,  said  that  he  died 
aorae  dollars  in  his  debt;  whereupon  Mr.  Brower,  in  the 
generosity  and  honesty  of  his  heart,  for  the  first  time,  said 
thai  he  had  some  money  in  his  hands  belonging  to  the 
estate,  and  if  he  had  a  just  claim,  he  would  pay  it  off. 
The  thing  got  out;  application  was  made  for  letters  of 
administration ;  Mr.  Brower  thought  administration  useless, 
M  he  was  ready  to  pay,  if  a  just  claim  was  presented. 
Wliereapon  it  was  suggested  that  there  might  be  several 
other  claims,  and  the  safer  and  better  way  was  to  admin- 
istrate upon  the  estate  in  due  form.  Mr.  Brower  thought 
he  should  then  administer;  and  I  vras  so  fearful  that  I 
should  be  suspected  of  doing  wrong,  that  I  actually  did  it 
Fiiit>  I  ought  not  to  have  granted  letters,  as  neither  rel»- 
tiw  or  creditor  applied  for  them ;  secondly,  I  should  by 
all  means  have  appointed  Mr.  Brower  administrator,  if 
any  body.  I  did  not  see  all  the  points  in  the  case  until 
it  was  too  late.  The  claims  presented  I  found  to  be  all 
unfounded,  and  so  decided  them;  yet  every  single  dollar, 
I  believe,  iras  "legally  filched"  from  the  pockets  of  Mr. 
Brower  by  way  of  ooets;  and  that  I  should  have  inno- 
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oeatly  been  a  party  to  the  transaotioii  afflicts  me  much, 
«Ten  to  this  day.  I  oaght  to  refund  every  dollar  to  him, 
and  will  if  I  am  ever  able  to  do  it  The  bent  mist  it. 
flometimes,  and  here  I  did  it  moet  egregiously,  upon  a 
small  scale;  and  I  record  my  error  as  a  warning;  to  othen, 
and  as  an  act  of  justice  both  to  Mr.  Brower  and  mys^. 

He,  howerer,  made  me  sweat  for  it  before  I  left  the 
bench.  He  had  a  suit  in  court,  the  investigation  of  which 
seemed  to  vex  him  not  a  little,  and  the  opposite  partj 
quite  as  much,  and  rather  sharp  and  angry  words  were 
being  passed  between  the  parties.  I,  of  course,  interposed, 
in  my  mild  and  easy  manner,  but  it  was  no  go— the  fires 
were  too  deep,  the  provocation  too  great,  and  both  parties 
seeming  rather  to  court  a  wordy  contest,  and  knowing,  as 
I  did,  that  friend  Brower  was  a  little  vexed  at  me,  or  aft 
least  had  good  reason  to  be — my  term  of  office  being  then 
near  its  final  termination — and  no  other  parties  or  persons 
being  then  in  court>  I  yielded  them  a  slack  rein,  and, 
of  course,  the  parties  were  soon  rather  boisterous  and 
"uproarious,''  when  lo!  to  my  utter  chagrin,  who  should 
drop  in  but  the  Hon.  Judge  Downy,  one  of  the  very  best 
and  most  dignified  and  commanding  judges  in  the  State. 
Usually  I  was  ever  happy  to  see  the  judge,  but  this  tiiC9 
his  simple  presence  gave  me  "the  horrors''  for  keeps.  I, 
however,  "grinned  and  bore  it"  with  the  very  best  possi- 
ble grace,  but  you  may  be  well  assured  that  "I  sat 
'maEin'  uneasy."  As  a  dignified  presiding  officer  and  a 
judge,  I  suddenly  fell  at  least  thirty  degrees  below  sero 
in  my  own  estimation,  and,  I  presume,  entirely  below  the 
point  of  observation  in  the  estimation  of  Judge  Downy. 
However,  I  have  lived  through  it,  and  only  record  the 
occurrence  as  one  I  vividly  recollect  in  the  checkered 
scenes  of  my  humble,  yet  somewhat  eventful  life. 

Mr.  Brower,  as  ever,  is  one  of  my  warmest  friends,  and 
as  such,  he  was  the  mover  to  the  bar  proceedings,  as  will 
be  seen  by  the  record,  which  I  highly  appreciate  and  re- 
eiprocate.    One  thing  more  and  I  am  dona 
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There  ia  an  incident  connected  with  my  judgeship  which 
I  beg  leave  to  note.  In  1826,  I  tangfat  school  in  Siisa- 
bethtown,  Ohio,  and  among  my  pnpile  was  enrolled  the 
name  of  Abram  Brower,  then  a  rery  promising,  interest" 
ing  little  lad,  and  as  fine  a  scholar  as  one  need  desire. 
But  the  idea  that  I  should  ever  be  judge,  and  he  one  of 
the  most  efficient  lawyers  at  the  bar,  nay  more,  my  right- 
hand  man,  the  ready,  skillfiil  and  beautiful  clerk  of  my 
oourt,  had  not  at  that  time  entered  either  of  our  ima^na- 
tions.  But  it  all  came  true  in  time;  and  when  from 'the 
I  saw  how  nobly  and  skillfully  he  demeaned  himself 

an  attorney  and  as  a  clerk,  I  could  but  feel  proud  at  the 
reflection  that  he  was  once  a  pupil  of  mine,  and  if  I  had 
done  nothing  to  develop  his  active  mind,  I  surely  had  not 
spoiled  him.  This  merited  complimeut  to  Mr.  Brower, 
growing  out  of  this  incideut,  I  think  is  in  place,  intending 
BO  disparagement  to  either  attorneys  or  clerks,  who  are 
"hard  to  beat"  the  world  over. 


A  TRIBUTB 

To  my  Associate  Judges  is  here  due  from  m&  Hon.  Miles 
0.  Eggleston,  the  Presiding  Judge,  was  one  of  the  best 
legal  men  in  the  State.  Judge  Liviugston  vras  an  honest- 
hearted  man,  and  had  been  elected  several  times  to  the 
same  oflice.  And,  although  we  were  often  at  variance  in 
opinion,  yet  as  men,  we  lived  on  terms  of  great  personal 
kindness.  Both  have  gone  to  their  reward,  and  I  alone 
linger  upon   the  earth.    Peace  to  their  slumbering  dusts. 

I  should  very  much  like  to  pay  a  personal  tribute  to  all 
the  gentlemen  of  the  Bar,  and  officers  of  the  Court  But 
to  do  that  in  the  fullness  of  my  heart,  would  occupy  more 
space  than  I  can  possibly  spare.  They  all  have  my  best 
wishes,  and  share  in  my  daily  prayers.  And  with  that, 
I  trast  they  vnll  be  content 

After  being  admitted  to  the  Bar,  on  the  motion  and 
iattimony  of  my  good  firknd  J.  X.  Brown,  and 
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greeted  and  made  welcome  by  oihers,  I  pablished  the  fbl* 
lowing  "  law  notice,"  which  produced  quite  an  excitement, 
and  not  a  little  laughter. 

LAW   NOTICE. 
ADYXBTISSM  SNT — EXTBA. 

" Look  here  everybody**  and  more  too ! 
JUDGE  COTTON, 

ATTOKNET    AT     LAWl  1 

The  undersigned,  having  been  formallj  "admitted  to  the 
bar,"  as  an  Attorney  and  Counselor  at  Law,  takes  this 
method  to  inform  "  all  the  world  and  the  rest  of  mankind;" 
that  he  will  practice  as  such,  in  any.  and  all  the  courts, 
either  in  the  county  or  State ;  also,  in  any  and  all  the 
courts  in  the  United  States  and  territories,  in  Nova  Scotia, 
in  the  Canados,  in  Russian  America,  in  any  and  all  of  the 
Mexican  and  South  American  States,  in  any  and  all  the 
courts  in  Europe,  and  throughout  the  Eastern  Continent, 
and  "the  islands  that  slumber  upon  the  bosom  of  the 
mighty  ocean:"  Provided,  always,  his  terms  suit,  and  he 
has  any  thing  in  his  legal  line  to  practice,  and,  provided, 
also,  that  health  and  all  other  circumstances  are  favorable 
to  such  an  arrangement. 

For  his  deeply  profound  legal  attainments,  his  overwhelm- 
ing shrewdness  and  cunning,  his  marvelously  correct  and 
active  business  habits,  etc.,  special  reference  is  made  to  all 
those  who  are  the  least  acquainted  with  him — ^if  total 
STRANGENESS,  80  much  the  better. 

He  respectfully  solicits,  and  confidently  anticipates  a 
very  liberal  share  of  ("  do  nothing"  with)  the  law  bun* 
ness — (except  to  keep  out  of  it.) 

His  office  is  at  the  "White  Cottage,"  Locust  Avenne, 
Mule  Town,  Dearborn  Co.,  Indiana,  where  he  may  at  my 
and  all  times  be  found,  when  he  is  nowhere  else.  Don't 
all  caD  at  once^  gentlemen. 


T 


ais*. 


Mb.  Ebct; 
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In  the  Sm  itAoe.  I  araK  iare  &  pwc  toixdc 
pa  viih,  «cdkiBr  a  bmL  or  ▼*! 
nililiiM.  ft  4;>clu»  isfr  K  ft  aticser  iif  si 
is  Id  be  ^eanT-x  miftefES-^u^.    oTT   iftf    1; 


-nuc  I  wS 
w  as 
■eve  ft  efied, — th&s  I  -vjcji  fretcx  n-  ds  n 
win  IM4  ft«k  ix  ft  &T;r&*;>  TiidEiDest  tr  wsr^^ 
I  booevdr  ttiak  ibftS  kt  €ms&  b  Hhr 
win  nrrer  ftik  i'Jt  ft  eoBtEiiBsaim.  tr  **  f^aat^  ctf" 
merely  to  liemM  !£A:«?st  c?  irhirf-i  T«rtMS.  or  » 
ft  j«st  penftltT.  X:?  will  I  crer  ftzmsf*  v-  «sfB9e  or  fift- 
bftmn^'ft  depofi&^witaMn:'^  bat  will  ks  ibe  wi>:4e  tratk 
eone  guhio^  fiill  ftoi  free.  Eke  iIk  xsoiiiitftim  tofTeBl» 
wbeilier  Ibr  or  ftgftisft  bt  dSect.  I  ftdopt  ftnd  pnbKdi 
theee  «'nles  ftnd  regnlftdoiii,''  becaxue  I  tlunk  tkftt  **the 
)»rftedoe  of  the  Uw"  eells  loadZr  for  reform  in  ftD  of  tbcM 
pftrtiealftrs,  ftnd  I  ftm  fallr  determined  to  vtftrt  off  ri^ikl^ 
or  not  stftrt  ftt  ftU.  Now,  the  lew  rigfatlr  nnderelood,  end 
properly  administered,  is  exceedingly  beftoriful— it  is  eooK 
ennobling — ^it  is  heftrt-cfaeering  ftnd  inspiring — \X  meets  oat 
eqoftl  ftnd  exftct  josdce  to  ftlC  nnder  ftU  possible  circnm- 
■tftBoet— it  throws  its  protectiog  arms  eronnd  the  new-bom 
bftbe,  horers  orer  him  ftU  ftlong  through  life,  orer  hit 
bier,  and  orer  his  house  of  death.    It  folkma  the  eulpril 
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into  oouit — ^into  prison  and  upon  the  soafibld — aeoorM  to 
him  a  fair  trial,  a  just  judgment,  and  the  full  e^ymeat 
of  every  unforfeited  right  and  pririlege ;  it  is,  indeed,  the 
wisdom  and  experience  of  ages,  eondensed  and  reduced  to 
a  system  of  rules  for  the  protection  and  good  of  all.  Such 
is  the  law.  And  yet  the  practice  of  it  has  become  disre* 
putoble  I  and  a  lawyer  is  at  once  too  generally  set  down 
as  a  wicked  and  perverse  man  —  a  villain  and  a  knave. 
Now  these  things  ought  not  so  to  be,  even  in  imagination, 
much  less  in  fact  A  minister  and  a  lawyer,  as  a  latinift 
would  say,  should  constituto  tkpar  iwbilefratrum  in  virtue's 
cause-^"  the  cause  of  all  mankind.*' 

I  know  well  that  there  are  a  great  many  high-minded 
lawyers,  who  feel  it  their  duty  to  descend  to  things  which 
are  irksome  and  painful  to  them,  yet  the  practice  seems 
to  require  it,  and,  therefore,  they  feel  compelled  to  "grin 
and  bear  it"  This  unhappy  state  of  things  has  been  brought 
aboutk  in  part,  by  a  misapprehension  of  a  lawyer's  duty. 
Being  true  to  his  client  has  been  thought  to  mean  that  at 
every  and  all  hazards,  "  by  hook  or  by  crook,"  he  is  bound 
to  see  his  client  out  of  the  meshes  of  a  violated  law.  And 
it  may  well  be  questioned  if  this  state  of  things  is  not 
chargeable  for  many,  if  not  most  of  the  offenses  against 
the  peace  and  dignity  of  the  Stato.  If  I  chance  to  b#Kaug|it^ 
says  the  offender,  a  few  dollars  and  my  attorney  will  work 
me  out  of  it.  All  law  writers  say,  escaping  punishment 
is  a  great  encouragement  to  crime — 'tis  not  the  severity, 
but  the  certainty  of  punishment  that  deters  evil  doers. 
See  Dymond's  Moral  Science,  page  29. 

Now  can  we  suppose  that  the  wisdom  of  a  State,  assem- 
bled to  frame  laws  for  the  peace  and  order  of  the  com- 
munity, would  constituto  one  set  of  officers  to  see  that  the 
laws  be  duly  respected  and  executed ;  and  another  set,  bound 
under  the  solemnities  of  an  oath,  to  the  utmost  of  their 
abilities  to  pervert  and  misrepresent  the  law,  and  that, 
too,  after  having  been  sworn  to  observe  and  maintain  it? 
Preposterous  III    Now,  all  that  an  attorney  owes  to  his 
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elient  Is,  to  see  that  none  of  his  rights  are  inraded  or  in- 
IHnged  upon ;  and  this  is  all  in  perfect  keeping  with  his  oath 
to  maintain  and  respect  the  laws.  Do  n't  yon  see  it,  friends  t 
Now,  if  I  can  only  put  the  hall  in  motion,  that  shall  pu- 
rify and  make  honorable  a  practice  so  essential  to  the  well- 
being  of  all,  I  shall  consider  that  I  have  accomplished  a 
great  and  good  work — that  my  little  book,  which  I  intend 
shall  bear  abroad  these  suggestions,  is  not  written  in  Tain-— 
that  I  have  not  liyed  in  Tain.  And,  in  conclusion,  if  my 
terms  are  acceptable,  and  health,  and  all  other  things 
finTorable,  bring  on  your  business,  gentlemen.  "I'm  your 
man.''  But  for  the  pleasantry  of  the  thing,  you  would  do 
well,  perhaps,  to  bear  in  mind,  that  I  hare  assumed  rather 
a  large  field  to  operate  in.  South  America  and  Europe  are 
embraced  in  my  imaginary  circuit.  My  book,  is  to  be  a 
hook  of  truth,  and  this  is  all  true — ^imagination.  Nor  b 
this  all—for  would  you  believe  it — the  very  next  day,  and 
•Tening  after  it  was  announced  to  the  world,  that  '*  I  was 
a  regularly  built  attorney,"  duly  authorized  to  practice  as 
such,  I  say,  that  I  forthwith  received  a  communication  Arom 
tiie  Bun,  moon,  and  sturs,  which  was  transmitted  with  the 
Telocity  of  a  ray  of  light — whereupon  it  was  significantly 
suggested,  that  my  "professional  services"  would  be  in 
quite  as  good  demand,  and  pay  quite  as  well,  in  those 
diining  orbs,  as  in  South  America,  or  Europe.  I  knew, 
years  ago,  that  some  of  my  poems  had  appeared  in  the 
London  papers,  placed  to  my  credit,  and  sent  back  to  this 
country,  and  I  thought  that  quite  a  getting  up  in  the  world 
for  a  poor  obscure  boy.  But,  that  my  fame  should  ever 
reach  those  "worlds  of  light,  that  hang  pendulous  in  the 
iblue  arch  of  ether,"  is  quite  mysterious  and  overwhelming. 
^Eecaose  I  ever  '*  set  my  mark  high,"  I  reckon.*  Well,  of 
course,  I  shall  go  when  ofScially  called  upon,  a  suitable 
fee  tendered,  and  a  suitable  and  safe  conveyance  to  and 
from,  are  provided  for  me.  More  especially  as  this  lilile 
globe  has  ever  been  altogether  too  small  a  field  of  opera- 
ttoDS  for  my  inquisitiye  and  capacious  mind— capital!! 
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Arranging  the  affairs  of  the  moon,  as  I  am  upward 
borne,  and  so  on,  as  I  pass  from  globe  to  globe,  pei^ 
chance  the  first  that  mj  old  friends  of  Dearborn  will 
hear  of  me,  will  be  post-marked,  Orion,  or  Arcturios,  or  one 
of  the  beaudful  Pleiades,  in  the  immensity  of  space,  pep- 
chanee,  from  the  morning  or  evening  star.  So  be  patient^ 
friends,  joa  shall  neither  be  neglected  or  forgotten,  when 
I  am  '*  'way  up  thar."  Let  that  suffice.  And  now  I  leare 
it  to  the  reader  to  say  that  if  I  am  not  "the  greaUH 
author  he  ever  knew — ^if  I  aint  "  the  ialUzt  "  by  more 
than  a  feet" 

REV.  JUDGE  ALFRED  JOHNSON  COTTON,  etc,  eta 
Attorney  and  Counselor  at  Law — and  more  too. 

Reader,  you  have  now  read  my  humorous  law  notice, 
and  may  have  had  a  hearty  laugh  over  it,  as  I  intended 
you  should.  Having  "  a  few  thoughts  more  of  the  same 
sort  lefl,"  I  will  treat  you  to  them,  and  pass. 

When  you  are  nearly  melted  with  the  burning  odd* 
summer  sun,  only  think  how  comfortable  I  must  be  at- 
tending court,  on  the  other  side  of  it,  perfectly  in  the 
shade,  where,  of  course,  I  should  be  most  happy  to  tee 
you.    Whew  I 

You  have  oflen  seen  and  heard  much  about  the  "man 
in  the  moon,"  but  never  knew  who  he  was,  I  supposei 
Well,  next  time  you  look  at  the  moon,  just  suppose  that 
the  court  has  adjourned,  and  I  have  slipped  out  to  see  if 
I  could  see  you.  Just  imagine  that  you  see  a  part  of  the 
courthouse,  and  the  cupola  where  I  am  standing,  and 
^hen  a  silvery  cloud  passes  between  me  and  you,  only 
think  that  I  am  waving  my  great  broad-brimmed  hai  at 
you,  and^ou  have  it  all  '*in  a  nut-shelL''  The  man  m 
the  moon  is  Judge  Cotton,  eh?  "Good  as  wheat,''  and 
gooder,  too.  When  you  behold  the  glimmering  light  of 
the  distant  plelades,  the  ever-faithful  and  true  north  star, 
or  the  dazzling,  bright  and  beautiful  Mars  and  Jupiter, 
jttst  imagine  that  their  ooorthouses  are  brilliantly  iilamin- 
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•led  for  Ml  eyening  session,  and  that  I  am  perfectly  "  as- 
tonishing the  natives'' — holding  judges,  jurors,  attorneys, 
and  all  the  hystanders  perfectly  enchained  with  wonder 
and  delight  with  my  lofty  eloquence,  in  one  of  my  mas- 
terly efforts  upon  "constitutional  law"  and  "etemid  right 
and  justice."  Ain't  that  making  quite  a  raise  in  the  world, 
and  getting  up  into  the  pictures  7 

Where  is  the  eccentric  and  witty  James  T.  Brown ;  the 
grmTe  and  deeply-profound  P.  L.  Spooner;  the  forensie 
and  captivating  D.  SI  Majors;  the  eloquent  and  high- 
minded  A.  Brower ;  the  industrious  and  eminent  T.  Gazley; 
tbe.legsl  giant  K  Dumont ;  the  strong  team,  the  far-famed 
par  HobUeJraium  Hones  and  Holman;  the  unequsled  State's 
Attorney ;  the  venerable  and  poetic  John  Dumont ;  the  per- 
fect walking-law-library,  the  lamented  John  Ryman ;  where 
all  the  young  and  promising  **  gentlemen  of  the  bar,"  when 
oompared  with  "ihut  high  and  lofit/  pleading**  of  mine? 
Ay,  where  the  world-renowned  and  world-lamented  Grundy, 
Glay  and  Webster  7    Just  no  w-h-a-r  I 

I  hare  indulged  myself  in  these  fanciful  contemplations 
ai  my  own  expense,  in  order  to  prompt  the  young  to 
originate  thoughts  and  reflections;  for  none  surely  will 
deny  to  me  the  paternity  of  these  musings.  In  the  next 
phuseii  I  designed  their  perusal  as  a  little  pleasant  and 
agreeable  pastime,  which  is  alike  useful  both  to  mind  and 
body,  in  small  portions.  Lastly,  I  have  said  that  one 
reason  for  writing  my  little  book  was,  that  I  did  not  wish 
to  die^  and  lie  down,  and  be  at  once  and  for  ever  forgottMi. 
Now,  it  is  one  thing  to  speak  or  write  so  as  to  be  under- 
stood, and  quite  another  so  as  to  be  clearly  and  distinctly 
xomembered ;  and  I  juao  venture  that  no  one  who  has  read 
thdoe  homorous  and  fanciful  flights  of  the  mind,  can  ever 
read  the  geography,  or  survey  the  maps,  of  any  and  every 
part  of  this  oounty,  or  even  of  this  globe,  vrithout  thinking 
abont  Judge  Cotton's  practicing  law  there,  as,  for  instance, 
Sontli  America  or  Europe.  Neither  can  he  ever  behold 
the  mm,  moon,  or  stars,  without  associating  my  humble 
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Bftme  and  memory  with  them.  F6r  anght  I  know,  dut- 
dren  may  jet  be  taught  to  regard  the  man  in  the  moon 
as  being  Judge  Cotton — good  I  And  really  and  tra^fblly 
I  anticipate  a  much  loftier  and  bolder  flight  hereafter;  &r 
beyond  the  most  distant  planet,  I  shall  fondly  hope  to 
''inherit  a  kingdom/'  and  wear  crowns  and  diadems  fiut 
by  the  throne  of  God,  in  bliss  immortal,  high  up  in  beaten, 
when  '*  the  duties  and  the  conflicts  of  life  are  o'er  /'  and 
here  I  cease  my  majestic  flight,  daszled  with  the  tran- 
Boendont  splendor,  and  lost  in  the  infinite  greatnees  of  the 
''great  First  Cause,"  Cease,  did  I  say  ?  No,  I  shall  go  on 
brightening  in  glory  and  bliss,  worlds  and  ages  witho«l 
end — ^halleligah— amen. 


ff 


"HAIR-BREADTH   ESCAPES. 

And  now,  as  light  and  shade,  harmoniously  blended,  and 
in  due  proportions,  form  the  beautiful  landscape,  eo  does 
light  and  grave  reading  the  pleasing  and  interesting  book. 
I  shall,  therefore,  right  here,  in  close  proximity,  and  in 
open  contrast  with  my  fanciful  imaginings,  record  some 
"hair-breadth  escapes,"  in  my  humble  life,  of  rather  a 
a  serious  character.  That  **  night  with  a  panther/'  if  not 
with  a  bear,  and  my  rattlesnake  story,  will,  of  course,  be 
remembered  here. 

A  Fall  frox  a  Cart. — ^When  I  was  a  lad  of  some  n^ 
years  old,  I  fell  from  a  load  of  hay,  right  in  front  of  the 
wheel,  and  so  closely  to  it  that  it  made  a  slight  skin-wonnd 
upon  the  very  crown  of  my  head.  One  inch  farther  under 
the  wheel  would  have  been  hopelessly  fatal  to  me.  My 
dear  good  father  thought  me  lost  as  it  was;  and  I  can 
never  forget  how  thankful  he  appeared  to  be  when,  upon 
examination,  he  found  that  I  had  received  only  a  slight 
wound.  I  see  him  now — ^I  feel  the  pressure  of  his  lipt,  at 
with  tearful  eyes  he  greeted  me,  and  thanked  heaTen  for 
the  narrow  and  wonderful  escape.  Tes,  although  fifty 
years  ago,  I  see  the  very  spot^the  oart-wheel,  ae  it  roUed 
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•nddenly  upon  me,  before  I  eoald  move— I  see  old  "  Star 
and  Bright,"  as  though  it  was  an  occorrence  of  yeeterday. 

A  Fall  undbk  a  Slid. — Again,  at  the  age  of  thirteen, 
|>erhap8,  while  going  to  market  with  a  load  of  wood,  in 
the  winter  season,  I  stepped  suddenly  upon  the  nose  of 
my  sled,  in  order  to  let  another  team  pass.  My  foot 
slipped,  and  I  fell  across  the  nose  of  the  sled,  as  we  used 
to  say,  and  in  turning  over  to  get  up,  my  right  leg  dropped 
^low  the  runner,  whieh,  of  course,  soon  run  on  my  leg, 
just  aboTe  the  knee;  and  with  my  arm  out  upon  the 
tongue,  and  my  other  leg  and  thigh  abore  and  against  the 
voUer,  I  was  carried  several  rods  before  my  friends  could 
atop  my  oxen  and  ray  horse,  which  had  taken  fright  at  my 
thoughtless  ado  and  outcry ;  for  with  a  load  of  wood  upon 
my  leg,  and  that  dragged  along  by  my  resistance  to  pre- 
vent its  gping  over  me,  you  may  be  assured  that,  aside 
Ihwi  the  fright  and  the  fearful  position  that  I  then  occu- 
|»ed,  "it  hurt  like  the  mischief"  And  thus  I  lay  some 
time  before  my  friends  could  disengage  me.  Fortunately 
no  bones  were  broken.  My  kind  friends  took  charge  of 
my  team,  put  me  into  a  sleigh,  and  took  me  home,  where 
I  was  confined  for  some  weeks.  Had  the  ried  passed 
over  me,  I  must  have  lost  my  leg,  and,  in  all  probabUity, 
uy  life.  I  tremble  as  I  recount  this  little,  yet  very 
haiardous  occurrence ;  I  am  in  the  very  midst  of  it  again 
while  I  record  it 

The  RirLB  Balls. — Once  on  a  time  a  gun  vras  accident- 
ally discharged,  and  the  ball  struck  the  house  not  six 
inches  from  my  head.  At  another  time,  as  I  vras  passing 
akmg  in  the  street,  whii  went  the  leaden  messenger  dose 
to  my  head,  only  a  few  inches  to  the  right,  and  above.  It 
was  discharged  at  a  squirrel  some  distance  off,  and  alto- 
gettier  out  of  sight  of  me.  0,  I  wonder  that  people  are 
not  often  titan  in  this  manner ;  it  is  indeed  marvelous  to 
tte. 

'  A  Blow  trov  a  Slugb  Hax mis.— Once  at  a  raising,  a 
man  with  a  large  iron  sledge  hammer,  in  attempting  to 
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drive  a  pin,  hit  me  a  foil  glancing  blow  just  on  ihe 
of  mj  head.  Had  that  blow  struck  me  a  single  half  ineli« 
or  even  one-fonrth  of  an  inch  lower,  it  woald  hare  cnulied 
my  head  all  into  atoms.  As  it  was,  it  perfectly  stunnei 
me.  I  whirled,  and  shoold  have  fisdlen,  had  I  not  hsfo 
been  canght  by  those  who  were  present  I  was  conveyed 
to  the  house,  where,  after  a  little  robbing  and  bathing  I 
came  to  myself  again,  and  soon  got  over  it.  My  friend 
thought  he  had  killed  me,  and  was  horror-strick^  ai  th« 
thought 

A  Step  OviRBOARn. — Coming  home  from  New  Orteaiia 
upon  a  steamboat,  I  was  pacing  the  horrioane  deck,  alK 
solved  in  thooght,  when  I  walked  so  far  off,  that  it  waa 
with  the  greatest  effort  that  I  was  enabled  to  throw  my- 
self so  as  to  fall  just  upon  ihe  outer  verge  of  the  de<^ 
It  was  at  the  hour  of  twilight,  and  upon  the  mighty  Mis- 
sissippi Had  I  went  overboard  I  must  have  perished,  and 
perchance,  unnoticed.    Even  now  I  shudder  at  the  thought! 

The  Rattlesnake. — Once  on  a  time,  in  search  of  my 
eows,  I  chanced  to  step  close  to  an  unobserved,  coiled  up, 
and  very  large  rattlesnake.  But  true  to  his  generous  na- 
ture, to  **  bark  before  he  bites/'  I  heard  his  ominous  and 
familiar  "  rattle,"  right  at  my  feet,  and  if  I  did  n't  jnmp 
quick  and  far,  I  did  my  best,  my  very  best,  in  both  par- 
ticulars, you  may  rest  assured,  and  just  barely  missed  hie 
well-aimed  strike,  and  the  deadly  poison  of  his  fearfol 
fimgs.  A  single  half  inch,  I  think,  is  all  that  I  had  to 
'<oome  and  go  upon."  Was  that  not  a  "  hair-breadtli 
escape,"  and  from  the  bite  of  a  venomous  reptile  some 
five  feet  long,  and  nearly  one  foot  round  ?  And  to  erowB 
the  imminence  of  the  danger,  I  was  "barefoot"  at  tha 
time.  Tut — tut — tut  I  did  you  ever?  If  I  haven't  stepi 
right  into  my  little  book  all  "  barefoot ! "  Well,  the  book's 
my  own,  the  thing  is  did  and  can't  be  helped  now,  so  it 
can't,  and  I  may  as  well  make  the  best  of  it  and  let  it 
pass  without  useless  tears  or  regrets— nay,  I  'U  torn  the 
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io  "  good  aooount,'^  by  a  little  good  advice  about 

Soaie  parents  appear  to  be  unwilling  that  any  body 
■hpnld  know  that  their  little  dears  have  feet  and  toes  to 
then  like  their  poor  neighbors  have,  consequently  they  are 
'  eneambered  with  "  stockings  and  shoes,"  almost  firom  thm 
birth.  It  would  be  exceedingly  vulgar  and  cruel  to  let 
their  little  feet  be  seen  or  to  touch  "  old  mother  earth.'' 
No  wonder  that  we  see  so  many  puny,  sickly  children  in 
the  '*hi^er  circles''  of  life.  See  the  "barefooted"  litUe 
«idiina  about  the  street  or  in  the  country  1  how  "  rosy- 
ciMeked"  and  plump  they  are.  There  seems  to  be  some- 
thing peculiarly  healthy  absorbed  and  imbibed  by  coming 
in  oontaot  with  the  loose,  mellow,  and  new-stirred  earth* 
And  0,  how  invigorating  and  delightful  is  the  sensation, 
not  only  to  the  ,naked  feet,  but  to  the  whole  system,  from 
"the  crown  of  the  head  to  the  soles  of  the  feet;"  and  old 
aa  I  am»  I  often  treat  myself  to  "  barefooted  exercises,'' 
and  "  barefooted  pleasures,"  in  my  fine  and  mellow  gar* 
den.  If  you  really  love  your  children,  give  them  occa- 
sionally a  little  "barefooted  exercise."    I  pas& 

A  TaifpisT  ON  Laks  Erie. — ^In  one  of  my  eastern  tours, 
C  took  a  steamboat  at  Sandusky  bay,  bound  for  Buffakx 
We  were  no  sooner  out  from  the  landing  than  we  were  met 
with  a  violent  storm  of  wind  and  rain,  and  soon  the  "  surg' 
Ing  billows  "  were  rolling  almost  mountain  high.  At  about 
midnight  it  was  observed  that  our  vessel  was  rolling  from 
nde  to  side  very  often,  and  as  often  was  heard  the  fiuniliar 
phraiCb  **  trim  the  boat,  trim  the  boat"  The  captain  be- 
ing aroused  from  his  slumber,  either  by  this  repeated  out- 
cry or  by  the  motion  of  his  boat,  arose,  and  to  his  utter 
eoBstemation  found  her  nearly  ready  to  sink,  with  three 
and  a  half  feet  of  water  in  her  hold.  But,  like  a  true 
philosopher,  he  kept  all  ta  himself— set  the  pumps  at  work, 
and  feund  her  soon  afloat  about  right,  when,  upon  a  care- 
ful examination,  he  found  that  she  had  not  "sprung  a 
leaky"  bat  that  one  of  the  hatchways  having  been  left 
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open,  erery  daahing  billow  that  broke  oTor  t&e  dedc^ 
wmj  into  the  hold  of  the  ship.  A  little  fiurther  dehiy,  wmd 
all  would  have  gone  down  together.  As  it  waS|  w»»lMt 
•ome  two  or  three  hours  time,  and  the  oaptain  gava--^ 
breakfast  to  all  on  board*  some  four  hundred  at  leask  fia 
told  me  all  the  particulars  in  the  morning,  and  that  thai 
was  thefini  time  he  ever  had  to  breakfast  his  orew,  whlok 
he  did  with  great  cheerfulness,  and  thought  himself  te- 
tnnate  under  all  the  circumstances,  to  get  off  salely  with 
that.  I  knew  that  something  was  the  matter,  but  whai»  I 
could  not  telL  The  fearfulness  of  the  night  and  the 
*^  foaming  angiy  billows ''  so  reminded  me  of  my  poor  leak 
brother,  that  I  sat  up  to  a  Tory  late  hour  in  pensife  iBOod» 
not  so  fearful  as  awestricken  by  "  the  wild  commotieQ  of 
the  warring  elements.''  The  next  day  the  cry  of  "  a  hat 
orerboard/'  was  several  times  heard,  but»  as  good  loek 
would  have  it,  there  was  no  head  in  it.  Fine  ish,  too» 
would  often  throw  themselves  dear  of  the  watery  elemeoti 
as  much  as  to  say,  '*  we  want  to  see  what  is  going  on-  in 
the  world  as  well  as  you,"  or  '*  here  I  am,  catch  me  if 
you  can." 

These  reminiscences  are  to  me  mournfully  pleasing.  "A 
ftMffful  tempest  on  the  lake,"  I  never  can  nor  ever  shall 
Ibrgei 


PORTLAND. 

In  one  of  my  "homeward  bound"  trips  from  Maine^  I 
took  ship  at  Portland,  that  most  delightful  "  Forest  City," 
and,  in  some  respects,  the  most  delightful  city  on  the 
globe.  The  stately  and  the  beautiful  elms  adorn  the 
whole  city,  almost  in  every  direction,  and  from  one  end 
unto  the  other,  perfectly  arching  all  the  fine  and  beautiful 
streets  with  their  vride-spreading  boughs,  and  their  pie- 
turesque  and  cooling  shade.  In  the  hot  summer  eeason, 
when  clothed  in  green  foliage,  it  is  a  luxury  to  behold, 
ind  a  luxury  to  wdqoj.    Add  to  this  *'tiie  bay  and  harbor" 
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i#  PtorUa&d,  which  is  not,  perhaps,  exceeded,  in  the  *'ro- 
itio  And  beaotifol/'  by  any  other  bay  or  harbor  npon 

BB  '^beaotifnl  green  earth*'*  If  the  ''Bay  of  Naples''  is 
•tea  nqppoMed  to  exceed  it,  it  is  only  on  account  of  its 
^iime-h<niored"  and  hallowed  associations;  its  snrronnd- 
img  oljects;  its  palaces;  its  colossal  and  moss-grown 
foSas;  the  smoking,  rumbling,  fearfully  grand  Yesnyins 
in  the  background.  But  in  all  the  original  elements  of 
tamty  and  grandeur;  the  size  and  form  of  the  bay;  the 
kj  of  the  land;  the  graceful  and  sweeping  inclination 
lowaid  its  pebbled  shore ;  the  diTersity  of  hills,  mountains 
flsid  plains ;  of  wild  and  of  highly  cultivated  ground ;  of 
bautiftd  and  fertile  gardens ;  and  the  multitude  of  bright 
and  beauUftd  islands  that  Vumber  upon  the  bosom  and  in 
ii|^  and  in  the  yicinity  of  the  bay — can  not  be  surpassed, 
•fan  in  imagination  itself  Nature  seems  to  haye  exerted 
all  her  energies,  all  her  skill,  in  producing  the  "  enchant- 
ing scenery."  And  there  it  lies  in  all  **its  primeyal 
lefelinees,"  with  only  just  such  changes  as  personal  con- 
tmienoe  might  require-— miough  merely  to  show  that  man 
ooold  appreciate  surpassing  beauty  without  being  vain 
enou^  to  suppose  that  he  could  improve  it;  and  it  was 
no  Tery  extravagant  fancy  of  one  of  the  most  beautiful 
and  fiuiciful  poets  of  that  region,  when  he  said  that 
"they  were  originally  a  fairy  creation — the  summer  re- 
tnat  of  an  elfin  race." 

I  have  already  spoken  of  the  delightful  prospect  pre- 
lented  to  the  eye  from  the  summit  of  Mount  Abraham, 
Mount  Bradbury,  and  the  world-famed  Bunker  Hill  monu- 
ment ;  and  they  are  surpassingly  grand,  majestic,  and  beau- 
tMbL  Bat  tha  landscape  view  from  Portland  Obsenratory 
tolaUy  eclipses  any  Tision  I  ever  beheld.  **  The  ererlasting 
hDlB''  of  granite.  White  Hills  and  all,  that,  Uke  ''Alps 
on  Alps,  arise"  in  the  north,  piercing  the  very  clouds; 
iSk§  Tillagei  and  churches  that  checker  and  adorn  the 
plains  and  valleys  below;  the  placid  bay  of  Casco  on  the 
aiat^  and  Saoo  on  the  west,  and  the  broad  and  mighty 
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Atlantic  on  the  loath,  with  her  thousand  and  one  ialanda 
graoefally  and  peacefully  slumbering  upon  her  heaving 
bosom,  in  calm  and  sweet  repose;  and,  to  add  to  the 
enchanting  scenery,  there  go  the  shijM  to  and  fro,  in  every 
direction,  with  their  towering  masts  piercing  the  skies, 
and  their  full-set  and  wide-spread  canvas  whitening  the 
sea — coming  in,  going  out,  or  passing  by  for  some  other 
destined  port  To  the  curious,  to  the  man  of  taste,  to  all 
the  lovers  of  the  ''romantic  and  beautiful/'  a  view  from 
Portland  Observatory  pays  well  for  all  that  it  may  cost  to 
obtfdn  it  No  tongue,  no  pen  can  adequately  tell  the 
story,  or  paint  the  beauties  of  tiie  scene.  To  be  fully 
appreciated,  it  must  be  seen,  and  felt,  and  enjoyed. 
*^ Portland  scenery  against  the  9c/fhidr  I  have  thus  dwelt, 
because  I  was  here  introduced  to  the  immortally  glorious, 
yet  much  persecuted,  Nial  Dow,  of  prohibited  notoriety; 
and  because  Portiand  lies  just  in  sight  of  my  early  homCi 
and  with  it  are  associated  many  of  my  earliest  and  most 
cherished  remembrances.  And,  of  course,  I  "  preach  and 
lecture"  there  every  time  I  go  east  At  my  last  visit,  it 
was  arranged  for  the  Rev.  Mr.  Morse,  my  familiar  friend, 
to  preach  in  the  morning,  and  for  me  to  preach  in  the 
aflemoon,  or  rather,  I  declined  the  morning  sendee,  which 
was  pressed  upon  me.  But  after  listening  to  the  sweet, 
melting  and  eloquent  sermon  of  Brother  Morse,  I  regretted 
that  I  had  not  preached  first,  or  even  had  consented  to 
preach  at  all  in  his  church ;  and  a  kind  providence,  as  I 
thought,  had  interposed  in  my  behalf,  by  sending  us, 
during  the  intermission,  the  first  refreshing  shower  that 
had  blessed  and  cheered  the  city  and  the  country  for  weeks, 
or  even  months.  It  came  down  in  torrents,  precluding,  at 
I  thought,  the  practicability,  if  not  the  possibility,  of  the 
afternoon  service;  and  0,  how  it  relieved  my  mind,  and 
revived  the  parched  earth,  and  the  almost  perished  vs^^ta- 
tion — ^verifying  the  beautifully  appropriate  lines  of  Eon 
upon 
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A    SHOWEE. 

In  the  rallej  that  I  know — 

Happ7  0cenel — 
There  are  meadows  sloping  low, 
There  the  fairest  flowers  blow, 
And  the  brightest  waters  flow, 

All  serene; 
Bat  the  sweetest  thing  to  see, 
If  we  ask  the  dripping  tree, 
Or  the  harvest-hoping  swain, 

Is  the  rain. 

Ah  I  the  dwellers  of  the  town. 

How  they  sigh  I 
How  ungratefulljr  they  frown 
When  the  cloud-king  shakes  his  crown, 
And  the  pearls  come  pouring  down 

From  the  sky! 
They  descry  no  charm  at  all 
When  the  sparkling  Jewels  fall, 
And  each  moment  of  the  shower 

Seems  an  hour. 

Yet  there's  some  thing  very  sweet 

In  the  sight, 
When  the  crystal  currents  meet. 
In  the  dry  and  dusty  street, 
And  they  wrestle  with  the  heat. 

In  their  might; 
While  they  seem  to  hold  a  talk 
With  the  stones  along  the  walk, 
And  remind  them  of  the  rule. 

To  "  keep  cool." 

Bat  in  the  quiet  dell. 

Ever  fair, 
Still  the  Lord  doeth  all  things  well. 
When  hit  doods  with  blesiingi  iweU. 

i 


8S8  conoxfa 

And  thnj  bM*k  %  briaioiiig  ibdl 
On  th«  tit; 

Then  Ihe  »hower  hath  iU  ohunu, 

Sweet  kod  welcoiM  to  tha  fkimi, 

And  Ui«7  listen  to  ita  toim, 
And  nyoietu 
Well,  as  I  wai  aajing,  we  had  a  awaet  refr«shing 
shower,  but  it  held  up  in  good  time  for  choroh,  wtd  it 
appeared  as  though  all  the  cil^  were  going  to  be  in  at 
tendance — such  a  crowd  along  the  itneta,  and  neh  "a 
per/eel  jam"  in  the  church,  was  seldom  to  be  Meo.  In- 
deed, I  wM  quite  overeome  bj  the  vaataeia  of  the  hhu- 
blj  I  was  about  to  addi'eas,  but  in  apoatolio  langsags, 
"  the  Lord  stood  bj  me,"  and  I  eiyoyed  a  verj  comfiirt- 
able  and  precious  seasoD,  and  had  a  good  auuranca  that 
it  was  even  ao,  in  an  eminent  degree,  to  mj  tctj  atteutiTa 
and  seeminglj  delighted  audience.  The  oonclnding  n- 
marks  of  m;  dear  Brother  Morso,  the  preacher  in  charge, 
were  certainlj  rery  oompUmeDt&r^  and  chaering,  and  met 
with  a  heart;  reaponae  from  the  vast  assemblage  in  attend- 
ance— verifjing,  to  the  very  letter,  the  truthfulness  of  tbal 
dlfine  sajing,  "  A  prophet  is  not  without  honor,  aare  in 
his  own  countrj,"  etc.  A  similar  compliment  was  paid  to 
me,  in  the  same  city,  fiAeen  jears  before  that,  on  a  similar 
occasion,  bj  Brother  Norton.  Said  be:  "  If  this  is  a/ov 
specimen  of  'the  illiterate  and  incoDtpetent  miniatera  of 
the  west,'  about  whom  we  bear  so  much  in  the  periodicals 
and  jonmals  of  the  daj,  may  our  city  often  be  hlonanil 
with  such  specimens." 

To  ny  western  oratory,  personal  pecnliariUes,  and  the 
diTine  "unction  from  above,"  I  owe  the  happy  reoeplion 
of  my  bumble  efforts.  Many  olustered  around  me  at  the 
altar,  with  a  warm  hand  and  a  full  heart,  saying,  "  Brother 
Cotton,  I  recollect  distinctly,  and  nerer  can  forget,  either 
your  text  or  sermon  pronounced  here  twenty-five  and  fifteen 
years  ago ;"  and  covering  me  all  over  with  blessings  and 
good  wishaa,  we  parted,,  to  meet,  perohuiee,  do  more  in 
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time.  My  lectare  to  the  Sabbath-school,  in  the  erening, 
WBA  also  an  exceedingly  pleasant  affair.  Stepping  on  board 
the  steamer  on  Monday  morning,  "homeward  boand/' 
whom  should  I  meet  bat  the  Rev.  Brother  Morse,  who  at 
once  introdaoed  me  to  the  captain,  who  recognized  me  in 
a  moment,  gave  me  a  very  cordial  greeting,  and  paid  me 
a  Tery  flattering  compliment.  Said  he:  ''I  had  the  plea- 
fore  to  listen  to  year  afternoon  sermon  yesterday,  and  I 
Brast  say  that  I  was  never  better  entertained  in  all  my 
Ufa — 80  much  so,  that  I  traveled  the  whole  length  of  the 
eity  nearly  to  hear  yoar  Sabbath-school  address,  which 
eertainly  was  the  most  appropriate  and  profitable  address 
ef  the  kind  oar  citizens  have  ever  been  treated  to."  It 
was  one  of  my  oddities,  and  that  no  doubt  was  the  beauty 
of  it.  The  delight  of  the  captain  seemed  so  complete  and 
Ml,  that  the  thought,  unbidden,  crossed  my  mind,  that» 
peroha&ee,  for  once  in  my  life,  I  might  come  in  for  "a 
ftoo  paseage."  But  no;  he  was  too  much  engrossed  vrith 
hU  own  albirs  to  say  "a  free  passage''  once;  and  the 
only  one  I  ever  received  in  all  my  life  and  travels  was  a 
*'firee  ticket"  for  myself  and  lady,  last  fall,  "  to  Yincennes 
and  back,"  on  a  visit  to  my  son.  To  the  voluntary  inter- 
ftrence  of  my  good  friend.  Colonel  Jacob  W.  Eggleston, 
and  the  generous  and  noble>hearted  President  of  the  Cin- 
ehinati  and  St  Louis  Railroad  Compcmy,  Mr.  Clements,  am 
I  indebted  for  this  very  timely,  most  acceptable,  yet  un- 
ozpected  favor.  I  embalm  their  names  in  the  pages  of  my 
Bttle  book,  as  is  the  remembrance  of  this  great  favor,  this 
generous  and  liberal  act,  in  my  grateful  remembrance, 
ttius  enabling  me  not  only  to  visit  my  son,  to  view  this 
ancient  and  primeval  city,  but  also  to  view  the  world- 
fiuned  "  Treaty  Ground "  of  the  lamented  General  Harri- 
ooQ  and  the  immortal  Tecumseh — a  luxury  which  I  had 
long  desired  to  enjoy.    Thanks  to  my  generous  friends. 
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A  TBMPBST  ON  THB  OCKAN. 

As  I  wag  saying,  I  sailed  from  PorUand  to  PMladdphift, 
"  homeward  bound/'  and  while  off  the  coast  of  Massaehtt- 
setts,  we  were  oyertaken  by  a  storm,  and  such  an  one,  m 
the  captain  informed  me,  that  he  had  never  before  enooon- 
tered  on  "  the  mighty  deep."  Under  a  double-reefed  Bom- 
sail,  we  were  driven  at  a  fearful  rate  over  "  the  eretted 
foam  of  green  mountain  billows  "  into  the  harbor  of  "  Ta^ 
paulin  Cove,"  where  we  intended  to  "  cast  anchor,"  and 
*' outride  the  storm."  When  the  cove  hove  in  sights  It 
was  literally  a  perfect  wilderness  of  towering  masta.  All 
the  vessels  on  the  coast,  and  in  reach  of  it,  had  put  in  for 
'*  safe  keeping."  Our  Captain  (Crowell)  said  as  we  had  « 
fearful  night  before  us,  he  would  try  to  work  his  way 
through  the  shipping,  so  as  to  get  a  good  inner  moorings 
which  he  affected  very  skillfully  and  adroitly ;  and  when 
the  order  was  given  to  **  let  go  the  anchor,"  for  some  caase 
the  anchor  "got  foul,"  as  a  sailor  wQuld  say — that  is,  it 
did  not  drop  readily,  and  it  required  quite  an  effort,  and 
not  a  little  time  to  disengage,  and  let  it  go.  Consequently, 
we  were  carried  quite  a  distance  beyond  where  we  intended 
to  anchor,  and  really  beyond  good  anchorage-ground.  And, 
of  course,  when  our  ship  swung  upon  her  cable,  "she  drag- 
ged anchor,"  and  we,  forthwith,  commenced  drifting  towafd 
a  rough  and  rocky  shore ;  slowly,  to  be  sure,  but  still  we 
were  drifting;  and  unless  our  anchor  brought  us  up,  we 
could  not  more  than  outride  half  the  night  AU  that  we 
could  do  now,  was  to  rely  upon  our  anchor,  and  take  what 
was  for  ua  The  wind  blowing  "  a  perfect  tornado,"  and 
the  rain  pouring  down  in  sheets — in  perfect  sluices.  0! 
that  was  a  fearful,  a  dismal  night ;  and,  again,  I  thooght 
of  my  dear,  lost  brother,  and  thought,  too,  that  in  all 
human  probability,  I  should  soon  slumber  with  him  beneath 
"proud  ocean's  angry  foam."  The  night  wore  away,  and 
still  we  were  nearing  the  fearful  breaker  on  the  shore. 
The  captain  said  the  ship,  unless  brought  np  aoon,  most 
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be  wrecked,  and  lost ;  bat  if  we  all  kept  oool,  and  exercised 
good  judgment,  we  might,  perchance,  all  be  saved,  and 
went  on  to  tell  as  how.  Of  course,  none  of  us  slept  a 
wink  "the  liye  long  night"  A  little  after  midnight  our 
proud  ship  strtuk  upon  her  keel,  which  made  her  timbers 
tremble  from  bow  to  stem,  and  sent  the  blood  almost  con- 
gealed to  ice,  all  through  my  frame.  Yet,  hope  of  a  better 
inheritance  cheered  mj  heart,  and  somewhat  resigned  me 
to  my  impending  fate.  Thump  went  the  yessel,  again  and 
again,  as  the  rolling  billows  receded  from  shore;  and  we 
were  all  awaiting  in  fearful  suspense  or  calm  composure, 
the  final  issue,  when  the  captain  came  to  me  and  said : 
We  are  riding  now — and  have  been  for  several  minutes, 
tad  if  the  flukes  of  our  anchor  have  a  good  hold,  we  may 
jet  "  outride  the  storm.''  If  she  drags  again  I  will  let  you 
know  it  immediately — soon  he  said,  cheer  up  boys  I  she 
atUl  rides  safely — and,  in  short,  she  safely  *'  rode  at  anchor '^ 
all  the  rest  of  that  bitter  night,  and  the  wind  veering  in 
the  morning,  she  '*  swung  upon  her  cable,"  far  out  from 
that  fearful  threatening  shore,  and  at  about  noon,  the  cap- 
tain gave  orders  to  "  weigh  anchor,"  the  merry  **  yo  heave  " 
was  soon  heard  at  the  capstan — the  anchor  taken  on  board, 
mud  under  a  light  sail,  and  a  full  and  fair  breeze,  we  were 
soon  standing  out  to  sea,  all  safe  and  sound,  as  though 
nothing  had  happened,  except  all  seemed  exceedingly  happy 
and  thankful  for  our  marvelous  and  merciful  deliverance. 
One  ship  went  on  shore  a  total  wreck,  and  several  were  badly 
fajured,  two  that  lay  just  alongside  of  us,  cut  away  their 
masts  to  save  themselves  and  cargoes.  That  was  one  of  the 
nights,  by  me  never  to  be  forgotten.  My  Muse  thought  the 
pooasion  worthy  of  a  lay  at  the  time,  which  I  here  record,  for 
the  gratification  of  my  readers,  and  for  my  own  gratification, 
1^  one  of  the  thrilling  incidents,  and  "  hair-breadth  escapes," 
in  my  eventful  life,  as  well  as  to  preserve  it  from  oblivion. 
lot  really,  I  deem  it  worthy  of  preservation,  not  for  the 
beauty  or  harmony  of  its  poetic  numbers,  but  for  the  thrill* 
iDg  Inddeni  it  reoords  m  *' life's  cheokered  scenes.'' 
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The  angry  billowi  roll  in  foam,  the  howling  tempests  foov 
And  we  are  drifting  &8t  astern  upon  a  rock -bound  shore; 
A  thrilling,  fearful  shock  proclaims  the  fittal  hour  is  nigh, 
When  we  must  be  a  total  wreck— escape  we  need  not  try. 

Be  ready,  men,  keep  cool,  keep  cool,  let  each  his  part  act  well| 
The  ship  is  lost  I  yet  we  may  lire  the  fearful  scene  to  tell; 
Cheer  up  my  lads,  again  he  said,  she 's  riding  safely  now, 
And  if  her  anchor-hold  prores  jfnn,  all  will  be  sared  I  tzow.* 

The  morning  dawns,  the  winds  come  round,  we  swing  rigkt  oat 

from  shore, 
And  all  with  gratitude  and  praise,  Ood's  saring  hand  adore. 
"  Weigh  anchor  "  now  my  hearty  lads,  again  we  Ul  pat  to  sea, 
'^Yo-heayel"  was  heard — "yo-heaTel"   "yo-hearel  in  merry, 

happy  glee. 

Unfurl  your  canvas  to  the  breeze,  up  with  the  flying  g^b, 
And  soon  we  were  at  sea  again,  and  sailing  very  glib ; 
And  now  far  out  upon  the  main,  I  set  me  down  to  write 
A  line  or  two  upon  the  scenes  I  passed  through  safely  in  tha 
night. 

In  after  time  I  shall  recall  this  thrilling  scene  to  riew, 

And  gratefully  adore,  that  hand  which  took  me  safely  throngh  ; 

And  never  let  it  once  be  said,  I  was  preserved  in  vain, 

To  live  for  naught,  or  worse  than  that,  to  give  another  pais. 

Kay,  let  me  live  to  do  some  good,  both  for  "  church  and  state," 
I  would  be  busy  all  the  time,  though  naught  I  do  be  great; 
When  all  my  duties  are  performed,  and  life  with  me  is  o'er, 
In  climes  above  I  would  again,  that  saving  hand  adore. 

Recording  these  thrilling  and  "hur-breadih  escapes,'' 
brings  them  all  so  vividly  to  mind,  thai  I  seem  to  be  is 
the  very  midst  of  them  all  again.  Believe  me  reader,  I 
have  seen  much  of  the  world,  and  passed  throng  many 
besatifiil,  and  eome  thrilling  scenes  in  it    Haven't  IT 
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OMHt  bH   of  BT  TOUtllfol  BMO* 

ksre  flnl  aad  pne?  Aad  I  b«^  arndf  wiiBt  Iibtb 
I  dooe  ni  rctara,  aitlier  to  aerre  B»d  pleBK  Gictd  Bsd  to 
bcaeit  Baakxnd  ?  If  I  hsre  iMt  done  bs  mucli  bs  I  oaghtk 
and  B0  Bradi  wb  I  mi^^  I  do  T^<uce  in  the  hope  Bad  w 
Ihe  Bamanee  that  I  hare  not  tired  altoi^ther  in  rain. 

Am  b  testier,  I  faaTe  strore  to  implant  in  the  tender 
Mind,  correct  moral  principles  and  the  neceenty  of  earlj 
pietj.  I  hBTe  aeen  m j  whole  school  in  tears,  and  upott 
tlieir  kneea  erring  aload  for  merej  or  praising  Ckid  for 
pardoning  grace.  Some  of  whom  are,  no  donbl^  now  in 
heaTen,  and  others  on  their  way  thither.  Who  that  wil- 
nened  it  ean  erer  forget  the  soene  in  my  school  room  in 
mj  own  neighborhood,  at  the  close  thereof,  manj  ymx% 
ago?  O  preeioas  remembrance!  And  others  of  a  similar 
eharaeier  are  eren  so  dear  to  m  j  heart.  0,  how  mnoh 
good  ean  be  done  in  the  8cho<d  room ! 

If  I  bsTe  not  been  what  is  commonly  stjled  a  Reformip 
Ikm  preacher,  I  hare  not  altoge&er  preached  in  yun  srsa 
in  that  respect,  outride  of  my  school  circle.  My  stngla 
sermon  npon  Mi  Abram,  as  reforred  to  in  my  Foema«  was 
oimed  and  blessed  by  Qod,  to  the  awmkeniag  and  ooa- 
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Tenion  of  some  one-half  of  all  that  heard  me  on  thai  de- 
lightful and  ever  memorable  occasion,  as  they  wrote  me 
aoon  after  themselTcs.  If  a  man  coald  not  preaeh  with 
holy  inspiration  upon  so  lofty  a  hight-— a  summit  eeeok- 
ingly  so  near  heayen,  I  know  not  where  he  could. 

Persons  hare  often  approached  me  with — "  that  eermon 
was  made  a  great  blessing  to  me.''  "I  was  powerfnllj 
awakened,  and  God  has  graciously  oouTerted  my  poor 
soul,  and  I  am  bound  to  meet  you  in  heaven."  "  Bless  God 
that  I  eyer  heard  you — take  courage  and  go  on.''  A  single 
instance.  Several  years  ago,  I  preached  at  a  camp  meeting 
near  Versailles.  To  say  the  least  of  it,  my  immensely 
large  audience  seemed  to  be  well  entertained  and  deeply 
interested.    And  to  me  it  was  a  precious  good  season. 

The  next  year  I  had  no  sooner  arrived  upon  the  ground, 
than  a  very  interesting  young  man  pressed  his  way  to  me, 
with  " I  suppose  you  do  not  know  me ?  "  "I  can  not  say 
that  I  do,  although  your  countenance  seems  somewhat 
familiar  to  me."  '*  Well,"  said  he,  **  last  year,  I  came  to 
the  camp«meeting  a  very  wicked  young  man.  I  came  for 
a  frolic  and  for  fun.  When  you  commenced  preaching  I 
was  standing  by  thai  tree  yonder  in  front  of  the  stand. 
Your  peculiar  manner  riveted  my  attention  at  once.  I 
was  melted  to  tears  of  deep  penitence — sought  God  with 
all  my  heart,  and  a  short  time  after  the  meeting  broke  up, 
my  soul  was  happily  converted,  and  I  have  longed  to  see 
you  ever  since."  The  salvation  of  a  single  soul  is  worth 
preaching  and  praying  fur  a  whole  lifetime.  But  I  trust 
in  God  that  I  have  many  such  jewels  to  adorn  my  orown 
of  rejoicing  in  **  that  better  land." 

Finally,  at  a  protracted  and  interesting  meeting  at 
Pleasant  View,  the  other  day,  the  Rev.  J.  B,  Sparks, 
preaeher  in  charge,  and  universally  beloved,  in  relating 
his  religious  experience,  said,  that  while  I  was  preaching 
at  a  protracted  meeting  held  at  brother  Price's,  in  Frank- 
lin county,  many  years  ago,  he  was  powerftilly  awakened, 
and  noTer  more  found  rest  to  his  soul  until  God  sealed  a 
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graoious  pardon  on  his  heart.  Aside  from  his  own  sonFs 
salvation,  how  much  good  has  already  and  may  yet  result 
to  the  church  and  the  world  by  the  conyersion  and  minis- 
tration of  brother  Sparks.  Oh,  I  bless  God  for  these  mani- 
festations of  His  approbation  and  saying  power  through  my 
feeble  instrumentality.  Surely  I  hayo  not  run  in  vain — 
neither  have  I  preached  in  yain  for  the  salyation  of  souls. 
Yet  my  great  mission  seems  to  have  been  to  build  up,  to 
comfort,  to  edify,  to  confirm  and  establish  in  the  truth  of 
the  blessed  gospel  of  Christ 

Peter  was  twice  charged  to  feed  the  sheep,  and  once  to 
feed  the  lambs.  Oood  old  elder  Henry  Meader  said,  the 
other  day,  that  at  first  he  did  not  understand  it ;  he  thought 
the  lambs  should  be  the  better  fed;  but  since  he  was 
vehooled  in  raising  sheep,  it  was  all  explained  to  him. 
Poorly  fed  sheep  will  haye  sickly,  pany  lambs.  Sheep, 
well  attended  to  and  in  good  healthy  condition,  will  raise 
healthy  and  vigorous  lamba  Could  any  thing  have  been 
more  beautifully  appropriate  ?  And  why  could  I  not  so 
have  expressed  myself  years  ago?  Because,  perchance, 
God  neyer  designed  that  any  one  man  should  say  o/Z  the 
pretty  things  that  are  to  be  said.  A  soul,  converted  in  a 
sickly,  feeble  state  of  the  church,  must  lack  good  nursing, 
and  will  be  feeble  too.  But  when  the  church  is  in  a  healthy 
and  vigorous  state,  oonverts  are  properly  nursed  and  cared 
Ibr,  and  soon  become  healthy  and  vigorous  too.  What  a 
sermon  in  few  words  I  Then  even  in  feeding  the  sheep  as 
I  have  done,  mainly,  I  have  effected  a  great  and  good  work 
in  the  church  of  God,  as  I  would  fain  hope  and  believe,  and 
trust  that  the  Great  Day  vrill  so  reveal  it  and  make  it 
known  to  the  everlasting  peace  and  bliss  of  my  own  soul, 
and  the  multiplied  scores  who  have  for  more  than  forty 
years  sat  under  my  ministry.  Even  so  let  it  be.  Amen, 
and  Amenl 
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A  POLITICIAN. 

Politically  I  ever  have  been — am  now — and  ever  expeot 
to  remain  an  advocate  and  supporter  of  the  old  Jeller- 
sonian-Jacksonian  system  of  goyemmental  policy,  at  leasts 
BB  1  do  and  have  ever  understood  it  And  in  becoming 
a  member  of  the  church  and  a  minister  of  the  gospel, 
I  have  never  felt  it  necessary  to  sacrifice  or  abandon 
any  of  my  'Apolitical  rights  and  privileges."  Conse- 
quently I  have  been  a  somewhat  active,  though  by  no 
means  a  '*  brawling  politician."  I  have  ever  paid  due  re- 
spect to  the  rights  and  consciences  of  others,  as  expressed 
in  my  National  Ode.  This  saying  all  manner  of  unkind 
and  ungenerous  things  against  a  whole  party,  at  a  ranting 
political  meeting,  held,  perchance,  on  Saturday  eve,  and 
then  on  the  next  precious  sabbath  morning,  meet  as  breth- 
ren, wounded,  grieved,  and  estranged  brethren,  to  vrorship 
God  in  His  house  of  prayer,  as  has,  alas  I  too  often  been 
the  case,  always  grated  upon  my  ear,  and  pained  my  heart 
And  whatever  may  be  my  offenses  and  my  omissions, 
surely  all  will  bear  testimony  that  I  am  clear  of  this.  0, 
bow  much  injury  has  the  church  sustained — ^how  many 
dear  brethren  offended — wounded — ay,  lost^  perchance,  for- 
ever, through  this  kind  of  road  political  ranting?  Now, 
dear  brethren  readers,  these  things  ought  not  to  be.  A 
man  in  this  free  country  may  advocate  the  system  of 
policy  that  seems  best  to  him — ^may  and  should  voto  lor 
it  as  a  free  American  citiEcn,  vrithout  bringing  down  upon 
himself  the  anathemas  of  his  countrymen,  much  less  his 
brother's  unkindness  and  uncharitableness — ^his  ooolness, 
or  his  hate. 

I  have,  however,  in  my  time  received  some  pretty  "  hard 
raps  over  the  knuckles,"  both  from  the  press  and  from 
the  citizens  of  my  community — nor  would  I  hardly  have 
it  otherwise.  A  public  man  who  pleases  every  body,  spends 
his  breath  for  naught,  and  is  a  blank  still.  Enemies  and 
opposition  bring  out  the  man.  It  is  the  stricken  steel  that 
shows  its  latent  spark,  and  in  thii  senae  my  enemies  have 
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done  more  for  me  than  hare  mj  admiring  friends,  alihoog)^ 
mj  defeat  and  mortification  was  their  aim.  And  to  sap- 
pose  that  some  whom  I  could  name,  were  reallj  as  Mean 
all  over,  inside  and  out,  as  has  been  their  treatment  to  me^ 
would  be  a  total  absurdity,  because,  if  so,  they  must  haT* 
sufibcated  long  ago,  by  their  own  moral  stench*  But,  upon 
the  whole,  I  have  much  more  to  inspire  my  gratitude  than 
my  complaints. 

I  can  not  well  deny  myself  the  pleasure  of  quoting,  right 
here,  a  few  of  the  many  kind  editorials  and  communioations 
that  have,  from  time  to  time  appeared  in  the  journals  of 
the  day,  and  I  think  that  I  record  them  quite  as  much  for 
the  enoouragement  of  little  obscure  boys  or  young  men,  at 
for  my  own  personal  vanity  and  self-complacency.  At  any 
rate,  they  form  a  part  of  my  history,  and  should  not  be 
withheld.  Here  are  a  few  of  them,  and  they  will  speak 
for  themselves. 

OOMPLDfENTABT  N0TICB8. 

''Mr.  Editor:  —  I  see  that  my  friend.  Judge  Cotton,  is 
OD  the  track  for  the  office  of  Recorder,  at  the  next  election, 
and  with  characteristic  magnanimity  he  assuree  us,  that 
''he  has  not  taken  the  field  to  oppose  any  one,"  and  onl^ 
asks,  in  turn,  that  none  take  the  field  to  oppose  him.  Thia 
is  generous,  this  is  reasonable  I 

Now,  Mr.  Editor,  I  am  in  for  the  Judge,  decidedly;  and» 
sir,  if  the  idea  of  any  man  having  claims  upon  the  publio 
for  office,  is  not  altogether  inadmissible,  I  claim  that  Judge 
Cotton's  claims  to  the  office  in  question,  are  paramount  to 
those  of  any  other  man  in  the  county ;  and  I  am  satisfied 
that  focts  will  fully  corroborate  the  assumption.  Judge 
Cotton  has  been  a  resident  of  Dearborn  county,  I  presume, 
some  thirty-five  years.  Nearly  the  whole  of  the  active, 
Taloable  portion  of  his  life  has  been  devoted  to  the  interesti 
of  the  county  and  State,  and,  I  may  say,  of  the  world ; 
for  the  Jodge's  philanthropy  partakes  not  of  the  selfish,  or 
centripetal  element^  ezdosiYdy,  but  ia  essentially  dSlfiiiife 
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in  ha  oharaeteiv-a  mott  hannonioas  combinatioii  of  tfie 
•entripeUl  and  centrifugal  forces.  His  energies  have  nol 
been  exerted  in  the  aooumalation  of  wealth,  or  for  his  own 
aggrandisement,  bat  for  the  benefit  of  mankind.  In  the 
■eyeral  capacities  of  teacher,  minister,  judicial  officer,  and 
temperance  lecturer,  he  has  served  his  generation  well  and 
fluthfullj ;  and  I  venture  to  affirm,  that  in  the  proseoution 
of  these  various  avocations  he  has  spent  more  time,  made 
greater  sacrifices  of  personal  ease  and  comfort,  and  sur- 
mounted more  difficulties,  than  any  other  man  in  Dearborn 
county  has  done  for  such  objects.  And  by  far  the  greater 
portion  of  this  labor  has  been  performed  without  any  hope 
of  remuneration,  except  such  as  is  a  legitimate  sequence 
of  a  life  devoted  to  the  cause  of  truth  and  humanity.  And 
now,  to  sum  up  the  whole  matter,  I  must  insist,  that  of 
•11  men  in  the  county.  Judge  Cotton  ought  to  be  elected 
our  next  Recorder.  His  past  valuable  and  unrequited 
labors  demand  it;  pecuniarily  he  needs  it;  and  surely  a 
grateful  and  appreciating  public  will  award  it  So  mote 
it  be." 

''The  meeting  then  adjourned,  giving  throe  cheers  for 
Judge  Cotton.  We  have  been  in  agony  about  this  mat- 
ter, but  the  agony  is  over.  Judge  Cotton  will  sweep  all 
before  him,  wherever  he  goes,  like  a  mighty  torrent  We 
say  to  our  friends  abroad.  Judge  Cotton  is  the  man,  without 
any  more  delay.  No  time  is  to  be  lost  We  can  elect  him 
if  there  are  a  dozen  candidates  in  the  field. 

In  conclusion,  we  would  say  to  the  voters  of  Dearborn, 
*go  to  work  at  once,  and  in  earnest  Let  the  watchword 
be,  JUDGE  COTTON,  VIRTUE  and  VICTORY!! I'" 

"  If  the  whigs,  on  a  proper  consideration  of  the  matter, 
conclude  to  cast  their  votes  for  an  independent  democrat; 
I  know  of  no  one  more  capable,  honest,  and  available  than 
Judge  A.  J.  Cotton,  of  Manchester.  The  high  standing 
of  the  Judge  as  an  honest  man,  good  neighbor,  and  chrift- 
tian,  pointo  him  out  as  the  man  for  that  high  office. '^ 


AUTQBIOGRAFHr.  349 

"The  Judge  was  then  called  oat  to  address  the  meeting, 
fie  begged  to  be  ezcosed,  as  there  were  a  pleDtj  of  good 
speakers  present,  and  as  he  had  already,  perhaps,  addressed 
the  audience  a  hundred  Umes  upon  the  subject,  and  that 
it  would  be  peculiarly  embarrassing  at  this  time  to  impose 
himself  upon  the  audiense,  many  of  whom  had  come  from 
afar  to  hear  another  gentleman  of  known  ability,  of  pleas- 
ing, graceful  manners,  and  rich  and  flowing  eloquence. 
But  it  was  no  go.  Cotton  I  Cotton  I !  COTTON ! !  I  was 
echoed  through  the  hall  most  enthusiasUcally.  There  be- 
ing no  "let  up,"  the  Judge  responded  to  the  call  in  one 
of  his  most  amusing  and  happy  strains,  for  some  forty 
minutes.  The  vast  assemblage  was  often  perfectly  cob* 
Tulsed  with  laughter ;  and  anon  they  were  as  still  as  death. 

Ills  temperance  picture,  which  is  purely  original,  was 
finely  sketched,  and  told  well  upon  the  cause.  'It  was 
rich  as  cream.' " 

"Judge  Cotton's  Poems. — ^We  have  once  or  twice  an- 
nounced the  intention  of  Judge  Cotton  to  collect  the  most, 
if  not  all  of  his  numerous  fugitive  pieces  which  have  en- 
livened the  columns  of  newspapers  for  twenty-five  or  thirty 
years.  He  is  getting  old,  yet  he  writes  poetry  with  the 
beauty  and  elegance  of  earlier  years.  His  style  is  his 
own,  and  some  of  his  earlier  productions  found  their  way 
into  the  first  magazines  in  the  country.  We  learn  that  a 
thousand  copies  of  his  book  are  already  subscribed  for.  We 
hope  to  hear  of  their  early  publication." 

"The  Ruling  Passion  Strong  in  Death. — By  the  last 
mail  we  received  a  letter  and  a  few  verses  of  poetry  from 
our  old  friend,  Judge  Alfred  J.  Cotton,  of  Dearborn  co., 
which  will  be  found  in  another  column. 

The  Judge  is  certainly  a  rare  genius — possessing  greater 
versatility  of  character  than  is  oAen  met  with  in  one  man. 
He  is  a  farmer,  in  a  small  way — a  preacher  of  the  Gospel, 
a  school  teacher — a  universal  poet,  for  many  years  associate 
jadge,  under  the  old  re^me— «flerward  probate  judge-* 
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a  patriot  who  lores  his  ooontrj— «  uniTeml  fimnite  si 
w«ddiDg  parties,  in  which  he  had  a  great  niD,  and  where 
he  officiated  with  entire  satisfaction  to  the  joong  folks, 
more  especially  as  he  always  accompanied  the  marriage 
notice  with  an  appropriate  Terse  or  two  of  his  own  oom* 
posing. 

He  always  had  a  great  passion  for  scrihhling  poeiryt 
and  we  remember  that,  '  once  upon  a  time/  he  wrote  a 
■onnet  that  woald  have  done  credit  to  Ton  Hoon,  all  aboot 
a  lock  of  Gen.  Jackson's  hair,  which  the  old  general  had 
enclosed  to  him  in  a  letter  from  the  Hermitage. 

The  last  time  we  had  the  pleasure  of  meeting  him  was 
al  the  people's  convention  at  Indianapolis,  on  the  13th  of 
Jaly  last  We  saw  then  that  he  was  rapidly  passing  down 
the  yale  of  life,  and  that  his  '  work  was  about  done.'  May 
his  end  be  peacefbl  and  happy." 

These  flattering  and  honorable  notices  which  have  been 
widely  circulated  through  the  periodicals  of  the  day,  and, 
to  which  I  mi^t  add  many  more  of  the  same  sort,  is  to 
me  rich  reward  for  a  lifetime,  devoted  to  the  well-being  of 
the  community,  in  the  midst  of  which  my  pleasant  lot  has 
been  cast 

THE    MEANS    BESOBTBD  TO. 

Does  my  young  reader  now  desire  to  know  by  what 
means  I  attained  this  honorable  notoriety — this  compara- 
tively lofly  eminence  among  the  public  men,  and  poets 
and  oratorsi  and  ministers,  and  teachers  of  the  day?  At- 
tend and  you  shall  hear  more  fully  what  I  have  already 
intimated.  In  the  first  place,  I  remembered  my  Creator  in 
the  days  of  my  youth,  which  shielded  and  preserved  me 
from  the  vices  and  snares  that  otherwise  might  have  proved 
my  ruin.  In  the  next  place,  I  early  resolved  to  save  and 
to  appropriate  all  my  spare  dimes  for  good  periodicals  and 
good  books;  and  all  my  spare  hours  in  their  perusal,  in 
preference  to  squandering  both  away  at  the  haunts  of  vice 
and  dissipation.    I  have  by  slow,  yet  sure  degrees^  soon- 
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mnlated  a  small  library,  of  some  100  Tolumes,  which  I 
regard  as  being  only  a  pari  of  the  saTiDgs  of  rum  Ain> 

TOAAGCa 

And  I  am  quite  sure  that  when  business  has  called  me 
away  from  their  perusal,  I  have  been  quite  as  anxious  to 
get  back  to  them  again,  to  finish  a  story,  a  chapter,  a  book, 
or  an  inyestigation,  as  do  the  idle  and  dissolute,  to  get 
back  to  the  haunts  of  yice  and  dissipation.  The  love  of 
reading — ^the  perusal  of  good  books — 0 !  what  a  blessing — 
what  a  treat  1 1  and  how  much  these  things  tend  to  deyelop 
the  mind,  and  strengthen  the  heart  in  noble  and  honor- 
able purposes.  And  without  pure  moral  yirtne  all  is  lost, 
and  lost  for  ever.  *'  For,''  according  to  the  eternal  rules  of 
celestial  precedences,  in  the  immortal  heraldry  of  nature 
and  of  heaven,  **virtfie  is  the  principal  thing — ^it  is  the 
crowning  excellence  of  mortals — it  is  the  nobility  of  angels- 
it  is  the  majesty  of  God." 

My  f(dr  reader,  as  has  been  beautifully  said — ''nature 
may  haye  been  lavish  of  her  choicest  gifts  upon  you — ^in 
form,  feature,  and  complexion — the  muses  may  have  sung 
your  pndses — ^history  may  have  embalmed  your  name,  and 
your  memory^  the  most  honorable  among  men,  may  have 
bowed  at  the  shrine  of  thy  love ;  yet,  after  all,  thy  loveli- 
ness is  not  fully  crowned  until  virtue  and  piety  throws 
around  all  the  power  and  magic  of  its  charm."  There  is 
no  true  greatness  either  in  male  or  female  that  is  not  sano- 
tified  by  virtue.  But  I  can  not  longer  dwelL  ''  A  word 
to  the  wise  is  sufficient,"  and  I  proceed. 

PLEAS  ANTBIES. 

On  one  of  my  return  trips  from  the  East,  I  called  into 
an  auction-room  at  Pittsburg.  A  set  of  fine  teaspoons, 
worth,  at  least,  some  three  or  four  dollars,  was  put  up. 
"  Who  bids  ?  how  much  for  this  beautiful  set  of  teaspoons — 
how  much  ?  Start  them  at  something,  gentlemen ;  any  thing 
11  better  than  nothing — ^How  much?  Who  will  start  them 
at  fifty  oentsf  At  that  moment^  quick  as  thoughti  I  !•• 
■ponded  thus: 


852  cotton's  keepsake. 

Mr.  Crier,  If  no  one  bids  higher, 

Then,  sir,  here's  your  cash; 
So  pass  'em  along,  and  I'll  hush  mj  flong^ 

As  quick  as  a  flash. 

** Good,  sir,  they  &ro  jours ;  who  oro  you?  That  is  worth 
m  set  of  spoons  any  time."  And  amid  a  general  mnrmor 
of  delight,  I  crowded  my  way  to  the  stand,  took  my  spoons, 
and  marched  out  in  triumph.  And,  although  we  have  now 
used  them  constantly  for  more  than  18  years,  thej  seem 
little  worse  for  the  wear.  That  surely  was  a  felicitous 
moment;  but  I  got  matched  for  it  in  the  morning — good. 
Going  on  board  a  steamboat,  for  a  home  passage,  I  saw 
that  the  captain  was  a  jolly  fellow,  like  myself,  and  so 
after  a  little  chat  I  said:  Well,  captain,  what  will  you 
charge  to  take  about  2001b  of  Cotton  snugly  put  up,  as 
far  as  Lawrenceburg?  Not  over  fifty  cents,  anyhow. 
Well,  I  think  I'll  cIoro  the  contract  at  that.  Cotton  is 
my  name,  and  that  is  about  my  weight.  01  that's  it,  is 
it  ?  Yes,  sir.  All  right  said  he,  and  before  I  had  time  to 
say  Jack  Kobinson,  he  sung  out !  Boys,  bear  a  hand  here — 
some  more  freight — stow  this  bale  of  Cotton  away  do¥m  in 
the  hold  there ! !  1  Hold  on,  captain,  if  you  please,  I  ao- 
knowledge  the  com — take  my  hat.  I  love  a  good  joke,  if  it 
is  at  my  expense — and  that  is  as  rich  as  cream;  and  we 
took  a  good  hearty  laugh,  and  had  a  pleasant  trip  down 
the  river  together.  If  the  tables  were  handsomely  tamed 
upon  me  iJieti,  as  they  certainly  were,  I,  in  turn,  have  often 
turned  them  quite  as  suddenly  and  happily  upon  others. 
I  will  record  only  some  two  or  three.  Presenoe  of  mind 
and  ready  wit,  is  all  that  can  save  one  in  each  a  case — 
an  after-thought  will  not  do. 

Shortly  after  I  was  elected  Judge,  my  early  and  ef?er- 
cherished  friend,  Judge  Dowden,  who,  like  myself,  cared 
little  who  had  to  foot  the  biU,  so  we  had  a  little  good-natnred 
pleasantry,  said  to  me  in  the  midst  of  quite  a  <ffowd  in 
Lawrenoeburg, — Come  Judge,  go  round  home  with  ma,  it 
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will  not  be  maeh  oot  of  yoar  way.  I'm  all  alone,  and 
"  poor  company  is  better  than  none."  Of  coi^rae  it  was  all 
understood,  and  there  was  a  great  ycao  hau>.  I  found  that 
I  was  in  for  it,  and  quick  as  thought  I  chimed  in  wi^ 
"  Well,  Judge,  there  is  just  where  you  and  I  differ.  If  I 
ean't  haye  respectable,  decent  company,  I  always  prefer  to 
be  alone.  I  think  I  '11  take  the  other  road !"  **  Take  my  hat 
Judge.''  And  if  he  did  not  foot  the  bill  to  a  hearty  up- 
xoariouB  laugh,  I  would  not  say  it  And  none  laughed  more 
loudly  and  heartily  than  he. 

At  another  time,  when  riding  past  a  house-raising 
and  pausing  to  greet  my  friends,  one  after  another  began 
to  eraek  their  jokes,  when  my  old  friend  Mr.  Blovell,  a 
perfect  wag,  full  of  frolic  and  fun,  sung  out,  "01  Judge, 
do  you  recollect  the  time  I  came  past  your  house,  and  yon 
wae  skinning  a  cat?"  I  saw  that  I  was  in  for  it  good,  and 
thought  quick  you  may  depend  Not  a  moment  was  to  be 
ktti  and  I  stilled  the  clamorous  uproar  in  a  moment,  by 
Maying:  Why  bless  me,  I  have  not  thought  of  it  once  since, 
I  am  right  glad  that  you  have  mentioned  it.  Do  you  re^ 
oollect  the  other  part  of  the  transaction  ?  No,  not  as  I 
know  o£  All  sung  out,  what  is  it  Judge  ?  let  us  hear.  O 
no,  gentlemen,  that  would  not  do,  iis  it  was  only  a  little 
confidendol  transaction  between  me  and  friend  Blovell. 
Of  course,  instead  of  quenching,  that  only  increased  the 
flame  of  anxiety,  for  if  Blovell,  who  was  always  tripping 
np  others,  could  possibly  be  tripped  up  himself,  it  had  to 
eome.  We  must  have  it  Judge— come,  out  with  it.  01 
no,  gentlemen,  Mr.  Blovell  will  take  it  very  unkindly  in 
me  to  divulge  that  little  confidential  matter  to  all  thia 
erowd  hero.  0  no !  I  wont,  said  he,  if  you  have  any  thing, 
out  wUk  it  Well,  then,  said  I,  in  a  most  significant  man- 
ner. Don't  you  recollect  that  you  said  you  had  no  money 
with  yon,  but  that  cai  was  your  favorite  meat,  and  if  I 
would  trust  you  with  a  quarter,  you  would  be  much 
obliged  to  me,  and  would  surely  pay  me  soon.    And  you  'to 

nercr  done  ao  to  this  day.    I  'm  ^ad  yon  called  my  mind 

30 
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to  it,  and  if  oonvenient,  I  should  like  to  haye  jou  fork  orer. 
And  then  si^oh  another  clapping  of  hands,  and  bnrating 
of  jackets,  and  perfect  screams  of  laughter,  joa,  perhaps^ 
never  witnessed.  And  poor  Blovell  was  the  worst  used  up 
man  I  ever  saw.  Like  the  boj  who  bust  his  gun,  he  was 
sorry  that  he  shot  that  time.  Why  Blovell,  said  one  and 
all,  that  was  the  meanest  trick  I  ever  heard  of  you,  run 
in  debt  for  a  quarter  of  cat,  and  not  pay  for  it  I  bow  .did 
you  cook  it?  etc,  etc.  Blovell  never  said  cat  to  me  after 
that  And  never  were  the  tables  more  handsomely  turned 
It  was  certainly  a  rich  affair  in  its  line. 

I  record  these  reminiscences  of  the  past  for  a  little  spies, 
and  to  prompt  my  young  readers  to  close  and  quick  think- 
ing. I  could  add  more  of  the  kind,  but  as  enough  is  better 
than  a  feasij  I  forbear  at  present  My  whole  aim  and 
object  is  to  arouse  thought  to  active  and  vigorous  action. 
What  a  pity  that  that  most  valuable  endowment  of  the 
mind  should  be  unheeded  and  uncultivated  I  All  the  great 
and  grand  discoveries  and  improvements  of  the  arte  and 
sciences  are  the  work  and  offspring  of  well-directed  and 
closely-applied  thought  and  investigation. 


"  THOUGHT.'* 

"What  is  thought?  It  is  an  emanation  from  the  Deity; 
the  guide ;  the  fear  and  the  joy  of  youth ;  the  companion 
df  age;  the  solace  of  retirement;  and  the  telegraph  of 
worlds.  Subtile  in  its  essence,  mysterious  in  ite  flight,  it 
wings  its  silent  and  rapid  way  from  sun  to  sun,  from  star 
to  star,  and  from  world  to  world;  onward  and  upward, 
careering  still,  it  reaches  the  court  of  heaven;  it  takes 
fast  hold  of  the  throne  of  God,  and  encircles  the  universe." 
My  young  reader,  this  mighty  agent,  this  inestimable  en- 
dowment, is  bestowed  upon  and  intrusted  to  you  fbr  great 
and  noble  purposes,  by  your  great  and  good  Creator.  0! 
onltivate  and  improve  it,  whatever  else  you  may  or  may 
not  do^  and  rioh  will  be  your  lewird. 
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Then  kre  &  thoaBUid  other  thingi  that  I  ihonld  tvtj 
nncli  tike  to  introdacs,  but  tims  md  space  Dtterlj  forlud. 
A  mere  ikete\  of  mj  very  bamble,  yet  somewfaat  enDtfnl, 
honorable,  and,  I  ironld  fain  hope,  useful  life,  ia  all  that  I 
hare  promised  m;  frieodB,  and  ia  all  that  I  can  here  treat 
Aem  to,  vhieh  may,  in  short,  be  footed  np  thna:  I  bsTO, 
with  mj  own  hands,  cleared  op  and  caltirated  a  nnall 
turn;  have  taught  acfaool  at  least  twelve  jean  of  solid 
time ;  performed  the  duties  of  a  judge,  sa  beat  I  could,  fbr 
more  than  twelve  years ;  have  read  Tolnme  after  Tolnmo 
of  onr  standard  works,  and  man;  periodioak — good,  bad, 
and  Indifferent;  have  written  all  over,  inside  and  out,  not 
leas,  perhaps,  than  a  doien  reams  of  paper — and  that  ia 
some — tTj  it  who  may ;  to  which  maj  be  added  this  little 
book.  Hj  poema  and  punnings,  such  as  thej  are,  are 
"Iq^ien."  And,  during  my  ministry  of  more  than  for^ 
yean,  I  must  have  pronounced  eome  three  or  fon/thousaad 
■nmoas,  and  sorely  more  than  one  thousand  temperance 
heturea,  and  national  and  apeeial  orationa,  and  Sabbath- 
aofaool  addreBsea,  etc.,  not  a  few.  In  all,  say  at  least  some 
fire  or  six  thousand  public  addreaaea,  and  that  is  no  tririal 
natter,  even  to  count,  refjutring  much  thought  and  eset- 
(iie  of  mind,  and,  perchance,  of  the  fingers,  to  arrange 
and  mature,  and  much  exercise  for  the  teeth,  tongue,  and 
lipe  to  pronounce  at  one  letter,  or  ayllable  at  moat,  at  one 
time-  The  epitaph  which,  it  ia  said.  Lord  Brougham  a^ 
ranged  for  himself,  wonld  not  inaptly  apply  to  me: 
"Hen,  stranger,  turn  joai  wandering  eyes — 

Hj  t«l«  a  uKta\  moral  teachea; 
The  grave  in  which  my  bod;  liea 

Would  scarce  contain  one  half  my  speecbea." 
To  perform  which,  I  must  have  traveled  more  miles  than 
it  would  rnqnire  to  belt  thia  mif^tj  ^be,  and  »  lufe 
pMtioa  of  that  "afoot  aod  alcoie;"  and  te  all  thia  grMt' 
■^woik  of  bUb,  Mkd  kbw  of  loie^"  tU  toU,  up  to  te 
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commencement  of  my  present  and  long-protracted  iDneae, 
I  have  not  received  more  than  the  yalne  of  about  one 
hundred  dollars,  in  money  and  presents ;  an  amount  hardly 
sufficient  to  foot  my  "shoe  and  boot  bill/'  in  the  actual 
service,  to  say  nothing  about  the  great  wear  and  tear  of 
body  and  mind,  and  the  sacrifice  of  time,  and  neglected 
business.  I  have  left  my  plow  in  the  furrow,  my  scythe 
in  the  swath,  and  turned  out  my  school,  "many  a  time 
and  oft,"  to  respond  to  the  calls  of  my  afflicted  friends,  on 
funeral  occasions,  and  the  radius  of  my  circular  field  ope- 
rations being  not  less  than  ten  or  fifteen  miles,  I  have 
pronounced  as  many  as  five  funeral  sermons  in  a  week,. 
OTer  and  above  my  Sabbath  ministrationa  I  do  not  men- 
tion these  things  by  way  of  regret  and  fault-finding;  0  no! 
I  rather  rejoice  that  it  has  ever  been  in  my  power  to  serve 
my  friends  and  the  community  in  any  acceptable  and 
profitable  manner.  I  was  ever  happy  and  cheerful  in  the 
performance  of  these  duties,  and  am  now  happy  in  the  re- 
membrance of  them.  I  record  these  things  because  they 
are  true,  and  form  parts  and  parcels  of  my  own  historyi 
and  to  show  how  it  has  happened  that,  in  this  fertile 
country,  while  others  have  accumulated  competency  and 
wealth,  I  have  nothing  laid  up  in  store  for  the  infirmities 
of  old  age  and  afiliction.  Now,  my  reader,  you  will  readily 
perceive  that  if  one  commences  the  world  with  an  empty 
pocket  or  purse,  as  I  did,  devotes  all  the  best  energies  of 
his  mind  and  body  to  qualify  himself  for  acceptable  publio 
services,  and  then  works  for  nothing  and  finds  himself  as  I 
have  done,  he  would  be  very  apt  to  quit  as  he  began,  with 
an  empty  pocket  or  purse,  just  as  I  do.  I  have  been  con- 
tent and  happy,  with  "food  and  raiment  convenient  for 
me  and  mine'' — ^all  else,  both  in  time  and  money,  I  have 
appropriated  to  public  good,  and  have  trusted  in  God  all 
the  time  for  the  future,  and  his  promise  has  never  onoe 
yet  failed  me.  Whenever  I  have  been  sick,  all  that  heart 
could  vrish  has  been  kindly  bestowed  upon  me,  in  rich  and 
pcofuso  abundance;  and  I  have  never  been  wo  toah  in 


AUT0BI06RAFHT.  367 

money  and  means  as  I  have  been  since  my  present  iHness. 
Fives  and  tens  individnally,  aiid  twentiee  and  thirties  ooUee- 
tiyely,  hare  been  thrown  into  my  lap.  It  was  too  liberal, 
too  mnch,  and  to  equalize  and  divide  the  matter,  is  one  of 
the  objects  of  my  little  book,  as  before  stated. 

Bat  perhaps  I  had  better  conclude  the  history  of  my 
own  doings  and  honors,  before  I  conclude  my  book.  In 
addition  to  what  I  have  already  written,  I  have  held  one 
public  religious  debate  vrith  the  somewhat  celebrated  Rer. 
Mr.  Emet,  of  the  Univeralist  Church.  It  was,  as  admitted 
by  all,  a  yery  pretty  and  pleasant  affair.  Of  coarse,  I  en- 
tirely used  up  my  adversary,  and  if  I  failed  in  any  thing, 
it  was  in  making  him  and  his  sensible  of  it — '*  great  minds 
differ.''  Seriously,  if  I  live,  you  may  yet  see  the  contro- 
versy, and  then  yon  can  judge  for  yoarselves — so  be  patient. 
And  tiien,  I  have  held  one  somewhat  protracted  Scriptnral 
temperance  discussion  with  my  friend,  Elijah  Huffman, 
Stq.,  who  is  tome  in  his  way  of  thinking  upon  that  ques- 
tion. Bnt  then,  like  Brother  Emet,  of  course,  he  too  was 
**&  used  up  man,''  if  I  could  only  have  made  him  see  it 
I  haTe  the  papers  carefully  preserved  in  this  also,  and  may 
peichaiioe  place  them  into  your  hands  before  I  die.  That, 
too,  was  a  kindly-conducted  and  pleasant  a£Bur.  For  the 
tpiee  of  the  thing,  I  will  just  say,  that  when  I  was  at  Sinai 
Gbureh,  the  place  where  we  held  the  controversy,  a  short 
time  since,  to  make  a  speech  and  to  get  subscribers  for  my 
boek,  friend  Huffman  very  pleasantly  inquired,  at  the  wind- 
«p  of  my  address,  if  I  could  not  notice  in  my  book,  the  cir> 
eomstance  of  the  Manchester  folks  once  having  sent  over 
to  him  a  cotton-bale  to  pick  or  gin  out  for  them?  Of 
oourse,  it  raised  quite  a  laugh.  "0,  certainly,  I  shall  have 
that  in,  by  all  means — and  that  you  undertook  to  do  it  for 
them ;  but  the  Cotton,  being  too  tough  and  stout  for  your 
gin,  tore  the  whole  thing  all  into  slivers ;"  and  then  the 
laugh  waa  shifted  clear  round  to  the  other  corner  of  his 
Boath,  and  no  mistake ;  but  friend  Huffman  took  it  all  in 
§iPod  part,  and  with  %  food  graee. 
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If  I  have  not  foaght  with  the  beatt9  of  SphMOf,  I  hai9% 
encountered  the  beasts  of  the  forest,  and  came  off  best  thetey 
too.  Military  honors  early  clustered  round  my  head ;  I  gol 
up  as  Jiigh  as  "orderly  sergeant,"  when  my  ministerial 
duties  excused  me  from  all  those  of  a  military  character; 
and,  whether  you  belieTC  it  or  not,  immediately  after  I  left 
the  field,  the  whole  military  system  sank  into  diare{>iite^ 
and  was  at  once  abandoned  forever,  in  Indiana  at  least  ■ 
jost  think  of  that  I 

Well,  I  was  the  very  first  elected  township  clerk ;  beat 
two  good  opponents,  and  could  have  beaten  twice  two  BMn% 
with  perfect  ease.  Once  came  within  ten  Totes  of  being 
elected  to  the  State  Legislature,  and,  as  before  stated,  wae 
elected  to  the  judgeship  most  triumphantly ;  then  appmnted 
by  the  goremor,  and  then  handsomely  elected  again.  Wee 
for  many  years  the  president,  and  then  the  chaplain  of  the 
Dearborn  County  Washingtonian  Temperance  Society ;  wee 
the  first  Worthy  Patriarch  of  the  Manoheeter  DiTision,  Sone 
of  Temperance,  then  Deputy  Grand  Worthy  Patriareh  of 
the  same,  and  Deputy  Grand  Patron  of  the  Cadets  of  Tem- 
perance —  a  real  bona  fide  editor — an  assistant  Marshal  of 
the  United  States,  in  1840 — the  presiding  officer  at  Hymen's 
court  for  thirty  odd  years,  and  in  common  parlance,  have 
"  married  more  of  the  young  people  than  you  could  shake 
a  stick  at,''  and  am  now  an  "Attorn^  and  Counselor  at 
Law."  Who,  then,  shall  dare  say  that  mine  has  not  been 
a  Tery  actiye,  honorable,  and  useftil  life?  If  you  think 
there  is  too  much  egotism  in  these  disclosures,  just  set  it 
down  agfdnst  Dr.  Clark.  His  advice  is  —  ''Stick  to  your 
text,  and  make  out  what  you  take  in  hand."  Well,  I  un* 
dertook  to  show  that  I  was  ^otiie,  in  more  ways  than  one^ 
and,  reader,  I  now  leave  it  to  you  to  say  if  I  have  not 
*^»tuck  to  my  text  like  a  tick;"  and  (in  my  own  way,  at 
least,)  have  I  not  clearly  made  out  what  I  took  in  hand? 
And,  seriously,  I  have  attained  to  all  this  distinction,  honor, 
and  usefulness,  not  by  courting  ease,  and  shunning  dilBenl- 
tiee,  bat  by  boldly  meeting  them,  tad  ofereowag  Umbh  ee 
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•kflIM  pOois  win  thdr  fame  in  ''stormi  and  ttmpeeta/' 
and  not  in  oalms  and  snnBhine.  Truly  "there  is  no  excel* 
leaoe  without  great  khor.'' 

To  erown  the  climax  of  my  eelf-adulation  and  praise,  I 
hafe  not  only  done  much  in  the  world,  but  haTe  seen  muoh 
of  it  tea  I  have  three  times  floated  upon  the  waters  of  tho 
mighty  Mississippi,  and  been  as  far  south  as  New  Orleans ; 
have  been  seren  different  routes  from  Maine  to  IndianiH— 
have  been,  more  or  less,  in  twenty-four  of  the  States,  in  all 
tbe  prinoipal  oities  in  the  Eastern,  Middle,  and  many  of  the 
Southern  and  Western  States — all  oyer  Ohio  and  Indiana — 
twiee  into  the  Oanadas,  and  as  far  north  and  east  as  the 
oifey  of  Montreal;  and  the  most  interestiog  route,  I  oyer 
taekf  waa  down  the  lakes  and  the  SL  Lawrence  to  Mon- 
inaL  Here  is  much  to  be  seen  that  is  romantic  and  beau- 
tilbly  and  made  immortal  in  history  and  song:  here,  you 
sea  the  mighty  and  world-famed  Niagara ;  passing  oyer  the 
Rapids,  just  aboye  Montreal,  is  a  most  thrilling  scene; 
then  there  is  a  yrorld  of  other  wonders  and  beauties  in 
nature  that  I  haye  not  spaoe  to  enumerate.  Qo,  all  you 
that  ean,  and  see  for  yourselyes. 

Now  do  n't  be  alarmed  and  shocked,  friends,  when  I  tell 
yon  that,  in  my  peregrinations,  '*  to  and  fro  in  the  earth, 
and  up  and  down  in  it,''  I  actually  haye  been  all  through 
BnglaiMU^with  a  prefix  to  it — through  Switserland — ^with 
a  single  qualification.  So,  also,  haye  I  been  into  Norway, 
aetnaUy  yisited  Paris,  Dublin,  Lisbon,  and  Alsace;  nay» 
note,  down  into  Egypt — at  Cairo  itself,  and  eyen  at  Athens 
and  Rome.  Now  haye  I  not  seen  sights,  as  well  as  per- 
ftmed  wonders  t    Well  I  just  haye,  now. 

THE  BOQUET. 

Hie  ibiloinng  pleasing  little  reminiscence  I  think  too 
good  to  be  lost  While  on  my  last  yisit  East,  I  called  at 
TiMUton,  Massaehusetts,  to  see  two  dear  nieces,  daughters 
of  my  lamented  brother.  0,  the  reception  yras  so  kind,  and 
ik»  imterfieiiv  ••  wwm^  thai  I  seem  to  eigoy  them  eien  al 
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fikit  moment  I  A  dewr  nephew  and  brother  fiiUing  !■» 
sweetened  the  oap  of  pleasare.  Well,  nothing  woold  do 
bat  I  must  pronoanoe  a  leotare  npon  temperanoe,  whieh  I 
did  to  a  good  large  and  attentiye,  and  seemingly  delighted 
audience.  Mj  friends  said  that  it  was  decidedly  the  besi 
address  they  had  ever  heard,  and  that  their  friends,  in  leav- 
ing the  hall,  had  so  expressed  themselres.  Well,  now  foif 
the  proof.  About  an  hour  after  we  had  arriTod  at  home^ 
the  bell  rang,  which  called  my  friend,  Hill,  to  the  door-* 
no  one  was  to  be  seen,  but  npon  the  knob  hnng  a  beauti- 
ful new  carpet  sack,  with  a  most  beautiful  garland  of  flow- 
ers, or  boquet,  in  the  handle,  with  a  note  appended — "  Pre- 
sented to  Judge  Cotton  by  the  ladies  and  gentlemen  of 
Taunton,  who  had  the  pleasure  of  listening  to  his  beautiful 
and  eloquent  temperance  address,  this  evening.''  On  open- 
ing it,  I  found  it  full,  to  oyerflowing,  with  every  rariety  of 
beautiful  little  tokens,  such  as  were  most  convenient  to 
gather  up  upon  the  spur  of  the  moment,  and  at  a  lato  hoar 
in  the  evening.  I  was  pressed  and  pressed  to  remain  aib* 
other  evening,  when  all  the  city  was  pledged  to  be  in  at- 
tendance ;  but  I  was  too  smart  for  that :  I  had  given  them 
the  cream,  and  had  put  in  my  "best  licks,''  pleased  my 
friends,  and  won  a  fame  that  I  felt  no  disposition  to  jeop- 
ardize, although  I  could  have  pronounced  a  score  more 
equally  as  interesting;  but  there  is  something  in  knowing 
jtui  when  to  quit,  as  I  did.  Now  I  do  toll  you,  that  when 
I  get  a  thousand  miles  from  home,  and  put  the  cream  and 
spice  of  a  thousand  addresses  into  a  few,  it  makes  them 
talk,  and  no  mistake.  And  yet  I  was  the  greenest,  awk- 
wardest,  and  most  unpromising  lad  that  ever  attempted  to* 
become  a  public  speaker.  Boys,  look  up,  you,  too,  may  yet 
** perfectly  astonish  the  natives.*' 

I  have  frequently  been  admonished,  whatever  I  may  do, 
not  to  fail  giving  place  to  my  humorsome  "Salt  River" 
communications.  But  I  must  suppress  them  for  three  good 
reasons:  1st.  For  want  of  room ;  2d.  Because  they  would 
mew  be  out  of  lime  and  plaoe^  and  woold  not  go  off  •• 
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merrily  ated  aithnsiMtically,  m  thej  originallj  did.  3d. 
There  were  some  things  too  personal  to  occupy  a  plaee  in 
'^a  keepsiJce,"  which  is  intended  for  all  who  know  me. 
And  in  it,  I  woold  not  write  one  single  word  that  could  pain 
a  single  living  soul,  whether  he  takes  my  book  or  not  I 
hope  these  reasons  will  be  satisfiEtctory.  To  sapply  their 
plaee  for  "spicy  reading/'  my  law  notice,  and  "fanciM 
imaginings/'  were,  in  part,  introduced.  And  now  fbr  a 
little  more  **liffhi  reading"  to  "finish  onf  with,  I  record 

A  QHOST  STORY 

Of  two,  and  then  I  shall  pass  to  something  more  generally 

interesting  and  important. 

Ghost  stories  were  so  common  and  so  creditable  when  I 

was  a  lad,  that  I  believed  in  their  genuine  existence,  as 

mnch  as  I  did  in  my  own,  although  many  of  them  had  a 

most  langhable  termination,  as  the  following  will  show. 

The  cellars  in  Maine  were  usually  divided  into  outer  and 

inner  cellars.    The  inner  cellar  was  "  dark  as  tar,''  except 

from  the  light  of  a  lamp  or  candle.    One  of  these  inner 

odlarswas  reputed  to  be  haunted,  strange  noises  were  heard 

there,  both  day  and  night,  of  that,  there  could  be  no  mis- 

taka     The  whole  neighborhood  were  witnesses  to  it,  and 

tiioee  who  hod  the  hardihood  to  peep  into  the  haunted 

apartment,  were  met  with  tvro  flaming  balls  of  fire,  and 

greeted  with  baa-a,  something  like  a  sheep ;  the  balls  of 

fire  moved,  and  the  courageous  hero  fled,  confirmed  in  the 

conviction,  that  the  cellar  was  haunted  **  for  keeps."    Weeks 

and  months  rolled  on  in  fearful  and   agonizing  suspense, 

night  and  day  those  sounds  were  to  be  heard,  and   those 

moving  balls  of  fire  were  to  be  seen,  and  one  venturing  to 

gaie  a  single  moment  discovered,  or,  at  least,  thought  he 

discovered,  a  large  set  of  homa    That  was  too  much  for 

endnrance,  and  the  ghost  must  be  laid,  or  the  house  must 

be  forsaken.    The  day  was  set  to  make  the  experiment. 

The  Pamsoir  came,  attended  by  many  of  "  the  faithfUl  ones." 

r>Bt**Oiia  of  the  Scriptures  were  read,  and  prayers  offered 
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op  for  gaidanoe,  for  sacooM  or  protoctioo,  whereopoa  Urn 
PftisoD,  Bible  in  hand,  desoended  with  a  bright  and  hom- 
ing kunp,  followed  by  hiB  trosty  friends.  And  no  aooner 
was  the  inner  door  opened*  than  he  was  met  bj  those 
glowing  balls  of  fire,  and  a  kind  of  half  baa«  as  nsoal,  ad- 
▼ancing  a  step  toward  it  with  an  inToeation  to  know  who 
and  what  it  was,  and  what  was  the  oaose  of  his  mpsr- 
natural  appearanoe  and  residenoe  upon  the  earth,  when  lol 
the  monster  made  a  lunge  at  him,  fiill  tilt,  which  ha  hai^y 
missed  by  springing  aside  a  little,  and  ker  chug  went  son*" 
thing  against  the  wall,  and  the  next  thing  the  parson  knew 
he  was  seised  by  the  skirts  of  the  priestly  gown^  and  Isfid 
into  the  deep  and  dark  reoesses  within.  For  in  the  fright 
his  lamp  had  fallen  and  gone  out  And  in  the  agony  of 
despair  he  sung  it  out  lustily,  *'  Take  oare  of  youjselTes 
my  brethren,  for  he  has  got  me  and  no  mistake.'^  And 
suoh  another  scampering  and  lamentation  for  the  fate  of 
the  poor  pastor  may  be  imagined,  but  can  not  be  told, 
either  with  tongue  or  pen.  The  parson  being  now  clear 
back  into  the  cellar,  directly  saw  his  ghostship  between 
himself  and  the  open  door,  and  what  was  his  delight,  and 
yet  great  mortification,  when  he  found  that  the  cause  of 
so  much  alarm  and  uneasiness,  was  nothing  more  nor  less 
than  "  a  pet  ram,"  that  had  fallen  down  into  the  cellar 
months  before,  and  was  supposed  to  be  stolen  or  lost  for- 
ever. The  light  falling  upon  his  eyes  made  them  look  like 
large  bolls  of  fire,  and  feasting  himself  upon  the  vegetables 
day  and  night,  accounts  for  the  unusual  noises,  and  being 
one  of  the  "bunting"  kind«  he  made  a  pass  at  the  parson, 
and  while  gathering  backward  for  "^  another  lick,''  as  is  the 
nature  of  the  animal,  his  broad  and  crooked  horns  got  fool 
of  the  parsons  gown,  and  of  course  he  thought  himself  ^*  a 
gone  sucker,'*  and  fell  an  easy  prey  to  '^  the  tradition  of  his 
fathers."  If  you  can  read  that  without  a  good  hearty 
laugh,  I  do  n't  know  you  I 

WeU  here  is  one  that  I  was  in  for  myself  in  the  forest- 
home  I  so  much  love.    My  lady  and  I  were  qpendiiig  an 
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afaikig  wHh  her  brother,  shortly  After  he,  like  iis»  had 
ieliled  in  the  forest  at  Manchester.  A  little  after  dark  wis 
heard  a  sharp  loud  rap  at  the  door,  and  said,  oome  in, 
tad  in  the  meantime  opened  the  door,  bnt  no  one  was  to 
be  seen.  Could  it  be  that  we  were  mistaken  T  Na  We 
had  no  sooner  closed  the  door  than  rap,  rap,  was  again 
heard  Of  ooorse  we  were  on  hand  in  a  moment,  but  no  one 
eooM  be  seen,  nor  fi  single  footstep  ooald  be  heard  The 
InoQii  shone  fitfhllj  throagh  fleecy  olonds,  yet  it  was  qnile 
Bght ;  and  all  clear  aroond  his  cabin— supposing  some  one 
had  oome  to  scare  as,  we  both  stood  at  the  door,  and  at 
^M  first  rap,  we  were  to  sally  forth^  and  one  pass  around 
the  house  one  way,  and  the  other  another.  Rap,  rap  was 
heard  just  above  the  door-handle,  out  we  broke,  but  made 
no  lUseorery  of  sight  or  sound.  Mrs.  Noyes,  at  that  par- 
iienlar  time  thought  it  ominous  of  eyil,  and  the  wonder  is, 
that  it  did  not  so  terminate.  This  rapping,  and  this  use- 
less search  for  the  cause,  was  kept  up  for  at  least  one4ialf 
iMmr  or  more ;  and  if  I  had  not  been  fully  set  that  there 
were  no  such  things  as  ghosts,  I  should  haye  given  it  up, 
hnd  been  greatly  terrified.  But  hitting  upon  another  plan, 
which  was  to  go  off  a  good  piece  from  the  house,  and  see  if 
h  wonid  rap,  when  I  discovered,  just  over  the  door,  a  man 
lying  down  upon  the  roof,  just  above  the  "  butting-pole/' 
as  we  called  it.  Ay,  ay,  my  lark,  I  have  you  at  last  And 
then  such  another  yaw  haw  you  never  heard  Israel  Noyes 
had  climbed  upon  the  house,  vrith  a  short  club  in  his  hand, 
lay  down  flat  just  over  the  door,  then  he  would  reach  over 
and  rap,  throw  his  arm  back  without  the  least  possible 
noise,  and  was  thus  enjoying  himself  at  our  expense.  Any 
one  who  do  n't  think  that  was  same  in  its  line,  aint  sharp — 
that's  all. 

One  *'  more  of  the  same  sort  lefL"  Upon  a  very  dark 
night  I  went  out  to  feed  my  horse,  without  a  light— then 
living  alone  in  the  woods.  I  had  no  sooner  stooped  down 
to  gather  np  the  fodder,  which  I  had  prepared  to  feed  my 
witht  than  I  diseoTered  some  body  or  some  thing  on 
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Mm  opposite  side  of  my  stable.  ''Who's  tbent^  wM  I; 
no  answer.  I  took  a  step,  and  saw  it  more  agun.  **  Sii; 
who  e^er  yon  are,  yon  had  better  speak,  or  be  moTing,  or 
you  may  get  hurt  Who  are  yon  V  It  was  all  no  go;  the 
thing  seemed  to  be  moving  along  npon  the  logs,  but  not  a 
sound  oould  I  hear.  When  all  my  old  ghost  stories  oame 
np,  my  blood  fairly  cnrdeled  in  my  veins;  my  hair,  fixr 
aught  I  know,  stood  ereot,  with  my  eyes  popping  fron 
their  sockets  nearly ;  and,  with  my  heart  in  my  month,  I 
approached  the  specter,  determined,  if  it  were  a  ghosti  I 
would  know  for  certain.  It  still  moved,  and  I  tremblini^ 
approached,  almost  ready  to  halloo  and  run.  I  raised  my 
hand,  and  saw  the  shadow  of  my  fingers  upon  the  kg^ 
and  then  looking  for  the  li^t,  I  saw  that  Blrs.  Cotton 
had  placed  a  lighted  candle  in  the  window  for  my  benefit^ 
which  had  liked  to  have  scared  me  to  death.  The  greatest 
ghost  story  and  the  biggest  fright  that  I  ever  met  vnth  was 
nothing  more  than  my  own  shadow,  and  a  simple  rap- 
ping upon  the  door;  and  yet  they  are  parts  and  parcels 
of  my  life's  history,  and  I  give  them  as  cherished  remem- 
brances of  the  post,  and  for  the  encouragement  of  timid 
little  boys  and  girls.  Whenever  you  see  any  thing  mar* 
velous  or  mysterious,  have  the  moral  courage  to  femt  it 
out,  and  all  will  be  well  Parents,  don't,  0  don't  cnrse 
your  children  with  ghost  stories,  nor  with  that  "  great  big 
black  dog."    0  do  n't — nsver  ! 

One  more  and  I  am  done.  Three  very  fine  young  ladies, 
of  my  familiar  acquaintance,  several  years  ago,  started 
home,  from  a  very  pleasant  afternoon's  visit,  just  at  twi- 
light; and  having  to  cross  a  ten  acre  meadow,  as  the  last 
one  jumped  over  the  fence,  something  jumped  after  her. 
She  raised  a  scream ;  the  others  saw  it,  and  all  set  in  and 
run  for  life,  and  that  something  after  them — sometimes  it 
would  jump  at  them,  and  then  seem  to  crawl  along ;  but 
there  it  was  still,  after  them.  They  screamed  and  run; 
two  of  them,  being  more  active  than  the  other,  soon  left 
her  in  the  distanoe ;  bat  the  marveloas  wMnething  passed 
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her  hj,  and  kept  on  after  the  other  two,  who  ran  aboal 
on  eTen  race.  After  the  mysterious  something  had  passed 
the  third  young  lady,  she  slackened  her  pace,  and  called 
upon  her  friends,  as  they  understood  her,  to  help  her  find 
her  knitting-work*  *^  Knitting- work  I  You  fool  you ;  let 
your  knitting-work  go ;  do  n't  you  see  he  is  still  after  us  7" 
And  away  they  streaked  it  to  the  fence,  but  dared  not  stop 
to  get  orer.  Up  and  around  with  the  fence  they  ran,  and 
the  ghost  after  them ;  for  by  this  time  it  was  a  ghost,  and 
nothing  else.  By  and  by,  however,  it  made  a  great  jump, 
and  then  stopped;  and  after  awhile  the  girls  stopped,  but 
kept  their  eyes  upon  it,  and  singing  out  to  their  left  com- 
panion to  come  around  some  other  way,  that  there  it  was. 
**J)onU  you  see  HI"  But  on  she  came,  and  fell  down 
close  by  it  with  a  wonderful  ado,  a  shudder,  and  she 
holds  up  the  fearful  monster,  and  then  lies  down  and 
actually  rolls  over  with  laughing,  or  crying  out  in  a  most 
uproarious  manner.  At  last  the  girls  got  together,  and  the 
whole  thing  was  explained.  The  knitting-work  was  done  up, 
the  needles  thrust  into  the  ball  of  yam,  and  all  thrust  into 
the  young  ladies  dress-pocket.  In  getting  over  the  fence, 
the  knitting  fell  out,  and  the  yam  being  strong,  the  knit- 
ting-work dragged  along,  and  at  every  littie  twig  or  bush, 
would  seem  to  hop  or  jump.  The  young  lady  that  had 
got  behind  tried  to  stay  their  flight  and  fright  by  crying 
out  knitting- work ;  but  it  was  no  go;  they  had  too  import- 
apt  business  on  hand  to  stop  for  knitting-work,  and  on 
they  ran  until  the  knitting-work  stopped,  and  would  doubt- 
less have  run  themselves  to  death  had  it  not  stopped  in 
good  time.  0!  how  many  a  hearty  laugh  have  I  enjoyed 
while  the  ^rls  would  tell  this  great  adventure.  And  now, 
my  young  reader,  you  may  laugh  too,  if  you  feel  like  it| 
and  may  you  profit  by  the  story.  I  could  write  volumes 
9f  amusing  stories  like  these,  that  I  know  to  be  true,  but 
I  must  hasten  to  the  historical  part  of  my  work,  which  to 
auu^  will  be  much  more  intereeting. 
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CONCLUSION. 

I  almost  blush  when  I  think  how  muoh  I  have  said  about 
myself,  and  yet  '*  the  half  has  not  been  told.''  I  haye  not 
spoken  of  my  visit  to,  and  exploration  of,  the  far-fiuned 
"  Cave-in-Rook,"  a  mighty  cavern  on  the  beautiful  Ohio 
river;  nor  of  my  exceedingly  interesting  visit  to  a  dear  sit- 
ter, at  Thomaston,  Maine,  where  I  stood  beside  the  tombs  of 
the  lamented  Gilley,  who  fell  in  a  duel  with  Graves,  of  Ken- 
tucky, and  the  immortal  General  Knox,  of  revolutionary  and 
historical  fame.  Then  here  is  the  "  State  Penitentiaiy,'' 
which  I  visited  with  thrilling  interest  My  temperanbe  ad- 
dress here  did  not  so  much  overshoot  the  mark  as  it  did  the 
audience,  which  was  large  to  overwhelming.  I  oould  write 
quite  a  pleasing  volume  about  all  of  these  things  had  I 
space.  Nor  have  I  dwelt  upon  the  proud  achievement 
of  having  once  written  an  "Agricultural  Essay"  for  my 
own  county  fair,  which  took  the  premium  of  fifteen  dol- 
lars, against  two  learned,  eminent,  and  celebrated  compe- 
titors. That  to  me  was  a  proud  and  happy  effort — "  killing 
two  birds  with  one  stone "  —  winning  both  "  dimes  and 
fame"  at  a  single  dash.  But,  perhaps,  I  have  said  quite 
enough  already — too  much,  perhaps,  for  credence ;  if  so^ 
the  charitable  regards  of  the  reader  is  invoked,  as  also  for 
all  other  seeming  improprieties  and  errors  with  which,  no 
doubt,  my  book  will  abound.  However  that  may  be,  I  have 
said  what  I  have,  because  it  is  all  strictly  true,  and  for  the 
encouragement  of  poor,  obscure  little  boys.  If  you  think 
me  really  vain,  you  do  me  great  injustice ;  for  when  I  see 
how  little  I  have  done  to  what  I  might  and  ought  to  have 
done,  and  how  imperfect  and  bungling  have  been  all  my 
efforts  to  ''serve  and  please,"  I  am  rather  humbled  than 
made  vain  at  the  mention  and  remembrance  of  my  very 
best  performances ;  but  I  have  written  what  I  have  thought 
best ;  and  now  I  must  abide  the  judgment  of  an  enlightened 
and  generous  public,  which  I  do  with  confidence  and  hope. 

N.  B.— I  bftTv  alM  beheld  the  GenetMe,  the  Oiihooit,«ai  the 

taXh,  in  all  their  roBMiitic  craadenr  and  bewtj. 
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Mr  "  Aotobiogrmplueal  Sketch,"  being  of  necessity  rmy 
imperfiMi  sad  ineomplete,  it  might  be  proper  here  to  stmte, 
tlMl  I  hftTe,  to  the  best  of  mj  judgment,  mmde  such  se1eo> 
tioiif  and  disposed  of  them  in  such  a  manner  as  I  haT« 
Ifaooght  woold  be  the  most  pleasingly  interesting  and  use- 
fhl  to  my  patrons  and  readers,  taken  as  a  wMe  and  not  aa 

•  wnL  And  presoming  that  the  general  reader  has  nom 
reeeiTed  "  the  full  valae  of  his  money,"  I  derote  sereral 
pages  for  the  special  perusal,  amosemont,  and  interest  jof 
»y  good  friends  of  old  Dearborn.  If,  howeyer,  the  general 
vsader  has  the  time  and  patience  to  follow  me  through,  I 
ttm  bot  think  that  it  will  **  pay  well,"  after  alL    For  such 

•  pietmre  of  life— of  a  forest  life,  **jtut  as  it  is  im  aU  ii9 
ekedcered  joeaeff"— of  murders  and  suicides — of  sudden  and 
■ingnlar  deaths — accidents  and  calamities — turkey,  deer» 
tad  moose— wolf;  bear,  and  panther — rattlesnake,  ooppor> 
head,  and  Indian  stories,  all  mixed  up  and  blended  together 
lb  one  harmonious  and  tme  picture,  has  never  been  drawn 
or  painted,  either  by  tongue,  pen,  or  pencil,  from  creation's 
dawn,  by  a  single  living  mortal,  as  before  stated.  Thai 
■sems  to  have  been  left  for  me,  and  me  alone.  Ilistoriana 
generally  talk  and  write  about  states,  kingdoms,  and  em- 
pirss— of  wars,  revolutions,  and  oonquests,  etc.  I  speak 
of  UUU  things^  of  which  the  whole  is  made  up—**  gather 
■^tha  fmgmenti  that  nothing  ba  lost''    Mj  history  it 
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not  located  in  some  far-^ff  clime,  but  right  here  in  our 
Tery  midst,  within  sight  and  hearing — within  the  know- 
ledge  of  many  of  my  readers  of  old  Dearborn.  And  I 
have  assigned  to  each  •ity,  town,  village,  and  neighbor- 
hood its  proper  share.  When,  however,  I  name  a  certain 
place,  as  "  Manchester/'  the  men  and  things  there  recorded 
are  not  to  be  understood  as  being  right  in  the  plaee^ 
but  contiguous  to  it  This  arrangement  wiU  save. much 
needless  repetition,  and  yet  locate  all  things  with  sufficient 
exactness  and  certainty. 

I  had  originally  intended  to  classify  into  separate  and 
appropriate  chapters  all  my  Indian,  snake,  wolf,  bear,  and 
panther  stories,  etc. ;  but  as  such  an  arrangement  would 
also  require  much  repetition,  and  of  course  much  space,  I 
have,  upon  more  mature  deliberation,  concluded  to  throw 
them  in  promiscuously,  as  they  have  and  ir^ere  they  have 
occurred.  Much  of  which  my  humble  efforts  will  rescue 
from  total  annihilation  and  "everlasting  forgetfulnesa.'' 
And  upon  that  soore  alone,  if  for  nothing  else,  I  can  but 
think  my  little  book  will  be  worth  many  times  the  price 
I  ask  for  it  How  else  shall  the  generations  yet  to  come, 
or  even  our  own  children  and  grandchildren  ever  realise 
that  the  very  sites  of  our  beautiful  cities  and  villages— our 
school-houses  and  churches,  nay,  the  very  spot,  perchance, 
where  they  noto  stand,  sit,  or  lie,  while  reading  these  pages, 
were  onee  occupied  by  '*the  red  men  of  the  forest,''  '*the 
hissing  and  deadly  serpent,"  and  "  prowling  beasts  of  prey  ?  " 
And  what  is  true  of  old  Dearborn,  is  generally  true  of  all 
the  counties  in  the  State — of  the  entire  West,  and,  indeed, 
of  the  continent,  and  of  the  whole  vrorld.  And,  therefore, 
my  little  book  is  intended  to  interest  all  who  may  chaocs 
to  read  it,  any  and  everywhere.  And  as  such  it  is  hoped 
that  it  will  receive  a  liberal  patronage  and  a  widesprMd 
circulation,  as  before  expressed. 

History,  says  Ro^jln,  has  always  been  sanctioned  hy^  and 
oonsidered  as  the  light  of  ages — ^the  safe  depository  of  im- 
portant eventi— the  £Rithful  advoeate  of  tmtJi    the  nlinbk 
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flouroe  of  pmdence  and  good  oonnsel — ^the  role  of  correct 
deportment  and  good  manners — ^it  fixes  the  seal  of  immor* 
talitj  apon  all  good  words  and  good  actions— -and  seta  a 
mark  of  infhmtf  npon  all  that  is  erroneous,  corrapt,  and 
yicloos,  and  that  so  indelibly,  that  after  ages  can  not  eilihep 
blot  out  or  obliterate  it — it  is  a  school  of  morality  open 
and  free  to  all  mankind — ^it  is  the  precept  of  moral  philoso- 
phj,  reduced  to  practice,  tested,  and  established  by  age 
and  experience."  I  repeat,  then,  that  this  portion  of  fay 
work  must  be  somewhat  Taluable,  whatever  may  be  said 
of  the  balance. 

And  I  take  occasion,  just  here,  to  remark,  that  I  would 
by  no  means  wantonly  inflict  pain  upon  innocent  relatiyes 
and  friends  in  any  reference  I  have  already  or  may  here- 
after make  in  furnishing  a  tme  and  faithful  bistort  of 
the  times,  the  inciderds,  and  the  occurrences  which  I  record. 
And,  with  others,  I  have  presumed  to  hope  that  few  would 
refuse  to  undergo  such  a  trial  and  mortification  of  their 
feelings,  if  by  that  means  a  timely  admonition — a  whole- 
some warning  may  be  given  to  those  who  stand  in  need 
of  it,  and  who  thereby  may  be  preserved  and  saved  to 
themselves,  to  their  friends,  to  their  common  country,  and 
saved,  too,  soul  and  body,  in  heaven  at  last.  This,  then, 
is  the  only  object  and  aim  I  hope  to  accomplish  by  snatob- 
isg  them  from  the  hand  of  oblivion,  and  of  perpetuating 
and  publishing  them  to  the  world. 

Doubtless  I  shall  omit  many  items  and  incidents  quite 
as  important  and  interesting  as  any  that  I  have  gathered 
up  from  observation  or  by  inquiry.  And,  if  so,  it  will  be 
more  the  fault  of  those  who  know  and  who  are  interested 
therein  than  it  will  or  can  be  the  fault  of  the  author.  For  I 
have  everywhere  requested  all  to  furnish  me  any  and  every 
Hem  of  information  coming  within  the  range  of  my  proposed 
publication.  Some  incidents  which  I  have  recorded  9X9 
loeated  contiguous  to,  but  just  over  the  county  boundariea 
Xhe  index  will  direot  each  reader  to  his  own  location  iot  tha 
locdl  Uttej  tbsNo£    Haviiig  pfwiiaed  thosiuehyl 
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:  Aa  I  passed  around,  making  speeohM  aad^  g^tiiiig  Mb 
0Oiibera,  I  kept  a  regular  journal  of  the  places  thai  1 
Tisited,  and  of  the  incidents,  eta ;  and  now,  my  kind  reader, 
you  will  please  fdlow  me  through  my  somewhat  lengthy 
and  prosy 

JOURNAL. 

From  Mrs.  Barbara  Cheek,  widow  of  Nicholas  Che^ 
now  one  hundred  and  two  years  old — the  oldest  person  new 
liying  in  the  county,  and  smart  and  yigorous  sUll — ^I  learn 
that  the  first  little  shanty  oyer  erected  by  a  white  man, 
within  the  boundaries  and  territory  of  old  Dearborn,  was 
About  the  year  1794;  that  she  and  her  deceased  hnsband 
were  the  fourth  fiunily.  Mr.  George  GroTes,  Mr.  Benja- 
min Walker,  father  of  the  Honorable  Henry  Walker,  and 
Mr.  Ephraim  Morrison,  father  of  the  Honorable  Samuel 
Morrison,  had  arrived  just  before  them.  Her  narration 
is  full  of  thrilling  incidents,  and,  if  fully  written  oot, 
would  make  quite  a  volume,  more  deeply  interesting  than 
I  dare  hope  that  mine  will  be.  A  few  poles,  set  up  on 
forks,  and  covered  with  bark,  constituted  their  first  and 
lone  habitation  in  the  wilderness.  Surrounded,  both  by 
day^  and  by  night  with  "  howling  beasts  of  prey,'*  whi<^ 
were  held  at  bay  or  put  to  flight  by  "  fire  and  flame''  and 
tiie  use  of  "powder  and  lead,''  well  appropriated  and  ap- 
plied. The  Indians,  though  withholding  "the  tomahawk 
and  scaJping-knife,"  would  seize  and  carry  off  any  and 
every  thing  that  might  chance  to  please  their  fiuicy,  either 
to  eat,  drink,  or  wear — ^would  sometimes  try  to  terrify  and 
intimidate  them  by  reporting  some  of  their  own  acts  of 
horrid  barbarity  and  cruelty.  One  time,  three  of  them 
carried  this  matter  so  far,  that  her  husband,  *'  Old  Nick,'' 
as  he  was  familiarly  called,  could  stand  it  no  longer,  ffis 
brother,  Tavner,  being  present,  he  rose  up,  squared  himself 
for  the  onset,  and  then,  with  Ms  bony  JUt  and  sinewy  arm, 
felled  the  main  speaker  at  a  blow,  like  a  slain  bulloek, 
gave  him  "  a  good  sound  drubbing,"  and  then  ordered  him 
to  make  tnuska  mod.    fie,  forthwithi  gathered,  himaelf  up 
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mnd  pat  oat,  bot  shortly  after  returned  with  a  company  of 
ei^t,  all  painted  as  a  signal  for  sanguinary  vengeance 
"Where  is  Nick?"  said  they.  "Gone  away."  "No>  he 
Aid-— we  must  have  him/'  and  therenpon  they  commenced 
a  thoroagh  search  for  him.  Meanwhile  the  old  lady  con- 
triyed,  by  sign,  or  signal,  or  messenger,  to  inform  old 
Judge  Watts,  father  of  Hon.  Johnson  Watts,  who  had 
charge  of  a  small  garrison,  just  orer  the  river,  where 
Petersbnrgh  now  stands.  He  came  to  the  rescue,  with 
eighteen  men  —  took  the  Indians  by  surprise,  in  the 
midst  of  their  fruitless  search,  ordered  them  to  wash  and 
be  off  immediately,  or  take  the  consequence.  The  order 
was  promptly  obeyed,  and  thus  a  tragic  and  cruel  scene 
prevented. 

I  knew  Old  Nick  **  like  a  book ;"  he  was  a  great,  hig, 
double-fistcid,  "  knock-down-and-drag-out"  sort  of  a  man— 
the  very  man  for  such  a  daring  act — ^rather  fight  than  eal^ 
any  time,  unless  he  was  very  hungry.  These  things  oe^ 
eurred  just  above  the  beautiful  city  of  Aurora,  near  by  the 
Great  Lick.  Such,  then,  was  the  conunencement  of  the 
white  settlements  in  old  Dearborn. 

Mrs.  Cheek  also  informed  me  that,  at  first,  they  pounded 
all  tiieir  com,  when  they  had  any — ^lived  mostly  on  game^ 
which  was  abundant  and  readily  taken,  together  with  rootB» 
Buts,  and  acorns — that  she  spun,  and  wove,  and  wore  cloth 
made  out  of  the  wild  nettle,  prepared  as  we  usually  pro« 
pare  hemp  or  flax ;  and  that  she  also  gathered  and  pre« 
pared  the  materials  herself 

What  do  you  think  of  that,  girls  f  Our  pioneer  mothers  t 
0,  what  hardships  and  perils  they  encountered,  as  well  as 
did  our  pioneer  fi^thers  in  settling,  and  subduing,  and  im- 
proving this  county  which  is  now  so  finely  cultivated  and 
•0  beautiful.  Mother  Cheek^venerable  woman  I  —  is  well 
pEOvided  for,  and  lives  at  her  ease  with  her  grandson, 
Stroder  Cheek.    Let  that  suffice. 
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80  called  ia  honqr  of  old  CoL  Abram  Verris,  a  man  of 
wealth  and  fiune,  who  resided  in  the  neighborhood — was 
ODce  an  honored  representative  of  the  county  in  the  State 
Legislature,  but  has  recently  passed  from  earth  awaj, 
jMmored,  bemoaned,  and  missed.  Here,  too,  waa  the  resi- 
danoe  of  the  lamented  Qeorge  IL  Dunn,  layorali^y  known 
all  oyer  the  State  and  throughout  the  Union,  as  an  effi* 
oient  member  of  the  Congress  of  the  United  States.  Wa 
have  few  such  men  as  was  George  II.  Dunn.  Hon.  6.  P. 
Bnell,  Dr.  McCuUough,  P.  L.  Spooner,  of  legal  notoriety, 
and  Abram  RoUen,  all  men  of  worth  and  distinction,  do, 
or  did,  reside  here.  Mr.  Rollen  nearly  lost  one  of  bis 
hands  by  a  hay  screw,  and  would  have  quite  but  for  the 
skillful  treatment  of  my  friend,  Dr.  Brewer.  He  thinks 
there  is  no  such  man  as  Dr.  Brower,  and  well  he  may. 

Two  men — strangers — have  been  found  dead  here;  but 
how  they  came  to  their  death  remains  a  sealed  book.  I 
must  not  omit  to  record  the  name  of  my  rery  kind  and 
cherished  friend,  Robert  Duck,  nor  of  his  Tcry  estimable 
fuid  intelligent  widow,  Mrs.  Duck,  nor  of  her  only  and  kind 
son,  Robert,  all  of  whom  I  claim  as  special  friends  of  mine, 
loTed  and  cherished  truly;  and  the  same  just  tribute  I 
here  accord  to  my  fiiend,  Wm.  Hamilton,  and  family.  Nor 
can  I  fail  to  acknowledge  my  personal  obligations  to  my 
lamented  friend,  BarkdoU,  and  family,  for  the  great  kind« 
ness  shown  me  when  I  taught  school  in  their  district,  years 
ago.    The  children,  too,  were  exceeding  kind  and  dutiful, 

and  my  little  Caroline,  now  Mrs. ,  was  almost  an  ex* 

oeption.  These  things  I  never  can  forgei  Well,  here  too 
is  my  good  old  friend^  Thomas  Annis,  a  real  pioneer,  a 
most  excellent  man,  with  a  most  excellent  and  intelligent 
family,  surrounded  by  all  the  comforts  and  oonyenieaoea 
of  life ;  and  the  same  may  be  said  of  good  old  father  Ma- 
BOUi  father  Hibbites,  and  fiunilies,  eta    Friend  Danfiord 
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and  otberi  have  removed,  and  the  blesung  of  thmr  firiends 
abide  with  them. 

HARDEN6BURGH. 

Here  lived  and  died  the  venerable  (General  Zebnlon  Pike, 
of  revolutionary  and  historical  notoriety — ^honored  in  life^ 
and  lamented  in  deaUi.  Soon  that  valorons  band  of  patrioti 
niU  all  have  paese^  away ;  peace  to  their  memory  and  thw 
dnat  Anderson  F.  Qage,  my  early  friend,  and  son-in-law 
to  the  lamented  general,  lives  here,  in  honor  and  in  peaoe^ 
enjoying  an  abandance  of  the  good  things  of  this  life— 
'  cheered  and  cared  for,  in  the  time  of  his  bereavement  and 
ailiction,  by  as  kind  good  sisters  as  ever  blessed  a  brother. 
He  also  has  many  Indian  trinkets  and  cariosities — ^beads 
which  he  took  with  his  own  hands  from  the  necks  of  skele- 
tons, which  he  exhumed  in  plowing  his  own  fields.  They 
are  a. curiosity,  to  say  the  least  of  them,  and  evince  skill 
and  ingenuity  in  a  savage  state.  Such  evidences  of  a 
former  race  are  abundant  all  around  this  region. 

My  friend,  Samuel  Morrison,  one  of  the  best  men,  best 
scholars,  and  prettiest  scribes,  son  of  Ephraim  Morrison, 
a  first  settler,  suffered  the  amputation  of  a  leg,  under  the 
influence  of  chloroform,  without  sensiUion  of  pain.  0,  the 
wonders  of  the  age  I  What  will  not  science  yet  accomplish? 
Mrs.  Lancaster  was  here  thrown  from  a  runaway  horse,  and 
had  her  leg  broken,  and  the  bone  fiurly  pinned  her  to  the 
earth;  and  yet  the  skillful  management  of  Dr.  Brower  and 
a  kind  providence  preserved  both  '*  life  and  limb.''  A  man 
by  the  name  of  Dodd  hung  himself  in  the  county  jaiL 
Gfood  old  father  and  mother  Rabb,  and  Brown,  and  Miller, 
and  Guard,  Levi  Miller,  Ezra  Gard,  and  John  Morrison,  all 
excellent  men  and  women,  early  settlers,  have  passed  from 
earth  away,  to  "a  better  inheritance  above,"  without  a 
single  doubt.  John  Morrison  was  a  mechanical  genius 
truly ;  invented  the  hay-screw,  that  has  revolutionised  the 
entire  west  The  first  one  was  laid  off  with  square  and 
aompaas^  and  a  spiral  line^  and  oat  with  a  chisel    Com- 
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pwwl  wfth  those  of  the  present  day,  it  was  a  ooafie,  ^m* 
gainly  things  like  Fulton's  first  steamboat;  but  thea  it 
possessed  all  the  merit  of  originality,  and  won  for  the 
originator  everlasting  gratitude  and  enduring  fame. 

Mrs.  Sarah  Bonhom,  daughter  of  old  Father  €kiard»  and 
aister  to  my  friend,  Bailey  Quardi  who  has  lived  all  her 
days,  nearly,  in  and  about  the  Big  Bottom,  informs  mo  that 
•wage  tribes  of  Indians,  and  howling  beasts  d  prejt  do^ 
tered  all  around  and  about  **  the  paths  her  infant  £Mt  hm% 
Irod ;"  that  she  onoe  run  afoul  of  a  great  big  blaok  bear  in 
going  to  the  stable;  that  she  made  haste  to  lepozi;  that 
dogs  and  men  were  soon  in  hot  pursuit;  and  Bruin,  fiir  his 
presumption,  paid  the  forfeit  of  his  life;  that  her  ftAar 
once  wanted  just  two  dozen  turkeys  for  the  CiD<»nnati  mar- 
ket ;  said  he  would  shoot  all  just  in  the  left  wing^  and  let 
his  trusty  and  well-trained  dog  pick  them  up ;  that  he  soon 
returned  with  his  full  complement,  every  single  one  of  whieh 
had  the  bone  of  the  left  wing  broken,  and  not  a  single  wound 
beside.  This  shows  how  plenty  such  game  was  in  those 
days,  and  what  "sharp-shooters''  our  sturdy  pioneers 
were. 

Here  the  sainted  good  old  Father  Jones,  an  early  and 
an  efficient  minister  of  the  gospel  of  Christ,  met  with  a 
flMirful  runaway,  but  was,  as  by  mirade,  through  faith 
and  prayer,  saved  from  harm.  I  seem  to  hear  him  UHX 
the  story  now.  And  here,  too,  my  cherished  pupil,  Mrs. 
West,  daughter  of  my  early  friend,  Walter  Hays,  was 
thrown  from  her  carriage,  and  taken  up  a  mangled  and 
bleeding  corpse. — See  ''Lament."  Here  my  sainted  fiither* 
in4aw,  Noyes,  lost  a  fine  horse  overboard  and  drowned,  in 
being  ferried  across  the  Miami,  and  horses,  wagon  and 
all  swept  away  by  a  strong  current,  in  attempting  to 
ford  Tanner's  Creek;  lost  one  horse,  and  escaped  death 
himself  only  as  "  by  the  skin  of  his  teeth.''  How  true  it 
is  that  "dangers  stand  thick  all  through  the  ground,"  eto. 
My  old  and  early  friends,  Joseph  and  Jacob  Hays,  have 
my  lasting  gratitude  for  personal  4md  kind  &?ois$  the 
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latter  of  wbom  has  had  the  misfortune  to  lose  his  n|^ 
Hay  he,  *<  by  the  eye  of  faith/' 

« read  his  title  clear 

To  mansions  in  the  skies." 

NBW  LAWBBNOEBURQ. 

Here  was  the  early  residence  of  the  lamented  Stephen 
LadloWy  a  gentleman  of  wealth  and  honest  fame.  And 
here,  too,  early  settled  and  long  resided  the  Rer.  Benjamin 
Fuller,  a  somewhat  eminent  local  minister.  If  he  was 
^rather  slow  of  speech/'  his  words  were  the  words  of 
wisdom.  He  has  sought  him  a  new  home  in  the  '*far 
wsst^"  where  he  still  sorviTes,  full  of  years  and  full  of 
hoBors.  And  here,  too,  reside  my  Maine  friends,  Dayid 
Woodward  and  his  kind  good  lady,  blessed  with  an  Intel* 
ligent  and  interesting  family.  Their  daughter  Sarah,  now 
Mrs.  Heller,  of  whom  favorable  notice  was  made  in  my  Ode 
to  the  Dearborn  County  Fair,  took  the  first  diploma  erer 
aooOTded  to  any  ono  by  the  ''Lawrenceburg  Literary  In- 
stitute/' a  distinction  as  meritorious  as  honorable.  And 
here,  too,  I  must  make  honorable  mention  of  my  kind 
IHends,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Steyens.  A  Mrs.  Finch,  now  liying 
in  Hartford,  informed  me  the  other  day,  that,  in  yery 
early  times,  she  occupied  a  little  log-cabin  right  in  the 
midst  x^  this  town  (then  a  Mrs.  Walden);  that  she  had 
herself  often  shot  turkeys  (and  I  think  deer,  too,}  out  of 
her  door  and  windows ;  the  Indians  encamped  all  around 
her;  that  they  once  struck  up  "a  shooting-matoh"  close 
to  her  door ;  that  she  loaded  her  piece,  walked  out,  asked 
and  obtained  permission  to  fall  into  the  ring,  and  take 
part  in  the  pleasant  pastime;  that,  when  hor  turn  came, 
she  '*  droye  the  center "  to  a  hair,  and  made  the  yery  best 
shot,  which  so  pleased  and  amused  the  old  chief,  that  he 
patted  her  upon  the  shoulder,  saying,  "Qood  squaw,  good 
squaw ;"  and  then  made  her  a  present  of  a  beautiful  kind 
of  a  shawL  There  is  a  pioneer  lady  for  you  worth  talk- 
ing aboatr— a  story  worth  being  told  and  preserred,  whiob. 
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bat  far  me,  would  ha^e  been  loet  for  erer.  Tarkij,  ud 
deer,  and  Indians  swarmed  right  in  the  very  heart  of  New 
Lawrenceburg  I  What  a  change,  what  a  mighty  change  a 
single  half  century  has  made  I  **  Be  astonished,  O  heaven  I 
and  wonder,  O  earth  I"  Here  was  held  that  ever^memora- 
ble  campmeeting,  at  which  time  and  place  the  sainted 
Jaoob  Blaedell  set  the  "temperance  ball"  In  motioB.— 
(See  Reflections,  eto.) 

And  here,  too,  is  the  residence  of  Moore  Holden,  world 
renowned  for  his  patent  millstone  dress;  one  of  the  woa- 
derful  improvements  of  the  age.  Mr.  Holden  stands  enroll- 
ed high  apon  the  scroll  of  fame,  beside  John  Morrieon,  as 
one  of  the  benefactors  of  the  age.  Several  years  ago  a  littlt 
son  of  his  was  missing,  and  nowhere  to  be  foand,  thoof^ 
diligently  sought  for  with  prayers  and  tears.  A  notice  in 
a  Madison  paper,  some  time  afler,  of  a  little  boy,  found 
dead  in  the  Ohio  river,  arrested  his  attention,  when  lol  his 
lost  one  was  found  cold  in  death.  At  play  in  the  cre^,  it 
fell  in  and  was  drowned,  and  drilled  thus  far  away.  Poor 
litUe  dear,  early  taken  from  the  evil  to  come.  And  here 
follow  tragedies  upon  tragedies.  A  Mr.  Chyle,  principal 
clerk  in  the  distillery,  was  torn  all  into  shreds  by  being 
caught  in  the  machinery.  A  fine  scholar,  an  excellent  man, 
but  engaged  in  a  bad  business,  and  died  in  a  bad  cause. 
Another  man  was  scalded  to  death  in  the  distillery,  which 
was  subsequently  consumed  by  fire— a  total  loss. 

John  Daniels  was  run  over  by  his  own  horses  and  wagon* 
mangled,  and  taken  up  a  breathless  corpse.  Abial  Baker 
fell  dead  in  the  street  with  an  apoplectic  shock.  A  gentle- 
man and  lady  in  crossing  the  pond  upon  the  ice,  fell  through 
and  perished  together.  Thomas,  a  son  of  Joseph,  and  a 
brother  to  Sewell  Plummer,  a  lad  of  some  ten  years,  fell 
out  of  his  skiff,  and  was  drowned  in  the  pond,  also.  The 
dwelling  house  of  Father  Noyes,  the  one  in  which  I  was 
married,  was  consumed  by  fire ;  but  no  lives  lost,  through 
mercy.  A  stranger  had  his  thigh  so  crushed,  that  it  was 
thought  by  the  physicians  in  counsel,  that  ampatation 
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ma  anayoidable ;  but  Dr.  Harding  udd  the  firactared  bones 
were  all  in  place,  and  he  would  assume  the  responsibility 
of  saving  both  life  and  limb,  and  did  it  handsomely.  I 
■aw  the  gentleman  afler  the  point  of  danger  was  safely 
passed,  and  a  more  happy  and  grateful  man  I  never  saw. 
And,  like  friend  Roland,  he  thought  there  was  no  such  maa 
this  aide  of  the  big  water,  nor  on  the  globe,  as  Dc  Hard- 
ing. And  no  marvel,  surely.  At  the  jollification  of  the 
esectioo  of  the  toll-bridge  over  Tanner's  Creek  here,  a  can- 
non exploded,  mangling  and  killing  my  neighbor  and 
ficiend,  John  Hounds  and  a  Mr.  Price,  and  fearfully  wound- 
ing a  Mr.  Sherod.  0 1  how  many  such  accidents  occur  by 
the  useless  "  thunder  of  the  muttering  cannon  " — by  ua- 
fddllfttl  cannoniers.  I  have  yet  several  similar  oases  to  re- 
cord. '*  0 1  that  men  would  be  wise."  And  yet  the  crowning 
tragic  scene  is  yet  to  be  told.  A  Mr.  Nicholas  Evans  and 
a  Mr.  William  Wells,  a  colored  man  of  my  intimate  ao- 
(fuaintance,  had  a  misunderstanding  about  something  which 
Wells  so  explained  as  to  give  Evans  entire  apparent  satis- 
fiu)tion.  Wells  turned  away  and  sat  down.  Evans,  there- 
upon, slipped  noiselessly  up  behind  him,  caught  him  by 
the  hair  of  his  head,  drew  it  back  suddenly,  and  then  with 
a  large  and  sharp  pocket-knife,  at  one  fell  swoop,  cut  his 
throat  from  ear  to  ear ;  and  he  weltered  in  his  gore  a  breath- 
leas  eorps.  Evans  fled,  was  pursued,  subsequently  taken, 
brought  back,  tried  and  sentenced  to  several  years  of  im- 
prisoimkent  at  hard  labor  in  the  Penitentiary,  where  he  is 
naWf  and  in  part  paying  the  penalty  of  his  rash,  and  bloody, 
and  murderous  and  malicious  act  How  true  it  is,  that 
''the  ways  of  transgressors  are  hard,"  leaving  out  of  the 
aeeount  the  retributions  of  the  future  and  coming  "judg- 
ment of  the  great  day."  What  a  picture  of  real  life  is  here 
preaented  in  the  history  of  a  single  little  village  or  town. 
Aliyiic^  and  no  fiction,  and  to  which  much  might  be  added, 
but  I  can  not  longer  dwell,  and  must  pass  by  paying  a 
juat  tribute  to  my  most  worthy  friend,  John  L  French,  now 
an  honored,  and  useful  citiien  of  Ohio  County. 

32 
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LAWRENGEBURG    CIT7* 

On  the  lOih  day  of  December,  1818,  I  first  landed  al 
Lawrenceburg,  then  a  small  yillage,  mostly  of  log  oabiiM, 
•  and  timber  houses.  Now  it  is  quite  a  city  of  taste,  wealth, 
and  beanty.  No  city  in  the  range  of  my  acquaintance  has 
had  as  many  difficulties  to  encounter,  and  so  nobly  met 
them,  as  the  city,  or  rather  citisens  of  Lawrenceburg.  The 
elevation  of  their  streets,  and  their  embankments  to  guard 
against,  and  to  prepare  for  flood  and  overflow,  is  a  linng 
wonder,  and  a  monument  of  enduring  pruse.  And,  thooglL 
deserving  a  better  fate,  she  is,  after  all,  unfortunate  in  tks 
termination,  both  of  her  railroads  and  canals.  She  nevar- 
theless  has  large  business  houses,  and  one  of  the  finest 
churches  in  the  State. 

Here  Warren  was  murdered,  and  here  Fuller  was  hung. 
(See  ballad.)  I  shall  refer  to  this  subject  yet  again.  Here 
the  little  son  of  my  friend  Stephens,  came  suddenly  to  an 
untimely  and  tragical  end.  Here  the  young  lady  deliber- 
ately walked  out  into  the  beautiful  Ohio  and  perished,  poor 
girl !  from  her  own  rash  act  (See  ballads.)  The  fiilliiig  of 
the  bridge  erected  across  the  J^liami,  was  a  miracle  of 
wonders.  Thronging  with  busy  workmen,  the  whole  fabrio 
was  precipitated  suddenly  to  the  depth  of  some  fifty  feet  in 
a  cumbrous  mass  of  ruins,  and  yet  only  two  men  were  killed, 
and  some  few  slightly  injured.  The  like  before,  I  think, 
was  never  known.  Wonderful  interposition,  most  sorely  I 
The  courthouse,  and  all  the  public  records  were  consumed 
by  fire  many  years  ago,  which  was  a  great  and  general 
calamity,  resulting  in  a  great  deal  of  litigation,  ill  wiU, 
disquietude  and  loss.  The  fine  mansion-house  of  my  friend, 
Wm.  T.  Ferris  and  others,  have  also  been  consumed  by  fire. 
Mr.  F.  Craft,  many  years  ago,  in  passing  along  the  street^ 
stepped  upon  a  stone  that  rolled  from  beneath  him,  and  he 
suddenly  fell  backward  upon  the  pavement  and  broke  his 
skull,  and  was  gathered  up  a  quivering  corpse ;  verifying,  to 
the  very  letter,  the  truthfulness  of  that  divine  aiding, 
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**  There  ie  bat  a  step  between  me  end  deatL''  A  Mr* 
Aikew,  merchant,  was  suddenly  killed  by  the  falling  of 
his  storeroom  in  a  mighty  tempest,  or  sweeping  tomada 
Hero  I  saw  a  colored  man  hit  with  a  brickbat,  which  was 
intentionally  hurled  at  him — ^he  groaned,  and  staggered,  and 
felL  It  was  thought,  by  some,  that  he  was  feigning  it  all, 
80  said  the  colored  man  who  hit  him.  Just  at  that  time  Dr. 
Harding  chanced  to  be  passing  along  the  street,  and  like 
**  the  good  Samaritan,"  he  paused  and  examined  the  fallen 
man.  Gentlemen,  said  he,  this  is  no  sham,  the  man  is 
actually  dying,  and  will  be  a  corpse  soon ;  directed  him  to 
be  forthwith  taken  home,  where  he  died  in  a  few  hours. 
At  the  report  of  Dr.  Harding,  the  murderer  forthwith  fled, 
and  so  for  as  I  know,  has  nev^  been  heard  of  since.  A 
little  son  of  my  most  excellent  friends,  George  B.  Sheldon 
and  lady,  lost  a  hand,  nearly,  by  a  "  cutting  machine.'' 
Since  I  became  acquainted  with  Br.  Sheldon,  no  one  man 
in  all  the  West,  has  done  a  better,  or  a  more  liberal  part 
by  me.  His  house  has  been  my  kind  and  welcome  home, 
yes,  I  know  that  it  has  been  welcome.  And  dollar  after 
dollar  has  he  voluntarily  placed  into  my  hands,  and  some- 
times, several  at  onc&  Subscribed  for  six  copies  of  my 
book,  one  for  every  single  member  of  his  family,  and  paid 
all  in  advance.  I  have  few  friends  like  G.  B.  Sheldon  and 
lady,  and  I  embalm  their  names  in  my  booki  as  it  is  in 
my  heart  and  memory. 

And  here,  too,  resides  my  excellent  friend,  Dr.  Harding, 
whose  house  is  also  my  welcome  home,  where  every  kind- 
ness and  respect  is  shown  to  me  that  a  friend  could  ask« 
Under  God  I  owe  my  life  to  Dr.  Harding,  for  kind  and 
skillful  professional  treatment  during  a  severe  and  danger- 
ous illness,  many  years  ago.  And  then  I  owe  him  a  debt 
of  lasting  gratitude  for  the  reasonableness  of  his  bill,  and 
the  leni^  and  forbearance  shown  me.  Dr.  Harding  is 
justly  celebrated  as  one  of  the  best  physicians  in  our  oom- 
munity.  I  say  one  of  them,  for  we  have  many  who  are 
justly  eminent  and  oelebcated.     Doctor,  excuse  me  if  I 
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joor  bistory  to  inspire  bfype  in  the  bosom  of  obeooM^ 
ttftj,  even  in  forbidding  little  boys.  The  IXxstor  was  nSUk 
in  the  '*  Ripley  Slashes,"  and  while  a  little  barefooted  boy, 
was  badly  bitten  by  a  copperhead.  Why,  bless  me  if  I 
ha?e  n't  got  the  doctor  right  into  my  book,  all  barelbol» 
too.  Ah,  me  I  what  shall  I  do  now  ?  Well,  I  suppose  I 
might  jnst  as  well  make  the  best  of  it,  and  let  it  ga  WeU, 
he  was  snakebitten,  and  if  he  had  died,  perhaps  every  one 
would  haye  said,  better  be  him  than  any  other  lad  in  the 
eommnnity,  becaose  he  was  a  poor,  near-ug^ted  boy.  Bat 
the  result  shows  that  they  could  better  have  spared  any 
other  boy,  for  in  him  was  garnered  up  the  germs  of  a 
strong  mind  and  a  useful  nuuL  And  if  there  is  any  merit 
in  the  truly  *'  self-made  man,''  the  doetor  is  entitled  to  it 
in  an  eminent  degree.  And  we  have  *' self-made  ladies," 
as  well  as  "self-made  men,"  and  the  doctor's  excellent 
lady  is  surely  one  of  them.  Raised  in  the  forest  by  the 
aide  of  me,  she  has,  by  dint  of  personal  application,  un- 
aided almost  altogether  by  schooling  facilities,  made  her> 
self  learned  and  useful,  loved  and  honored,  and  now  holds 
a  high  position  in  tlie  bright  galaxy  of  female  vrriters  and 
poets,  and  has  made  herself  worthy  of  all  praise  and  all 
imitation,  and  is  blest  with  sweet,  dear  children,  and  a 
happy  home.  And  the  kind  hospitalities  of  that  neat» 
pretty,  happy  home  I  have  oft  enjoyed,  and  gratefully  ac- 
knowledge it  here  again. 

Reader,  you  must  pause  a  moment  My  impertinent 
muse  is  clamoring  for  something,  and  will  not  be  put  o£ 

Well,  lir.  Muse,  what  do  yon  want  ?  I  vrant  to  sing 
an  acrostical  lay  to  Mrs.  Harding.  A  lay  to  Mrs.  Har- 
ding, indeed  I  Now  you  know  you  can't  begin  to  mxkf^ 
an  acrostical  lay  worthy  of  Mrs.  Harding.  Tes,  I  know 
that,  but  then  I  can  show  my  good  will.  Tes,  and  "get 
me  into  a  snap/'  offend  Mrs.  Harding  and  the  doctor,  turn 
up  Jack,  and  play  the  mischief,  eh?  Well,  just  let  me 
^— «"»  half  loaf's  better  than  no  bread."  Well,  as 
you'vo  been  so  trusty  and  &ithfiil  to  ae  all  pm  days. 
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JBH  ai^trytbis  oooe  MidM6  wImiIjm  MB  do.    Ckwd, 
Ml  bin 


Mj  slumbering  harp  awake 
Resume  tbj  wonted  layS| 
Sing  of  the  fair, 

Let  virtue  mind  and  jgrace 

Unite  to  find  a  place 

Close  in  each  heart, 

Te  friends  of  "  moral  worth," 
Sing  not  of  "  rojal  birth," 

Howerer  high, 

An  will  in  this  agree^ 

Reader,  saj  is  not  she 

Desenring  more, 

In  whom  the  graces  dwell  T 

No  fame  can  that  excel, 

"Gained  bj  merUJ* 

Well,  now  yoa  have  done  it!     I  told  you  so  I     I  knew 

yea  would  only  spoil  it  I     Is  that  the  best  yon  oould  do 

for  so  deserring  a  lady  as   Mrs.    Harding?    Aint  yoa 

libanied  of  yourself?     Don^t  ever  attempt  to  interfere 

igftin  unless  yoa  know  that  you  have  something  on  hand 

letter  than  that    I'll  try  and  forgive  yoa  Ms  time,  how- 

rer,  though  I  fear  Mrs.   Harding  and  the  doctor  will 

wsr  forgive  me. 

Before  I  fiurther  proeeed,  I  will  close  the  chapter  of  aoei- 
Qts  and  tragedies.    The  beaatifnl  Protestant  College  thai 
opoQ  a  beautiful  eminence,  just  back  of  this  city,  was 
»ly  consumed  by  fire  many  years  ago,  and  the  enter- 
ic abandoned  for  ever.    Sad  calamity. 
^y  friend  Squire  Anderson  was  thrown  from  his  hone, 
ih,  with  a  sharp  corked  shoe,  set  foot  right  fair  in  his 
cut  his  nose  entirely  off  just  below  the  eyes,  and 
hed  it  all  '*  as  flat  as  a  pancake.''    It  was  a  fearful 
•ad  as  ghastly  a  wound  as  I  ever  saw,  yet  by  the 
\1  treatment  of  Dr.  Foller,  it  all  healed  np 
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Mwee  a  pereeptiUe  seur,  to  that  tiie  Bqaiie  hM  stiH  a  ftiy 

teepectable  **  handle  to  his  face/'  and  as  mce  a  littlo  wiii 
88  stands  on  foot  anywhere. 

A  son  of  Mr.  James  Armstrong,  on  a  pleasure  toor  oyer 
the  river,  was  accidentally  shot  by  one  of  his  young  oom- 
panions,  brought  home  in  great  agony,  and  died  soon.  0, 
what  an  affliction  to  parents  and  friends. 

A  Mr.  Ooulding,  while  passing  over  the  river  in  the  feny 
boat,  to  escape  an  arrest,  (I  believe)  said  that  no  man  ooald 
take  him — that  he  carried  a  body  guard  with  him  in  the 
shape  of  a  revolver,  which  he  undertook  to  show,  but  by 
some  means,  in  drawing  it  from  his  pocket  it  went  off, 
and  he  reoeived  the  charge  in  his  thigh,  fracturing  the 
bone  in  a  fearful  manner,  above  the  possibility  of  an 
amputation,  and  he  lingered  a  few  days  in  great  agony, 
and  died.  Oh,  boys,  the  protection  of  a  good  moral 
character  is  much  safer  and  much  better  than  dirks,  bowie- 
knives,  and  pistols. 

John  F.  Lane,  son  of  the  non.  Amos  Lane,  deceased,  and 
brother  to  G.  W.  and  J.  11.  Lane,  of  Mexican  and  Kansas 
notoriety,  a  West  Point  cadet,  and  lieutenant  in  the  United 
States  army,  a  young  man  of  great  hope  and  promise,  both 
to  his  eountry  and  to  his  friends,  for  reasons  *'  for  ever 
sealed  up,"  in  the  very  dawn  of  his  brilliant  and  hopeful 
oareer,  deliberately  fell  upon  his  own  sword  in  the  most 
possibly  scientific  manner,  and  was  a  corpse  in  a  moment^ 
without  a  struggle  or  a  groan.  But  his  sainted  mother 
went  down  to  her  grave  sorrowing  for  him. 

For  a  little  relief,  I  will  now  introduce  the  reader  to  my 
early  and  good  friends,  Dr.  Brower  and  lady,  and  to  his 
tasty  and  beautiful  residence,  and  to  his  very  neat,  pretty, 
pattern  garden.  The  doctor  early  befriended  me,  got  me  up 
a  school,  at  Elisabethtown,  aided  me  in  passing  my  school 
examination,  and  in  some  sense,  was  the  very  maker  of  me. 
I  owe  him  an  everlasting  debt  of  gratitude,  as  does  the  Noyes 
family,  for  professional  services,  which  we  shall  never  be 
able  to  repay.    I  need  not  here  say  that  Dr.  Brower  is  on* 


S8S 


wdft  He  apfVDAflbtt  the  ndL-bed,  and  usm  th«  knifii  vith 
a  gnee  mnd  ease  peenliar  to  hinuwJf  And  now,  if  jou 
would  again  aee  things  done  np  in  real  '*  appio  pio"  order, 
and  "  neater  than  a  pink,"  joet  call  on  my  friends^  John 
Callahan  and  hit  good  lady ;  and  for  a  little  more  of  the 
same  sort,  jnet  call  on  Mr.  and  Mr&  Omar  Tontey-^poi  np 
inr  the  night  at  B.  T.  W.  &  Anderson's,  and,  if  yos  ai»i 
dekf  yon  'U  relish  yonr  breakfast  well — ^tbe  danger  ie  tb«l 
yoall  "eat  yoorself  sick,''  not  knowing  how  or  wkm  to 
qnii 

I  have  failed  to  mention  many  persons  and  thimpi  wvfliyjr 
of  note,  because  I  have  not  the  room  to  «f«re,  tuffi  ^mt  fty 
do  half  justice  to  those  persons  and  things  ^4  wIMf  mmh 
tion  is  made. 

The  old  pioneers  are  nearly  all  ipme«    The  l&yf ^  l/r.  I'««u 
ris  was  an  excellent  and  nsefol  man,  mttd  hm  ■*  sMwrnr^  'm 
precious."    Gen.  James  Dill,  Hon,  hmttd^  tdrn^,  iff  ^^f^ 
tal,  John  Gray,  Dayid  Guard,  WaJMr  A/mMCr-vaf.  m4  mrf 
efernsherished  friend,  James  W.  llm^fif,  fB<PV«  ^^  ^  '^ 
best  magistrates  and  best  mi^^a,  %*4  ihii  fii«vM?  gf^^Hk^ 
man  on  parade  in  all  the  lanA     M/  »*n^<KUi  H*^. 
Judge  Dunn,  seems  to  stand  ak*4.     M>t  mm^m^j  m  y¥H  '0 
thrilling  interest  and  high  hoiMra     Wm*  ^^i4^  %  f¥¥^, 
being  orer  on  the  Point,  as  it  it  eaTt^.  M  ^;#^rfe«^  ^V^  t^-. 
ami,  with  two  other  persons,  in  tearf^  'A  ^fxy  ^^^     Xr  -^ 
ooBiing  on,  the  other  men  thoog^t  f^n^  V/  tf^kt^.  ^  %  %^ 
and  encamp  for  tha  night ;  whieh  tlM7  s^m^^  /a  ^^# 
ift  s{nte  of  all  the  remonatraAeDa  *A  liMvr  ;v«h^  •^fm^m/^t»f, 
Mr.  Dunn,  who  iold  them  it  wvsM  VA  '^.  Mil*      M^  ^^mi^ 
lore,  left  them  for  home,  all  aiMM,  w>iv  "^t^  v^^vm^*^  '>-h'  «#» 
wonld  be  on  hand  again  eahy  \h  *iM  akvrM«^     1^  ^^^^  y^ 
he  found  both  of  his  ir^stAn  ^JA  mA  rvf  m  V***^     *i^M*«, 
hawked  and  scalped— eirip^  mA  p*^^^^      W*^  «  «^ 
TOW  escape  by  yonthfol  SwimnsM  •a^  ^m/^*^      *t^  p^^fft 
has  held  many  posts  <>f  W.Mff  aA4  tr«^r  >*  f^  v< 
and  wfaea  ha  shall  have  Us*  iftwriwir^i  vt^  fi%4  i«i4 
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Mi«n,  Ids  name  and  lut  memory  shtU  not  periah*  Ink  b» 
■nbalmed  in  the  heerts  of  his  friends  and  coiintiTBa*^ 
and,  in  the  pages  of  history,  shall  be  immortaL  (See  Ap- 
pendix.) 

I  shoald  very  mnoh  like  to  pay  a  tpecial  and  jost  tribute 
to  all  of  the  attorneys,  the  elerks,  and  sheriffii  of  my  ooort^ 
residing  here;  but  spaoe  utterly  forbids  Suffioe  it  to  aayt 
Aat  they  were  all  yery  kind,  competent,  and  effioient»  and 
oeoapy  a  warm  seat  in  my  affections,  and  are  engraven  npoa 
my  memory  as  with  *'an  iron  pen.^'  As  elerk,  C.  O^riea 
stands  number  one,  all  the  time,  against  the  State  and 
against  the  world ;  and  so  does  my  friend,  Milton  Ghfegg^  as 
sheriff— now  the  able  and  effeotive  editor  of  the  ''New  Al- 
bany Tribana'' 

So  mach,  then,  for  the  city  of  Lawrenceborgfa,  and  I  pass, 
with  a  grateful  acknowledgment,  to  the  Rev.  Mr.  Long,  the 
stationed  minister,  whose  labors  God  has  singularly  owned 
and  blessed,  and  who  is  very  highly  appreciated  and 
esteemed  by  the  people  of  his  charge,  as  is  also  the  Rer. 
Dr.  Bond,  pastor  of  the  Baptist  church.  No  neglect  or  dis- 
respect is  intended  to  be  shown  to  my  highly  esteemed 
friends,  Dr.  Tait  and  Dr.  Weedlestoedt,  now  of  Minnesota, 
in  speaking  so  fblly  and  freely,  as  I  have,  of  those  "  with 
whom  I  have  had  more  to  do.'' 

AUBORA  CIT7. 

Here  is  to  be  seen  the  splendid  mansion  of  the  Hoo. 
Henry  Walker,  my  early  and  my  personal  friend  A  gen- 
tleman of  great  moral  exoellenoe  and  literary  £une.  He  is 
usually  noticed  by  journalists  as  "the  great  western  ora- 
tor." Mr.  Walker's  manners  are  peculiar  to  himself;  ha 
apes  no  man,  and  so  far  as  I  know,  no  public  speaker  e?er 
attempted  to  ape  him.  He  is  on  original  oddity,  and  must 
be  seen  and  heard  to  be  rightly  appreciated.  He  wonld^ 
perchance,  exceed  the  expectations  of  some,  and  frJl  below 
that  of  others,  just  according  to  the  tastes  and  fiEmeies  of 
his  auditors.     He  has  a  yast  library  of  books,  whioh 
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•ddreMet  show  have  not  been  altogether  neglected.  His 
fiUber  being  the  first  settler,  he,  of  course,  is  one  of  the 
oldest  inhabitants  of  the  county,  and  has  received  many 
public  honors  at  the  hands  of  his  fellow^citizens.  His  good 
lady  is  a  native  of  Maine,  whence  I  hail  I  know  her 
family  and  friends  to  be  highly  honorable  and  respected. 

Messrs.  Haynes  and  Holm  an,  attorneys  at  law,  and  of 
eminent  distinction,  will  please  appropriate  to  themselves 
the  kind  sentiments  and  remembrances  tendered  to  gentle- 
men of  the  bar  at  Lawrenceburgh.  Here  was  the  resi- 
dence of  that  sainted  and  good  man,  the  Rev.  Judge  Jesse 
L.  Holman,  the  honored  father  of  Wm.  S.  Holman,  so  ex* 
tensively  known  and  respected  as  a  man,  an  attorney,  and 
a  politician. 

The  eminent  Dr.  Sutton  and  Dr.  Bond,  and  Dr.  Haynes, 
my  kind  personal  friends,  reside  here,  justly  loved  and  highly 
appreciated.  Here,  too,  reside  the  Hon.  Judge  Emory,  Wm. 
R.  Qreen,  and  Wm.  T.  Harris,  Esqrs.,  T.  and  J.  Taylor,  Cham- 
bers and  Stevens,  the  Gaffs,  Cobbs,  and  Lozier,  merchants  of 
fiune  and  fairness — all  my  kind  personal  friends.  Nor  can 
I  possibly  pass  unnoticed  Messrs.  Sewall  and  Samuel  Plum- 
mer,  and  Wm.  Jipson,  and  their  good  ladies  and  inter- 
esting families,  formerly  my  kind  and  excellent  neighbors 
and  fellow-townsmen,  and  ever  loved  and  cherished  friends. 
I  have  known  them  long,  and  love  them  dearly. 

Here,  as  before  noticed,  is  the  beautiful  residence  of  my 
good  and  worthy  friend,  Stroder  Cheek,  and  the  home  of 
the  venerable  old  Mother  Cheek,  the  oldest  person  in  the 
county,  and,  for  aught  I  know,  in  the  State.  Here  George 
Cheek,  the  father  of  Stroder  and  brothers,  was  found  to  be 
missingi  Every  possible  search  was  made  in  vain,  a  libe- 
ral reward  offered  for  his  discovery,  dead  or  alive,  and 
sfUr  many  months  of  painful  anxiety,  he  was  discovered 
in  the  creek  —  recognized  by  his  apparel,  and  forthwith 
found  a  decent  and  appropriate  burial.  My  lamented 
friends,  John  R  Watkins,  a  Mr.  Bailey,  and  a  Mr.  Squibb, 
vers  horribly  mangled  by  the  explosion  of  a  powder  keg, 

3Z 


*S86  cotton's  keepsakk. 

on  a  pleasnre  and  celebraiaon  trip  on  tiie  St  L<mia  till 
road,  surnTed  a  short  time  in  great  pain,  and  died.  Pei^ 
hapA  five  perished,  and  several  others  were  slighUj  injorady 
among  whom  was  a  Mr.  James  Reading.  Aarora  lost  aoma 
of  her  best  citizens,  which  she  deeply  deplored. 

A  man  fell  through  the  bridge,  and  was  foond  a  oorpaa. 
Another  one  walked  out  into  the  river,  then  pot  a  pistol  into 
his  mouth,  and  fell  a  bleeding  and  mutilated  corpse  in  tha 
beautiful  Ohio.  Another  man,  after  trying  both  to  hang 
and  shoot  himself,  but  was  discovered  and  arrested,  deliba- 

'  rately  threw  himself  into  the  river  and  perished.  A  Mr. 
Green,  having  a  personal  difSculty  with  a  Mr.  Hanoook,  I 
believe,  was  shot,  and  died  suddenly.  Old  Charley  Vattiar 
deliberately  shot  Elias  Con  well,  now  of  Napoleon — pat  .a 
heavy  charge  of  large  shot  into  his  hip  and  thigh,  that  had 
well-nigh  proved  fdtal.  It>  however,  crippled  him  for  li^ 
for  which  he  recovered  a  heavy  damage.  Henry  Yanmid- 
dles worth  struck  a  Mr.  Moreheod,  I  believe,  upon  the  bead, 
with  a  grubbing  hoe,  and  broke  his  skull ;  but  by  the  sur- 
gical skill  of  Dr.  Percival,  he  survived.  Yanmiddlesworth 
and  another  man  perished,  on  the  Fourth  of  July,  by  the 
untimely  discharge  of  a  cannon,  as  per  acrostic      Indian, 

'wolf,  bear,  and  panther  stories  are  too  numeroos  to  mea- 
tion,  but  in  keeping  with  all  other  accounts. 

The  steamboat  Metcalff  descending  the  river  in  a  thiok 
fog,  the  pilot,  mistaking  the  smoke  of  Gkiff's  distillery  for 
an  up-river  steamboat,  sheered  suddenly  to  pass  it  on  the 
right,  according  to  usage,  run  square  into  a  high  bank, 
just  above  the  mouth  of  the  creek,  which  resulted  in  the 
total  ruin  of  the  boat,  and  the  loss  of  many  precions  lives 
of  men,  women,  and  children ;  who,  with  an  awful  shook 
and  fearful  outcry,  were  suddenly  aroused  from  a  comfort- 
able berth,  sweet  repose,  and  happy  dreams,  to  strag^ 
and  perish  in  the  waters  of  death.  IIow  sudden,  how 
painful,  how  melancholy  the  scene.  That  mammoth  dis- 
tillery has  been  twice  consumed  by  fire,  and  two  men  par- 

'ished  in  the  flames.    My  eloqnent  firiendt  tha  Rar.  Ific 
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InUer,  if  **  fkr-famed ''  and  dearly  lored.    A  Mr.  CaldweU* 

a  notorious  horse-thief  and  plunderer,  in  territorial  times, 
was  parsued  by  a  body  of  armed  men,  OTertaken,  ordered 
to  halt  npon  his  peril  Sham  shots  were  given  to  bring 
him  to  in  Tain;  then  a  deadly  aim  brought  him  to  the 
ground,  a  bleeding  corpse,  and  his  grief-smitten  wife  sold 
his  body  to  Dr.  Percival,  to  be  anatomised,  for  a  oalioe 
dress.  Companions  in  crime,  0  how  affectionate  they  arel 
Our  agricultural  friends,  Messrs.  White  and  Lane,  must 
not  be  overlooked,  as  gentlemen  of  distinction,  and  moral 
excellence  and  worth.  Old  Father  Cosine  and  Daniel  Bar> 
iholomew,  deceased,  my  early  friends,  must  be  embalmed 
in  the  pages  of  my  little  book.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bartholomew, 
who  still  survives,  mode  their  house  my  happy  home,  when 
there,  in  days  "  lang  syne."    How  sweet  the  memory  still—* 

0  how  sweet!  Hugh  M.  Allen,  blowing  into  the  muscle 
of  his  gun,  received  the  full  charge  into  his  head,  and  fell 
a  mangled  and  bleeding  corpse. 

PREEMONT  SCHOOLHOUSE — MOUTH  OF  LAUOHRT. 

George  Groves  settled  here  in  1794,  the  first  settler  of 
this  section  of  country.  From  my  kind  friends,  George 
Lfdrd  and  Joshua  Seth,  and  others,  old  and  respectable 
residents,  I  learn  that  a  fearful  Indian  massacre  of  several 
persons,  by  the  name  of  Laughry,  gave  name  to  the  pretty 
itream  now  known  as  Laughry  Creek.  So  also  a  man  by 
the  name  of  Hogan,  while  quietly  fishing  at  the  mouth  of 
Hogan,  was  shot,  tomahawked,  and  scalped;  and  a  Wm. 
Tanner,  the  same  way  precisely,  at  the  mouth  of  Tanner's 
Creek.  If  we  could  command  the  origin  of  all  the  names 
in  the  country,  what  a  history,  what  a  book  it  would  be  I 

1  farther  learned,  from  Mr.  Seth,  that  a  young  lad  and 
his  sister,  by  the  name  of  Willard,  were  captured  and  car- 
ried off  by  the  Indians,  over  into  Kentucky,  some  sixty 
odd  years  ago.  After  awhile,  they  commenced  cutting  out 
large  pieces  of  flesh  from  the  body  of  the  girl — broiling 
§BDd  aatiDg  it  la  her  preeenee;  thai  they  tortured  her  thoi 
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ittpealedlj  for  three  longp  punful  dtye;  tbeii«  with  nnhewi, 
of  cmelties,  pot  her  to  death — ^tomahawked  and  scaiped  her. 
The  heart  sickeos,  and  the  blood  fairly  curdles  in  my  yeiiii^ 
at  the  reoitaL  But  a  terrible  vengeance  awaited  them. 
The  lad  effected  his  escape,  grew  up  to  be  a  man,  and 
established  himself  in  a  kind  of  grocery  and  liquor  bui- 
ness,  at  an  early  day,  near  the  mouth  of  the  creeks  when 
who  should  call  upon  him  but  seven  Indians,  and  a  pntfef 
young  squaw,  a  part  or  all  of  whom  he  immediately  imos? 
nised  as  his  own  captors,  and  the  cruel  murderers  of  kit 
loved  and  lamented  sister;  and  he  resolved,  if  posuble^  t^ 
be  avenged;  but,  as  the  saying  is,  "he  never  lei  on.** 
Gave  them  all  free  access  to  his  liquor,  and,  to  his  grsil 
pleasure,  soon  found  that  all  were  in  for  a  drunken  spree^ 
except  the  pretty  squaw,  who  was  selected  to  keep  watch. 
And  about  midnight  they  were  all  dead-drunk,  when, 
watching  his  opportunity,  he  gave  the  pretty  squaw  a 
deadly  blow  with  his  ax  or  bludgeon;  then  hastening 
down  to  the  creek,  he  cut  a  bole  in  the  ice,  and  there,  one 
at  a  time,  he,  by  main  strength,  drew  them  down,  and 
thrust  them  in  under  the  ice,  to  wake  up  in  a  watery 
grave,  the  poor  squaw  and  all ;  and  thus  every  single  sool 
of  them  perished.  I  leave  it  for  the  reader  to  say  if  that 
is  not  quite  an  Indian  story,  and  altogether  too  good  to 
be  lost,  as  I  have  it  upon  good,  reliable  authority?  The 
country  hereabouts  was  full  of  bears,  wolves,  and  panthers. 
Here  a  colored  man,  whom  I  knew  well,  was  murdered 
several  years  ago,  and  the  deadly  and  fearful  weapon  was 
a  scythe — the  scene  fearful  and  tragia 

HARTFORD 

Is  quite  a  smart  business  place.  I  first  saw  it  in  1818, 
then  quite  in  the  woods.  Good  old  Father  Wilber  still 
survives,  honored  and  esteemed  by  all  who  know  him. 
His  sons  are  the  principal  merchants  in  the  place — correct 
business  men,  of  moral  excellence  and  worth.  Good  old 
father  Holliday^  father  of  F.  a  Hollidaj,  the  «&iiMn| 
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diriiia,  the  Christiftn,  the  gentleman,  and  the  eeliolar,  re- 
sides here.  Ilis  hoase  was  consumed  by  fire;  but  his 
friends  were  kind  and  true  to  him,  as  well  they  should  be. 
He  informed  me  that  he  had  seen  more  wild  turkeys  in  one 
§ook  or  drore  than  could,  in  his  opinion,  convenient! j 
stand  upon  a  whole  acre  of  land.  He  thought  so  then, 
and  he  thinks  so  now.  There  is  a  turkey  story  for  you, 
boys.  Allow  two  feet  square,  or  four  square  feet,  to  a 
turkey,  and  there  must  have  been  more  than  ten  thousand 
turkeys.  Work  it  out  for  yourselves,  boys.  In  this  com- 
inanity  reside  my  early  and  worthy  friends,  Squire  Jarret, 
Squire  Wilson,  John  Billingsly,  Joel  Lynn,  and  James 
Walker,  brother  to  the  Hon.  Henry  Walker,  all  in  easy 
drenmstanoes,  and  most  excellent  citizens. 

A  gentleman,  attempting  to  keep  an  officer  at  bay  with 
his  rifle,  was  himself  shot,  and  died  suddenly,  years  aga 
My  esteemed  friend,  Mrs.  Dr.  Maderas,  died  suddenly, 
lamented  by  all.  And  here,  too,  was  the  former  residence 
of  my  early  and  everK^herished  friend,  Nathaniel  Squibb, 
Esq.,  now  of  California. '  Squire  Jarret  has  resided  here 
all  his  days  ;>  is  an  excellent  and  worthy  man ;  and  he  in- 
fecmed  me,  that,  in  early  life,  his  shirts  and  pantaloons 
were  made  of  the  wild  nettle,  as  noticed  before,  by  Mrs. 
Cheek.  That  a  very  rich  lady  nawy  residing  in  Dearborn, 
was  clad  in  a  nettle  dress  when  he  first  saw  her — a  rosy- 
eheeked,  healthy  girl,  and  happy  and  "  cheerftil  as  a  lark.'' 
What  do  you  think  of  that,  girls?  The  narrative  of  my 
good  friend.  Squire  Jarret,  is  full  of  interest,  full  of 
romance,  and  full  of  real  life.  *'May  his  days  yet  be 
many,  and  fiill  of  pleasure." 

MILTOK. 

Robert  Conway  settled  here  in  1800;  raised  a  large 
fiunily,  who  have  received  many  honors,  both  as  private 
ettisens  and  public  men.  While  watching  a  lick  for  deer, 
three  large  panthers  came  into  tl^e  lick.  The  odds  being 
mliy  against  him,  he  retreated  onobeenred,  well  content  at 
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thai    Jones  shot  Hoiohinson,  miwtaVing  him  ft*  m  dMH 
It  WM  a  deadly  and  a  fatal  shot 

Colonel  James  Hastings,  an  old  settler,  and  ninoh  r»> 
speoted,  cut  his  throat  with  a  raior,  in  a  most  feaifdl 
manner,  and  was  a  oorpse  in  a  few  momenta,  in  ISdL 
James  Woods  hung  himself  upon  an  apple  tree,  in  193X 
James  Pomeroj  was  drowned,  in  1845 — all  men  of  fi^^'^m 
A  German  hnng  himself  in  the  woods,  in  1852. 

Elios  Greathouse,  wife,  and  three  children,  were  drowned» 
in  1845.  A  sudden  flood  swept  their  house  away  in  the 
night  tiiile,  and  all  perished  together.  The  mother  was 
found  many  miles  below,  with  a  piece  of  the  cradle,  in 
which  her  infant  slept,  still  in  her  hand.  Poor  mother  1 
A  Mr.  Mclntire  was  fearfully  mangled  and  killed  with  a 
threshing-machine.  Allen  Boyce  and  Mrs.  Hiram  Scranton 
both  badly  bitten  by  snakes — suffered  much,  but  recoTered. 
A  man  was  killed  by  a  log,  which  rolled  over  him,  and  an- 
other oue  by  the  falling  of  a  tree.  Old  Mr.  Thatcher,  father 
of  my  friend,  K  Thatcher,  fell  off  the  fence,  and  bn^e  his 
neck.  "Such  is  life.''  Improve  it  well.  My  Tenerable 
friend  Kittle  (the  honored  father  of  A  J.  Kittle,  a  graduate 
of  Greencastle  GoUege,  an  excellent  and  a  promising  yonng 
man),  resides  here,  at  an  advanced  age.  My  friend  Turner, 
and  the  Rev.  Mr.  Records,  rather  an  eminent  minister,  hare 
both  removed.  The  blessings  of  all  attend  them.  John 
Walker,  brother  to  Henry,  once  shot  a  deer;  an  Indian 
rushed  in  upon  him  to  seise  and  carry  it  away.  Walker 
drew  his  rifle  upon  him,  and  then  told  him  not  to  move  his 
rifle  upon  his  peril,  but  to  move  off  in  double  quick  time, 
with  his  gun  at  a  trail,  which  was  forthwith  dona  accord- 
ingly. What  intrepidity!  Chester  Thair,  an  insane  per* 
son,  set  his  house  on  fire,  and  perished  in  the  flames. 
Poor  fellow  I 

BEAK  CREBK  CHUROH. 

Hon.  James  Rand  settled  here  in  1807.  Turkey,  deer, 
anakesy  wolves,  bears  and  panthers  were  nnmeroiUL    His 
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ftorj  would  fbnii  a  Tolaiii«i  Snakes  of  monstrovs  siie.  Saw 
one  with  a  larf^  ground-hog,  or  woodchaok,  half  swallowed,- 
taking  it  easily,  and  at  his  leisure.  His  good  lady  was 
drowned  while  washing  beside  the  oreek — ^fell  in  and  per- 
ished— poor  woman  I  Mr.  Rand  has  represented  this  county 
in  the  State  Legislature  with  credit  and  satisfaction — is  some- 
what advanced  in  years  as  well  as  in  honors.  His  name 
and  memory  will  long  surviTS.  My  good  friend,  John 
Henry,  deserres  a  passing  notice.  He  interested  himself 
much  in  my  enterprise,  and  his  name  is  well  worthy  of  a 
place  in  my  little  book.  An  excellent  man,  loved  by  all 
the  good  who  know  him.  Hon.  Judge  Watts  settled  here 
at  an  early  day.  Was  a  strong,  popular,  and  useful  man, 
and  a  Minister.  His  son,  GoL  Johnson  Watts,  our  dis- 
tinguished and  honored  fellow  citizen,  occupies  the  old 
homestead.  He  was  a  soldier  in  the  war  of  1812.  Had 
two  sons  in  the  Mexican  War,  one  of  whom  died  in  that 
hjMiS  land,  was  brought  home,  and  amid  appropriate 
honors,  was  interred  in  the  family  burying-ground,  where 
be  slumben  his  "last  long  sleep,  that  knows  no  waking." 
The  colonel  once  ran  afoul  of  a  great  big  rattlesnake,  in  a 
«oil«  which  he  says  was  a  perfect  monster  of  a  snake. 
Turning  round  for  a  club,  he  saw  another  in  the  same 
position  and  of  the  same  size.  He  began  to  think  the  ter- 
ritory "too  snaky''  for  him,  unarmed  as  he  was,  and 
forthwith  very  cautiously  beat  his  quiet  retreat,  leaving 
to  their  snakeships  the  quiet  and  full  possession  of  the  field. 
But  they,  of  course,  knowing  the  colonel  to  be  "  a  6raM  man 
of  war,''  and  supposing  his  movement  a  mere  ruse  to  de- 
coy them,  or  for  some  other  reason,  their  snakeships  thought 
best  to  move  quarters  too,  for  when  the  colonel  returned,  armed 
end  equipped  according  to  law,  "  for  a  snake  fight,"  lo  I  and 
behold !  they  were  not  to  be  found,  demonstrating  the  trath 
of  that  quaint  saying,  "  In  union  there  is  strength,"  as  alio 

'*  He  that  turns  and  nms  away, 
Maj  live  to  fight  another  day." 
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And  here  I  will  treat  my  refiders  to  one  of  the  oolooel'e  wolf 
stories.  And  if  that  do  n't  paj,  I  'm  a  poor  jadge.  Tb^ 
neif^hborhood  had  long  been  infested  with  an  old  cunning 
wolf,  which  baffled  all  their  skill  to  entrap,  when  a  greal 

hupter,  by  the  name  of  Mr. ,  told  the  colonel  that  ha 

would  come  and  pick  her  up.  He  and  the  colonel  pat  oal 
into  the  forevt,  struck  up  a  camp-fire  for  the  night.  Then 
to  cut  the  cobwebs  from  his  throat,  he  took  a  good  swig 
of  old  baldface,  and  went  out  and  raised  a  long  heavy  bowl 
that  would  have  beat  any  wolf  all  hollow,  and  forthwitk 
from  a  distant  knoll,  came  back  a  wolfs  response.  There 
she  is,  said  he,  took  another  dram,  then  lay  down  and  took 
a  nap.  At  about  midnight  he  went  out  and  howled  again. 
Back  came  the  response  from  the  same  direction.  Uer  den 
is  there,  said  he.  At  early  dawn  they  started  off  in  that 
direction  within  hearing  distance  of  each  other.  The  colonel 
came  to  a  narrow  beaten  track,  saw  that  it  led  into  a  great 
hollow  tree  that  had  fallen  down.  lie  beckoned  his  friend, 
who  said,  there  she  is,  and  forthwith  rushed  to  the  mouth 
of  the  hole,  and  closed  it  up.  Whereupon  there  was  a 
great  commotion  within,  charging  the  colonel  to  stand 
ready  with  his  tomahawk,  he  drew  his  big  knife,  and  then 
in  spite  of  all  remonstrances,  plunged  headforemost  right 
in  among  them.  Ue  found  six  pretty  smartly  grown 
onbs ;  but  to  his  great  disappointment,  tlie  old  wolf  came 
up  missing.  He  dispatched  all  the  young  ones  save  one, 
that  he  kept  to  call  up  the  dam.  The  colonel  was  taaght 
how  to  make  it  howl,  then  when  his  friend  had  gone  at  a 
little  distance,  he  made  it  sing  out — the  old  wolf  answered 
in  a  moment,  and  came  running  round  and  round  at  a  dis- 
tance, as  though  **she  smelt  the  rat^"  and  then  disappeared, 
and  no  outcry  of  her  young  could  call  her  back ;  and  moeh 
to  their  vexation  and  mortification.  But  it  was  the  last 
they  ever  heard  or  suffered  ffom  her.  If  that  aint  a  wolf 
story  worth  telling  and  preserving,  what  is?  There '9  a 
second  Gen.  Putnan  story  for  you  boys,  aint  it  T 
A  Mr,  Whitaker  was  accosted  by  a  bear",  shielded  him- 
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self  behind  a  small  treoi  kept  mcmng  round  and  round 
eantioasly,  the  bear  fairly  eat  his  gonstock  all  ofi^  then 
with  a  dextrous  and  happy  hit  with  the  naked  barrel, 
he  lay  his  foe  at  his  feet,  and  escaped  unhurt,  save  a  bad 
fright  and  a  tedious  conflict.  Jeremiah  Richardson's 
horses  ran  away,  stOTe  the  wagon  all  into  atoms,  and  killed 
him  instantly. 

A  son  of  Qoddard  Stepp,  20  years  old,  while  blowing 
into  the  muxxle  of  his  gun,  his  foot  slipped  from  the  ham- 
mer, off  went  the  gun,  and  he  received  the  whole  charge 
into  his  mouth,  which  was  most  horribly  mutilated,  and 
ha  lell  a  corpse. 

habt's  mill, 

Owned  by  William  Hart,  an  early  settler,  an  excellent 
and  good  citizen.  Mill  consumed  by  fire  in  1843,  full  of 
grain,  and  no  insurance. 

Daniel  Paul  had  a  little  girl  burned  to  death,  her  clothes 
haying  caught  fire  by  a  candle,  and  four  others  badly  in- 
jured by  the  explosion  of  a  powder  keg.  One  is  totally 
blind,  an  inmate  of  the  State  Asylum,  smart  and  intelli- 
gent Throwing  crackers  about  at  Christmas  was  the  cause 
of  the  explosion.  Children,  be  careful  with  powder,  it  is 
a  dangerous  plaything.  Ann  Elisa  Stepp,  a  litUe  girl,  in- 
haled the  hot  steam  from  the  nose  of  a  boiling  tearkettla, 
and  soon  afler  died — ^poor  little  thing  I 

John  Campbell  was  killed  at  a  log-rolling,  a  large  log 
passing  over  him,  leaving  him  a  mangled  eorpse.  John 
Sellers  and  Israel  Seaborn,  both  hung  themselves  in  1855, 
and  Isaiah  Dowess  shot  himself  through  the  heart  deliber- 
ately, in  1854.  Beigamin  Hall  vras  badly  bitten  by  a  cop- 
perhead, in  1823.  Alexander  Boyle  died  with  a  fearful 
eaneer,  in  1853.  James  H.  Connell  was  badly  injured  at  a 
raising,  in  1844— jaw  bone  broken  all  to  smash,  but  recov^ 
«td.  Mrs.  Elisa  Kennett  was  thrown  from  her  horse,  and 
killed  upon  the  spot  The  babe  in  her  asms  was  aniigored, 
aa  by  amiraok. 
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OOLBS'  CHAPSLy 

Named  in  honor  of  the  Ker.  Eleazer  Cole,  «a  earij  settler, 
and  an  acceptable  and  nseful  minister  of  the  gospeL  He 
and  his  good  lady  have  passed  awaj,  bat  their  naoies  and 
memories  are  fondlj  cherished  stilL 

Here  resides  that  excellent  man,  Daniel  Kelsey  and  his 
kind  lady,  daughter  of  father  Cole,  with  an  interesting 
fiunily  of  children,  grown  up  and  mostly  settled  aitmnd 
ihem.  When  one  year  old  he  fell  into  the  fire,  bamt  one 
of  his  hands  to  a  crisp,  and  measurably  lost  its  use  forever. 

His  horse,  taking  fright,  ran  away,  oapsiied  his  buggy, 
threw  him  and  his  daughter  overboard;  both  were  sadly 
frightened  and  seriously  injured.  His  son  Israel  and  Lo- 
renzo Wright  were  both  badly  bitten  with  copperheads- 
suffered  much,  but  recovered. 

Nathaniel  Wright  was  killed  at  his  house  raising.  A 
log  slipped  upon  the  skids,  came  down  suddenly,  and 
crushed  him  to  death.  Ue  died  in  great  bodily  pain,  but 
in  peace  of  mind,  in  1820. 

Reed  Crandell,  an  old  and  good  citisen,  fell  from  his 
horse  last  summer,  and  well  nigh  broke  his  neek — will, 
in  all  probability,  be  crippled  in  his  shoulder  fbr  life-^iad 
bis  house  and  goods  all  consumed  by  fire,  in  1817. 

The  Rev.  Mr.  Nelson  laid  me  under  obligations  of  grati- 
tude for  the  interest  manifested  in  my  behalf.  Harvey 
Colo  and  other  early  settlers  reside  here,  loved  and  hon- 
orod.  John  Cole  had  one  foot  cut  clean  or  clear  off,  with 
a  mowing  machine,  and  the  other  badly  wounded,  and 
erippled  for  life. 

Father  Kelsey  was  much  beset  vrith  wild  beasts,  as  were 
his  neighbors,  in  their  early  settlement  In  broad  day- 
light a  bear  came  to  his  very  door,  fell  afoul  of  one  of  his 
large  hogs.  Hearing  the  outcry,  he  rushed  to  her  relief- 
he  let  up — took  to  the  woods — and  the  dogs  after  him^ 
treed,  and  then  he  shot  hhn,  took  his  hide  and  **iMtaM 

jackot** 
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DILSBOBOTJaH 
Is  the  midenee  of  tlutt  eiesUent  and  Mefal  BMi,  Col. 
iteob  W.  E^lMton,  th«  Leonidu  And  ebsmpioD  of  Ttm- 
pCTNioe,  the  kiod  Irieod  and  good  citiieo.  Dr.  Mutin  aoA 
hii  interetting  famil;  reside  faare,  ftlao;  and  here  is  mj 
Mrly  uid  trne  friend,  Thomts  Gaion,  one  of  the  flnt  men 
1  erer  TOted  for  in  this  ooontj,  and  I  Toted  for  him  t^ 
peKtcdly  idtenrard,  and  lored  to  vote  fbr  liim — a  gentle- 
nan  of  tnornl  eiMllence  and  worth.  Here,  too,  aro  my 
friends,  the  WTinondi,  and  the  StcTensons,  the  Tibbettees, 
the  Vaodolapg.  the  Witheroee,  the  Knowletes,  and  others, 
ftll  good  men  and  true — my  early  friends.  The  IUt.  Wm. 
Xnoirlei  is  an  excellent  and  nseful  man,  and  minister  of 
the  goapaL  Diliborough  la  one  of  mj  strong  holds  all  the 
tima  Hy  friends  here  vuluntorily  met  me  at  their  ohnroh, 
.  me  evening,  and  sabscribed  for  siz^-fire  copies  of  my 
hook.  Be*.  James  Mnrray  and  hli  mont  ploas  and  esti- 
mable lady  buried  three  of  their  dear  children,  almost  at 
once— A  painful  viaitation.  My  worthy  friends,  Wm.  B. 
Miller  and  Jamas  Noble,  had  their  hands  badly  mangled 
«nd  torn  in  the  machinery  of  the  steam  mill ;  Noble  lost 
one  hand  entirely,  and  all  the  fingers  upon  the  other. 

Mrs.   Iiaybam  Bramble  had  her  breast    amputated,  db- 

Msed  with  a  fearful  cancer,  hut  died  soon  after,  poor  woman. 

Jacob  HooTcr's    son   fell   from  a   tree   some   twenty-five 

feet,  and  broke  his  leg  in  three  places,  and  was  otherwise 

badly  bruised  and  Injured,  but  recovered 

Hr.  and  Mrs.  Qeorge  Abraham,  on  a  visit  to  their 
Iriends  in  Ohio,  while  passing  through  Elisabeth  town,  tht 
wagon  took  Are  from  a  coal  which  had  fallen  fhim  a  pipe; 
in  M.  moment  oil  was  in  flame.  Hr.  Abi«ham  jumped  onl^ 
Imt  the  borsee  took  fright,  nu  off  at  a  most  fearful  latt^ 
and  Ura.  Abraham  was  burned  to  a  perfect  erisp,  and 
retomsd  to  her  friends  a  frigfatM  oorpae.  Many  of  the  fire* 
sharged  to  inoendiaries  will,  in  my  judgment,  be  taxed  to 
"pipe*  and  dpus,"  in  the  fliml  Mttfament  Hie  modv 
i^  ttu*  Mwy  dtiag  k  Bot  ooHMMd  «h«t  ftey  «•  weA 
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MOUNT  TABOB. 

In  company  with  the  Rev.  Benjamin  Lawrenoe,  of  sainted 
mamory,  then  the  oironit  preacher,  I  first  visited  the  Ml» 
Tahor  settlement,  ahnost  forty  years  ago.  We  wound  oar 
way  through  by-ways  and  blazed-ont  tracks,  I  hardly  know 
how,  until  we  found  ourselyes  at  good  old  Ralph  Smith's, 
whom  we  found  in  the  act  of  dressing  a  fine  deer  which 
he  had  just  taken,  and  the  first  one  I  oyer  saw  in  the  hands 
of  its  captors.  It  feasted  my  curiosity,  and  then,  weQ 
■erved  up,  feasted  my  longing  appetite.  Alas  I  that  noUe 
race  of  animals  is  now  quite  extinct  in  this  section  of  the 
eountry,  but  then  we  haye  our  fertile  fields,  our  raiLroadf, 
and  telegraphs,  which  certainly  are  far  more  Taluable,  in 
their  stead.    So  we  go. 

Father  Smith  died  suddenly  from  an  injury  received  in 
the  breast  by  a  heavy  lift  at  a  wagon.  Good  old  Mrs. 
Smith  died  suddenly  with  a  disease  of  the  heart.  Four 
of  their  children  died  suddenly  of  the  milk-sickness,  in 
1827.  Their  house  and  all  its  contents  was  once  consumed 
by  fire.  George  Smith,  a  brother  to  Ralph,  died  with  a 
fearful  cancer,  and  his  wife  and  three  children  died  in  a 
short  period,  with  the  milk-sickness,  and  two  other  children 
with  the  dropsy.  Two  excellent  families  almost  extinei 
What  a  history ! — ^what  a  lesson  1 

Temperance  Smith,  daughter  of  Ralph,  now  Mrs.  John 
Comforth,  a  sweet,  interesting  little  girl,  when  I  first  saw 
her,  and  an  estimable  lady  now,  lives  upon  the  homestead, 
eiyoying  ample  competency,  and  one  of  the  kindest  and 
best  husbands  that  ever  blessed  a  woman.  Her  first  hus- 
band, Wm.  Powel,  a  son  of  James  Powell,  Esq.,  my  ever-! 
cherished  friend,  fell  overboard  from  a  steamboat  and  per*, 
ished.  A  son  of  Nathaniel  Wallace  was  thrown  from  ». 
nm-away  horse  and  killed  suddenly. 
:  My  kind  friends,  Frank  Sawdon  and  his  good  hAj  have 
my  best  wishes  and  wannest  thanks  for  their  kindness  and 
interest  in  mj  behalf  aa  indeed  have  all  in  the  ooaunnnlgr* 
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I  was  qoito  at  home  among  them,  tmlj.  Bat  0,  what  % 
change  have  forty  years  wrought  among  them  I  Old 
£uher  Frasier  alone  survives,  of  the  first  settlers,  I  believe, 
mad  thus  it  is,  "  one  generation  passeth  away  and  another 
eometh  after  them." 

tufts'  SCHOOL-HOUSK, 

So  called  in  honor  of  my  kind,  good  friends,  good  old 
Vather,  John,  and  Servetus  Tufts,  early  settlers  and  excel- 
lent citisens.  Good  old  Mother  Tufts,  full  of  years,  and 
ripe  for  heaven,  is  waiting  in  hope  until  the  change  comea 
And  here  is  my  friend,  Wm.  Sawdon,  and  his  excellent 
£unily.  Here,  too,  is  my  friend,  George  Randal,  who  de- 
serves a  special  notice.  Friend  Randal,  when  I  first  knew 
kim,  was  a  young  circuit  preacher  of  promise,  but  quite 
moneyless ;  under  which  circumstances,  he  married  a  Miss 
Rhoda  Ewbank,  youngest  daughter  of  good  old  Father  and 
Mother  Ewbank,  now  of  sainted  and  precious  memory,  and 
a  most  industrious  and  pious  young  lady.  Reared  in  com- 
fort and  competence,  as  she  was,  friend  Randal  resolved 
that  she  should  never  suffer  want,  if  industry  and  good 
management  could  prevent  it ;  and  so  it  was  that  he  aban- 
doned circuit  preaching,  rented  himself  a  farm,  rolled  up 
his  sleeves,  and  went  into  the  business  with  a  right  hearty 
good  will :  and,  behold,  he  now  owns  a  full  mile  square  of 
land,  minus  eighty  acres — say  five  hundred  and  sixty 
acres  —  four  miles  from  Aurora,  and  a  splendid  mansion 
house,  bams,  and  everything  to  suit  He  is  worth,  at  least, 
some  thirty  thousand  dollars,  and  has  raised  a  large  family 
of  children  —  raised  them  well,  too,  for  a  more  intelligent 
and  interesting  family  of  children  you  scarcely  conld  find 
in  a  day's  ride  in  any  direction.  Poor  young  men,  look  up, 
be  industrious,  be  economical,  be  honest,  and  you,  too,  may 
snrprise  both  yourselves  and  your  friends.  With  brother 
Randal's  indomitable  energy  and  application,  he  must  have 
Ifma  an  eminent  divine,  long  e'er  this^  had  he  remained  in 
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{he  itineraney.     This  is  rather  an  extraordiiMij  otM^  ml 
I  have  giTen  to  it  an  extraordinary  notice. 

Well,  here,  too,  reside  my  good  old  friends,  Wm.  MeOoa* 
Bell  and  lady,  loved  and  honored  by  all;  to  all  of  wfaoo, 
and  others  nnnamed,  my  gratitude  is  due  for  peraoBal  in* 
ierest  and  kindness,  and  especially  so  to  Squire  Tofts  for 
his  volunteer  address  in  my  behalf! 

t&bstbr's  BCHOOL-HOUSS, 

So  called  in  honor  of  Martin  Trester,  Esq.,  a  worthy  mi 
a  somewhat  distinguished  citizen,  and  an  early  setUer. 
Wildcats  and  panthers  were  his  early  game.  Would  thai 
I  could  write  out  his  entire  history  for  the  amusement  and 
entertainment  of  my  readers.  It  is  in  perfect  keeping  with 
the  report  of  all  the  early  settlers,  and  of  my  own  obserrar 
tion  and  experience.  He  has  a  beautiful  home  and  a  happy 
fiimily,  all  living  in  competency  and  peace.  To  him,  as 
well  OS  to  my  venerable  friend  George  Orier,  Esq.,  is  my 
gratitude  due  for  personal  attention  and  kindness.  Nor 
can  I  pass  unnoticed  my  other  kind  friends,  Henry  F. 
Wright,  A.  Abbott,  James  Walker,  H.  Tufts,  E.  N.  Hop- 
pin,  and  others,  who  took  hold  of  my  little  entcfrprise  wiUi 
a  hearty  good-will,  as  did  my  friends  all  around.  ''A 
friend,  in  need,  is  a  friend  indeed.'' 

WILMINGTON, 

Formerly  the  county  seat,  is  located  on  a  very  high  ridga, 
some  two  and  a  half  miles  northwest  from  Aurora.  In  tiie 
jail,  here,  Dodd  hung  himself,  and  a  stranger  cut  his 
throat;  and  right  in  the  jail,  I  once  married  a  happy 
couple  —  a  novelty.  Here  George  Qoulding  hung  himself 
in  a  mill ;  here  Joseph  Peters  killed  John  Eastman  in  an 
afTray,  was  tried  and  acquitted,  as  a  justifiable  homicide. 
They  were  half-brothers  or  brothers-in-law — what  a  pity! 
Peters  has  an  interesting  family,  who  are  often  pained  at 
the  bare  mention  of  the  sad  occurrence.  Not  at  all,  efail 
dien ;  if  it  be  your  misfbrtone,  it  is  not  your  fiudl^  Mrely. 
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'    A  VMt  son  of  Mr. ,  and  Mrs.  Ellen  Yonng,  was  ran 

orer  with  a  heaTj-loaded  wagon,  and  crushed  to  death  in  a 
moment  He  was  a  sweet,  interesting  little  hoy.  I  remem* 
ber,  while  holding  court  there,  I  was  passing  along  the 
street  with  a  pretty  flower  in  my  hand,  which,  I  saw,  so  ar» 
rested  his  attention  that  I  gave  it  to  him  with  a  kind  and 
cheering  word.  He  was  perfectly  transported,  and  ran 
home  in  great  haste,  proclaiming  to  his  good  mamma — 
*'Dudge  Totten  dave  me  dis!''  His  father  died  soon  after 
him,  and  his  truly  bereaved  mother  administered  upon  ths 
estate.  I  remember  distinctly  that  she  once  filed  a  petition, 
written  in  her  own  fair  hand,  that,  for  form  and  phrase- 
ology, would  not  have  disgraced  the  most  learned  and  skill* 
tal  attorney  at  the  bar,  as  they  exclaimed  themselyes.  She 
is  decidedly  an  intelligent  and  interesting  lady.  Girls, 
take  notice  —  there  is  nothing  like  being  able  to  meet  any 
rererses  in  fortune,  and  of  managing  your  own  affairs. 

A  Mr.  Powell,  while  laying  up  a  fence,  accidentally  fell 
and  broke  his  neck,  many  years  ago.  Joshua  Brewington 
had  a  little  son  drowned  in  a  cistern,  right  here.  George 
Hume,  that  aiSicted  good  man,  now  no  more,  lost  fiye  chil- 
dren, almost  at  once,  with  the  milk-sickness,  in  1847. 
Clark  J.  Durham,  a  most  promising  young  man,  was  fear* 
fully  mangled,  torn,  and  killed  in  the  machine-shop  (as  per 
elegy.)  O,  how  that  father,  how  that  mother,  how  the  chil* 
dren  all  mourned  the  absence  of  one  so  kind,  so  tenderly 
loved!  —  and  yet  there  is  a  pleasure  in  that  pain.  Hon. 
Stephen  Wood  died  from  a  wound  received  in  cutting  up 
eora  —  poor  suffering  man!  Friend  Cordery,  a  somewhat 
wealthy  merchant,  and  an  excellent  man,  had  his  house 
broken  into  and  robbed  of  several  hundred  dollars;  and 
for  giving  publicity  to  his  suspicions,  was  fined  several  hun- 
dred more — a  very  singular  and  a  very  hard  case,  and  no 
mistake.  Then  his  stable  was  sot  on  fire  and  utterly  con- 
sumed, together  with  his  horse  and  buggy,  and  his  cow,  I 
believe.  The  entire  premises  were  saved  only  by  a  miracle; 
Um  wind  coming  briskly  from  tha  righl  dixeetioiu 
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Dr.  Torbet,  to  whom,  nnder  Ood,  I  owe  mj  exMMkmto%  !•» 
■ides  here,  and  to  whom,  for  kind  attention,  daring  mj  ee^ert 
illness  several  years  ago,  for  moderate  charges  and  for  in* 
dalgence,  mj  lasting  gratitude  is  due,  as  to  friend  Harding^ 
years  befure  that,  as  noticed  heretofore.  Dr.  Torbet  and 
his  sainted,  precious,  lamented,  and  cherished  lady  nursed 
me,  if  possible,  with  more  than  a  parent's  tenderness  and 
care. 

Here,  also,  I  feel  it  due  to  my  exceedingly  kind  and  moti 
generous  friend,  Wm.  Cheek,  to  say  that  he  was  an  exceed- 
ingly expert,  oorrect,  and  pleasant  clerk  of  the  court  for 
many  years.  In  common  parlance,  he  "  had  a  heart  as  big 
as  a  teakettle."  lie  now  resides  in  the  vicinity  of  Napo* 
leon,  noted  for  its  "  great  crossings."  I  hope  friend  Cheek 
will  not  "  go  with  the  multitude  to  do  evil,"  nor  go  "  the 
downward  road"  with  them,  as  per  anecdote:  A  traveler 
once  inquired  his  best  route  to  Indianapolis,  and  was  an* 
swercd,  "Go  by  the  way  of  Napoleon."  "Well,  how  to 
Columbus,  in  Bartholemow  County?"  "Why,  by  the  way 
of  Napoleon."  "And  how  to  Madison?"  "Well,  sir,  by 
Napoleon,  agam."  Tbeso  were  all  proper  answers,  but  the 
stranger,  supposing  himself  hoaxed,  pertly  asked — **And 
which  way  to  h — 1?"  "By  the  way  of  Napoleon,  by  all 
means.  Hurry  along,  friend,  when  you  get  there,  you'll 
have  company  enough,  and  need  inquire  no  more,  for  aU 
the  people  about  Napoleon  are  going  that  wayl"  I  guess 
not — 'pon  honor. 

A  son  of  my  friend,  Wm.  Brice,  lost  one  of  his  hands 
by  an  accidental  discharge  of  his  gun,  and  a  Mr.  Sellers 
escaped  a  horrible  death  just  "  by  the  skin  of  his  teeth." 

"  Dangers  stand  thick  through  all  the  ground, 
To  push  us  to  the  tomb." 

Alas!  how  true,  and  yet  how  few  seem  to  heed  it  I 
must  not  pass  unnoticed  my  early  friend,  James  Mills  and 
family,  my  pleasant  home  in  court  time.  Mr.  Mills  died 
several  years  ago,  lamented  by  all  who  knew  him.    Afn. 
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Mills  has  sufibred  the  amputation  of  one  of  her  feet,  is 
now  living  with  that  sweet  daughter,  Sarah,  now  Mm 
John  M.  Wilson,  Esq.,  where  every  kindness  and  attention 
is  paid  to  her  that  affection  and  fondness  can  suggest,  and 
an  ample  competency  can  effect.  My  little  pet  David,  has 
become  an  interesting  and  promising  young  man.  Eliza- 
beth, now  Mrs.  R  D.  Brown,  Esq.,  who  aided  me  essen- 
tially in  copying  my  census  duplicate,  in  1840,  resides  hero, 
blessed  with  a  kind,  good  husband  and  a  happy  home. 
James,  a  most  extraordinary  young  man,  a  dutiful  son,  a 
Ibnd,  sweet  brother,  a  worthy  companion,  won  bright 
honors  in  the  Mexican  war,  came  home  and  suddenly  died, 
beloved  and  bemoaned  by  all  who  knew  him.  He  died  in 
eight  of  heaven,  in  hope  of  a  blessed  immortality.  I  fJEkin 
would,  but  can  not  longer  dwell. 

Good  old  father  Nichola,  father  Canfield,  David  Kerr, 
Stephen  Jarvis,  Benjamin  Yaile,  father  Durham,  the  ven- 
erable Widow  Weaver,  and  other  cherished  friends,  too 
nnmerons  to  mention,  reside  here ;  to  all  of  whom  I  owe 
a  debt  of  gratitude  for  tlieir  liberality  and  kindness  to 
me. 

David  Gardner  pcud  me  in  advance  for  three  copies  of 
Biy  book,  and  made  me  a  present  of  two  dollars,  beside. 
Thomas  Spicknell  subscribed  liberally  too,  and  he  and  his 
good  lady  have  kindly  entertained  mo,  **  many  a  time  and 
oft"  Such  friends  are  worth  having,  and  of  being  held 
"in  everlasting  remembrance." 

SINAI  CHAPEL. 

Here  I  held  a  public  temperance  discussion  with  my 
worthy  friend,  Elijah  Huffman,  Esq.,  as  before  noticed. 
As  usual  in  all  such  coses,  we  both  came  off  beat — ^but 
mine  was  a  littlo  the  best — best  as  matter  of  coarse. 
Did   father  Hannegan  was  a   Revolutionary  soldier;    he 

died years  of  ago.    I  pronounced  his  funeral  sar- 

MOOi  and  wrote  his  epitaph.    Peter  and  Joseph  Hannegan 

34 
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rende  here— my  earlj  and  eret^heriBlied  friends.  Hen. 
John  Crozier  and  Hon.  George  Cornelius,  ex-represente- 
tivefl,  reside  here  also.  Friend  Cornelius'  son  plnnged 
into  the  creek  to  bathe  or  swim  on  a  hot  day— camj  oat 
suddenly,  complained  a  moment,  and  died  upon  the  spot 
0,  what  a  painful  shock  I  Boys,  be  careful  how  yo« 
plunge  into  the  water  when  overheated.  A  Mr.  Chilooa 
hung  himself  upon  a  tree  in  the  woods  several  years  aga 
I^y  friends  will  excuse  me  if  I  make  special  mention  of 
Mrs.  Noah  Davis.  When  she  was  a  little  interesting  mt8s» 
I  used  to  preach  at  her  father's  house,  out  upon  Laughry, 
and  ever  found  it  a  pleasant  and  welcome  home.  The 
memory  of  good  old  father  and  mother  Montgomery,  haw 
precious  to  my  heart  More  of  this  in  its  proper  plaoa 
I  had  the  plcaMure  of  joining  in  the  bands  of  matrimony 
two  of  Mrs.  Davis'  daughters  at  one  time,  and  at  on0 
ceremony,  the  only  occurrence  of  the  kind  in  all  my 
hymeneal  career.  (Seo  hymeneal  department)  Mrs.  Davit 
is  a  sister  to  the  Captains  Montgomery,  of  world-wide 
fame,  and  of  good  report  wherever  known.  Eliel  Chaffin, 
John  Todd,  and  Samuel  "Wood,  early  settlers  and  worthy 
citizens,  and  my  early  friends,  must  be  registored  in  my 
book.  My  most  worthy  friend,  Wm.  Arnold,  Esq.,  hti 
removed  to  Iowa,  loved  and  missed. 


SPARTA. 

Hon.  John  D.  Johnson,  ex-representative  and  delegate  to 
the  State  Constitutional  Convention,  resides  here  in  peace 
and  plenty — an  excellent  man,  honored  by  all,  as  well  he 
should  be.  And  the  same  may  be  said  of  my  venerable 
friend,  Joseph  Churchill,  Esq.,  and  old  father  Qivan.  All 
have  large,  intelligent,  and  exceedingly  fine  and  interesting 
families  of  children. 

Hugh  Alexander  had  a  son  drowned  in  the  creek,  under 
oiroumstances  somewhat  indicatiTe  of  foul  play.    A  Mr. 
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Lambertson  was  thrown  from  a  ranaway  hone,  and  his 
braini  actually  dashed  out  against  a  tree — poor  man. 

The  Rev.  Mr.  Connelly,  pastor  of  the  Baptist  Church,  ia 
highly  esteemed  and  useful  in  his  "work  of  labor  and 
ioTc"  My  Sparta  friends  have  done  nobly  by  me — that 
they  have.  A  Mr.  Sage  was  once  bitten  by  a  copperhead, 
bat  recovered. 

Moore's  hill. 

Here,  at  a  campmeeting,  the  Lord  wrought  wonders  for 
mei  It  WAS  doubtful  with  many  whether  I  ought  to  preach, 
whether  I  ever  could.  It  was  resolved  upon  to  give  me  an 
opportunity  to  show  myself,  and  let  all  the  people  judge 
far  themselves.  I  was  to  preach  on  Sabbath  morning  at 
•nnrise,  and  brother  Thomas  Hitt  was  immediately  to  fol- 
low me  vrith  one  of  his  sweet,  melting  sermons,  so  as  to 
cover  my  defeat  and  save  the  cause.  Jacob-like,  I  wrestled 
all  night  with  Qod  in  prayer,  either  to  be  set  free  or  con- 
fosed  and  silenced  fur  ever.  If  it  were  not  my  duty  to 
preach,  why  should  I  feel  the  woe  upon  me  ?  I  knew  that 
I  was  green  and  awkward,  and  unpromising.  I  also  knew 
that  God  could  bring  strength  out  of  weakness— could 
thresh  a  mountain  with  a  worm;  and  what  God  willed, 
that  I  desired  to  do ;  and  I  yielded  up  my  all  to  Him,  to 
be  determined  by  the  morning  service.  Well,  so  it  was 
that  I  astonished  every  body — myself,  preachers  and  all ; 
and  such  another  shout  in  the  camp  you  never  heard. 
Even  good  brother  Hitt  publicly  apologized  for  his  embar- 
rassment in  having  to  succeed  such  a  happy  effort  And 
from  that  day  to  this,  I  have  had  a  fair  field,  good  audi- 
ences, and  happy  meetings.  And  my  friends  who  stood 
oiit  at  first,  (among  whom  was  my  good  friend  Judge 
Dnnn)  say  I  should  preach  more  instead  of  less.  That  to 
me  was  a  most  propitious  occasion,  and  the  memory  of  il 
ia  sweet,  and  cheers  my  heart  even  to  this  day. 

We  talk  about  forest  cities,  railroad  cities,  and  the  like. 
Well,  Mooie'a  Hill  should  be  ehristened  the  "olergyman'i 
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Tillaj^''    Let  me  see,  there  are  the  Reverendfl    Wood, 

Smith,  Adams,  Curtis,  Prather,  Spencw,  Mapes,  ConneUy, 
Ferine,  and  the  stationed  minister,  in  the  bargain-^-all  good 
men  and  true,  right  in  Moore's  Hill  I  Rev.  John  Dashiell 
had  both  of  his  legs  broken  at  a  time,  but  is  now  sound 
and  well 

John  0.  Moore,  that  excellent  and  useful  man,  had  % 
little  son  which  accidentally  hung  himself  while  at  play, 
and  was  found  dead.  0,  what  a  painful  shock  I  The  old 
citizens  have  mostly  passed  away.  Rana  C.  Stevens,  my 
early  friend,  and  Dr.  Bowers,  and  Collins,  and  Perine 
reside  here.  The  Dashiells  and  others  have  removed, 
greatly  missed  and  fondly  cherished  still. 

Good  old  Father  Moore,  of  sainted  memory,  must  not 
be  unnoticed  or  forgotten.  One  of  the  earliest  settlers,  his 
house  was  a  preaching-pIacc,  and  a  home  fur  the  preachers, 
for  many  long  years.  The  church,  the  community,  and 
even  the  world,  owe  much  to  tlie  memory  and  to  the 
labors  of  Father  Moore.  If  not  what  might  be  called  an 
eminent  and  eloquent  preacher,  he  was  an  excellent  and 
useful  man.  At  a  campmceiing  upon  his  premises,  the 
first  temperance  pledge  was  presented,  and  the  first  tem- 
perance society  was  formed  in  the  county,  at  the  instance 
of  the  sainted  and  beloved  John  Strange.  Dr.  IL  J.  Bowers, 
I  believe,  was  elected  the  first  president,  and  I  woa  one 
of  the  officers.  Father  Moore  took  hold  of  the  enterprise 
with  a  right  hearty  good  will,  and  the  result  is,  they  have 
never  yet  had  a  low,  filthy  doggery  in  the  place  since. 
Father  Moore's  family  have  been  right  all  the  time  upon 
the  liquor  question;  but  J.  C.  has  made  whisky-barrels  "ta 
Boston.''  In  furnishing  a  true  record,  these  things  must 
come  in;  but  it  is  also  true  that,  at  a  great  personal  sao* 
rifice,  J.  0.  Moore  makes  not  another  whisky-barrel  Pro- 
gress and  reform  all  the  time.  John  C.  Moore  is  one  of 
the  very  best  and  most  influential  and  useful  men  in  the 
place.  Friend  Bowers  says  that  their  boantiful  college  if 
the  result  of  temperance^  and  should  be  ohristened  "Strange 
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College."  My  eyoi^herished  friend,  William  J.  McCreary, 
Esq. J  once  bad  a  fearful  runaway  here.  And  now,  boys, 
for  a  bear  story,  to  quit  on.  A  Mr.  Ueatti,  more  than  forty 
years  ago,  was  beset  by  a  furious  bear,  right  here  in 
Moore's  Hill.  Alone  in  the  depths  of  an  unbroken  forest, 
out  of  sight  and  {^earing,  he  struggled  for  life  and  victory 
for  two  long,  fearful  and  painful  hours.  With  his  ax  in 
his  hands,  and  a  large  tree  at  his  back,  he  kept  her  at 
bay,  but  could  inflict  no  fatal  blow.  His  heart  oft  failed 
him,  and  ho  nearly  abandoned  all  hope,  when  a  fortunate 
blow  gave  him  the  advantage,  which  he  adroitly  followed 
up,  and  then  triumphed  in  deliverance — killed  the  old 
bear,  and  then  two  large  cubs,  and  escaped  unharmed,  ex- 
cept miich  fatigued  and  much  alarmed.  A  two  hours'  fight 
with  a  bear,  right  here  in  Moore's  Ilill,  not  far  from  the 
beautiful  church  and  college  I  Boys,  think  of  that  will 
yoa?    Good  old  Mother  Moore  still  surviTes. 

CHESTER  VILLB. 

William  Wheeler,  Esq.,  and  James  Wells,  with  exceed* 
ingly  interesting  families,  reside  here,  in  honor  and  good 
circumstances.  Good  old  Father  and  Mother  Ewing,  I  be> 
lieve,  have  both  passed  away.  Nelson  Ketcham,  my  former 
neighbor  and  friend,  once  lost  two  children  at  a  time,  or 

nearly  so.     A  Mrs.  was  once  badly  bitten  by  % 

copperhead-snake,  right  in  her  own  house,  but  recovered. 

FREEWILL   CHURCH. 

My  venerable  friend,  Elijah  Fuller,  an  early  settler,  tells 
wonderful  stories  about  wild  beasts,  such  as  every  where 
abound.  He  is  well  stricken  in  years,  as  is  my  friend. 
Squire  Falkner.  A  man  and  his  daughter  were  drowned 
in  attempting  to  ford  the  creek  with  his  horses  and  wagon. 
The  Bev.  Mr.  Ide,  a  Green  Mountain  Boy,  a  perfect  giant, 
and  an  excellent  and  useful  man,  is  located  near  by.  And 
hm%  io(s  if  0 J  good  fieioad,  Qeorsa  Taleiiiii|t»  and  otlitnL 
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Ilere  resides  the  Roy.  John  Stoops,  %  good  and  nsefbl 
man.  Omar  G.  StockmaD,  a  model  farmer,  and  a  friend 
worth  having.  And  here,  too,  I  find  mj  fair  friend,  Mrs. 
Ellen  Young,  now  Mrs.  George  Burroughs,  happilj  located, 
and  blessed  with  abundance  and  peace.  Her  only  childy 
Anne  Young,  is  most  promising  and  interesting — is  quite 
a  poetess,  as  is  a  young  Miss  Burroughs.  Friend  Bar- 
roughs  is  an  old  resident,  though  not  a  rery  old  man, 
whom  I  place  upon  the  list  of  my  choice  and  worthy 
friends.  It  is  a  fine  settlement  I  will  not  omit  my 
friends  at  Hull's  schoolhouse,  who  treated  me  kindly.  A 
yery  excellent  man,  in  moderate  circumstances,  and  long 
afflicted  with  poor  health,  feeling  that  he  was  a  burden 
upon  his  family  and  friends,  applied  a  razor  to  his  throat, 
and  cut  a  fearful  and  awful  gash;  but  by  timely  aid,  he 
was  saved  from  sudden  death — has  improved  in  heahh — if 
useful  and  beloved.  What  a  narrow  escape!  0  what  must 
have  been  his  mental  sufferings!  Friends,  don't  neglect 
the  poor  and  afiiicted  too  long.     0  do  n't  I 

ELROD. 

Squire  Elrod,  post-master,  merchant,  and  inn-keeper, 
gave  me  kind  and  good  entertainment  and  a  free  pass,  aside 
from  his  cheerful  patronage  to  my  work.  He  deserves  to 
have  his  name  published  in  largo  capitals,  to  be  preserved 
as  a  memorial  of  him  for  ever.  Here  my  personal  acquaint* 
ance  is  limited,  but  they  did  a  generous  part  by  me.  The 
Stevenses,  McCabes,  Vandolahs,  McKittrichs  and  others, 
have  long  resided  here,  and  whose  kindness  I  gratefully 
acknowledge. 

STRINOTOWN. 

Here  used  to  reside  old  Father  Sutton  and  lady,  whom  I 
early  knew  and  cherished  as  friends,  dear  to  my  heart. 
Jhn  nvmeroot  ohildrea  five  here  etillp  in  pc«oe  mmI  plM^. 
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My  good  friend  Crayon  resides  a  litUe  east, — an  early  set- 
tler— ^wolves  plenty.  Wm.  Sutton  once  had  a  fearful  runa- 
way affair,  was  injured  but  a  little.  J.  N.  Blasdell,  whom  I 
have  long  known  as  an  excellent  and  worthy  citizen,  resides 
here  in  easy  circumstances.  All  of  whom  treated  me  most 
kindly,  as  did  their  excellent  families.  John  Smith  was 
killed  by  the  falling  of  a  tree  in  1854.  Isaac  Howery  by 
the  falling  of  a  limb  in  a  storm  in  1836.  John  F.  Beal 
had  his  thigh  and  his  ribs  all  badly  broken  by  a  fall  from 
a  tree.  Isaac  N.  Blasdell  once  had  a  fearful  runaway,  but 
escaped  unharmed,  by  a  miracle.  Vachel  Lindsday  dirked 
his  own  son,  a  lad  of  some  1 6  years,  in  a  most  horrid  and 
fearful  manner  once.  A  Miss  Tucker  hung  herself  here,  in 
1842. 

PIERCEYILLE. 

Father  Williams,  George  M.  Stites,  Nathaniel  Dixon,  Wm. 
D.  Bratton,  A.  Henthom,  0.  Gookins,  E.  P.  French,  Clarke 
and  James  Jordan,  and  their  good  ladies,  well  deserve  a 
faTorable  notice  at  my  hands,  as  does  friend  Brooks,  Wood, 
Squire  Hill,  Milliken,  the  Snodgrasses  and  others,  of  Sonth 
Milan,  just  below.  A  man  by  the  name  of  Tanner,  I  be- 
lieve, years  ago,  in  attempting  to  follow  the  Brookville  trace 
home,  from  Versailles,  got  lost  in  a  snow-storm,  and  per- 
ished. A  young  man  here,  was  once  fiercely  beset  wiUi  a 
panther,  but  escaped  unharmed. 

DELAWARE    STATION. 

Here  resides  good  old  Father  and  Mother  Richardson, 
parents  of  the  Rev.  Ilorman  Richardson,  a  somewhat  emi- 
nent divine,  an  excellent  and  a  useful  man.  The  old  folks 
mourn  the  loss  of  the  son  of  their  old  age,  a  sweet  promis- 
ing boy,  of  many  prayers  and  bright  hopes,  early  taken 
from  the  evil  to  come.  So  friends,  yield  him  up  to  the  will 
of  heaven,  and  soon,  I  doubt  not,  you'll  meet  him  in  "that 
better  land.''  The  Rev.  Mr.  Harbin,  to  whom  I  onoe 
listened  with  great  pleasure,  and  all  the  friends  here  treated 
Bt  iBMt  kindly  and  liberally.    I  most  not  fidl  to  mention 


408  cotton's  keepsake. 

jny  young  friend.  Dr.  Roberts,  who  rendered  me  grfttnitottl 
■erricee. 

PRATTSBURGy 

So  named  in  honor  of  Diah  Pratt,  a  most  energetic  and 
business  like  man,  who  was  the  real  builder  up  of  the 
place.  lie  went  South  to  improve  his  health,  but  died  in 
New  Orleans — was  brought  back,  and  sleeps  in  the  Tillage 
burjing-ground,  and  a  beautiful  marble  shaft,  with  suitable 
inscriptions,  marks  his  resting-place  ;  so  much  for  the  taste 
and  affection  of  a  fond,  a  widowed  companion.  Old  Mr& 
King,  living  alone,  her  dress  caught  on  fire,  and  she  was 
burned  to  a  crisp,  and  died  shortly  af^r  discovery,  in 
great  composure  of  mind,  and  free  from  pain.  A  young 
man  was  suddenly  killed  by  the  falling  of  a  tree.  Livings- 
ton Snell  and  lady,  found  their  little  babe  dead  by  their 
side  in  bed.  The  poor  mother  was  frantic  with  grief. 
Subsequently  the  house  and  all  was  consumed  by  fire.  P. 
S.  llunter  and  lady,  the  Freemans,  Plummers,  Mayhews, 
Maxwells,  Sopers  and  others,  I  can  not  omit  to  mention, 
as  deserving  my  lasting  gratitude  for  their  liberality  and 
kindness. 

MILAN, 

The  residence  of  that  beautiful  orator,  the  Hon.  S  S  Hard* 
ing,  who  lives  in  a  palace,  and  abounds  in  plenty,  and 
brother  to  Dr.  M.  II.  Harding,  of  whom  favorable  mention 
has  already  been  made.  Their  venerable  widowed  mother 
died  precisely  as  did  Mrs.  King,  consumed  by  the  burning 
of  her  dress,  all  alone — had  been  left  but  a  short  time  to 
be  in  company  again  soon,  when,  alas !  it  was  too  late. 
Her  cries  were  heard  but  not  apprehended.  Full  of  years 
and  full  of  honors,  she  passed  thus  painfully  away,  loved 
and  lamented  by  all  who  knew  her.  A  Mr.  Blackmore 
was  suddenly  killed  by  the  fall  of  a  board  from  a  building. 
A  Mr.  Dixon  and  son  were  both  drowned  in  attempting  to 
ford  the  creek  in  a  wagon,  one  of  t^e  horses  also  perished. 
The  lamented  Judge  Dennisoa  once  had  a  fearful  run  ftwayi 
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•nd  was  crippled  for  life.  Old  Father  Swifk  twice  wounded 
in  the  wan  of  the  coantry,  used  to  reside  here,  but  has 
gone  to  his  reward.  Hit  excellent  widow  still  survives  him. 
My  early  and  good  friends,  Mr.  and  Mra  Minerva  Swift, 
the  Rev.  B.  F.  Stites  and  lady,  friend  Ransom  and  lady, 
friend  Aldeu,  Dr.  Isgrigg,  John  Sage,  and  the  Hon.  Hiram 
Knowlton,  who  was  exceedingly  liberal  and  kind  to  me,  are 
gratefully  remembered,  as  well  they  should  be. 

Hon.  S.  Si  Harding's  steam  mill  was  once  consumed  by 
fircL 

pegeham's  schoolhousb. 

My  first  ministerial  services  in  the  west,  were  rendered 
in  this  community,  at  good  old  Father  and  Mother  Mont- 
gomery's, of  sainted  and  precious  memory,  parents  of  the 
Captains  Montgomery,  of  whom  favorable  mention  has 
already  been  made.  I  have  left  home  before  sunrise,  of  a 
precious  Sabbath  morning,  traveled  all  the  way  on  foot,  a 
distance,  then,  of  some  eighteen  miles,  preached  at  11,  footed 
it  back  to  Boardman's,  preached  again  at  4,  and  then  footed 
it  home  by  early  bedtime;  and  was  happy  and  cheerful 
in  **  this  great  work  of  faith,  and  labor  of  love,"  and  am 
happy  now  in  the  remembrance  of  these  bygone  day& 
What  minister  can  say  as  much,  and  as  truthfully.  Some  of 
my  fair  audience  were  clad  in  their  striped  linen  and  plaia 
linsey  dresses,  and  looked  quite  tasty  and  fine  at  that. 
Gentlemen  in  moccasins,  buckskin  overalls  and  linsey 
hunting  shirta.  Tet  we  had  good  times,  and  got  happy. 
Capt.  James  Montgomery,  then  an  interesting  young  man, 
had  just  completed  a  saw  ihill  which  consumed  all  hit 
means,  and  before  put  to  use,  it  was  consumed  by  fire. 
This  so  disheartened  him,  that  he  took  to  the  river,  where, 
by  correct  habits,  he  soon  won  fame  and  favor,  and  aooo- 
mulated  wealth  for  himself,  and  opened  the  way  for  all  his 
brothers,  Samuel,  J.  Edward,  and  John  William.  So  that 
the  burning  of  his  mill  was  the  making,  both  of  him  and 

his.    How  imperfect  and  shortsighted  we  are.    No  steain* 
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mj  yoong  friend.  Dr.  Roberts,  who  rendered  me  grateitoftt 
■erricee. 

PRATTSBURGy 

So  named  in  honor  of  Diah  Pratt,  a  most  energetic  and 
business  like  man,  who  was  the  real  builder  up  of  the 
place.  lie  went  South  to  improve  his  health,  but  died  in 
New  Orleans — ^was  brought  back,  and  sleeps  in  the  village 
burjing-ground,  and  a  beautiful  marble  shaft,  with  suitable 
inscriptions,  marks  his  resting-place  ;  so  much  for  the  taste 
and  affection  of  a  fond,  a  widowed  companion.  Old  Mrs. 
King,  living  alone,  her  dress  caught  on  fire,  and  she  was 
burned  to  a  crisp,  and  died  shortly  afler  discovery,  in 
great  composure  of  mind,  and  free  from  pain.  A  young 
man  was  suddenly  killed  by  the  falling  of  a  tree.  Livings- 
ton Snell  and  lady,  found  their  little  babe  dead  by  their 
side  in  bed.  The  poor  mother  was  frantic  with  ^ef. 
Subsequently  the  house  and  all  was  consumed  by  fire.  P. 
S.  Hunter  and  lady,  the  Freemans,  Plummers,  May  hews. 
Maxwells,  Sopers  and  others,  I  can  not  omit  to  mention, 
as  deRerving  my  lasting  gratitude  for  their  liberality  and 
kindness. 

HILAN, 

The  residence  of  that  beautiful  orator,  the  Hon.  S.  S  Hard* 
ing,  who  lives  in  a  palace,  and  abounds  in  plenty,  and 
brother  to  Dr.  M.  II.  Harding,  of  whom  favorable  mention 
has  already  been  made.  Their  venerable  widowed  mother 
died  precisely  as  did  Mrs.  King,  consumed  by  the  burning 
of  her  dress,  all  alone— had  been  left  but  a  short  time  to 
be  in  company  again  soon,  when,  alas !  it  was  too  late. 
Her  cries  were  heard  but  not  apprehended.  Full  of  years 
and  full  of  honors,  she  passed  thus  painfully  away,  loved 
and  lamented  by  all  who  knew  her.  A  Mr.  Blackmore 
was  suddenly  killed  by  the  fall  of  a  board  from  a  building. 
A  Mr.  Dixon  and  son  were  both  drowned  in  attempting  to 
ford  the  creek  in  a  wagon,  one  of  tjjie  horses  also  perished. 
The  lamented  Judge  Dennison  once  had  a  fearful  run  ftwaji 
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•nd  was  crippled  for  life.  Old  Father  Swifk  twice  wounded 
in  the  wan  of  the  ooantry,  used  to  reside  here,  but  has 
gone  to  his  reward.  Hit  excellent  widow  still  surviyee  him. 
My  early  and  good  friends,  Mr.  and  Mra  Minerva  Swift, 
the  Rer.  B.  F.  Stites  and  lady,  friend  Ransom  and  lady, 
friend  Alden,  Dr.  Isgrigg,  John  Sage,  and  the  Hon.  Hiram 
Knowlton,  who  was  exceedingly  liberal  and  kind  to  me,  are 
gratefully  remembered,  as  well  they  should  be. 

Hon.  S.  S  Harding's  steam  mill  was  once  consumed  by 
fircL 

peceham's  schoolhousb. 

My  first  ministerial  services  in  the  west,  were  rendered 
in  this  community,  at  good  old  Father  and  Mother  Mont- 
gomery's, of  sainted  and  precious  memory,  parents  of  the 
Captains  Montgomery,  of  whom  favorable  mention  has 
already  been  made.  I  have  left  home  before  sunrise,  of  a 
precious  Sabbath  morning,  traveled  all  the  way  on  foot,  a 
distance,  then,  of  some  eighteen  miles,  preached  at  11,  footed 
it  back  to  Board  man's,  preached  again  at  4,  and  then  footed 
it  home  by  early  bedtime ;  and  was  happy  and  cheerful 
in  '*  this  great  work  of  faith,  and  labor  of  love,"  and  am 
happy  now  in  the  remembrance  of  these  bygone  day& 
What  minister  can  say  as  much,  and  as  truthfully.  Some  of 
my  fsur  audience  were  clad  in  their  striped  linen  and  plaia 
linsey  dresses,  and  looked  quite  tasty  and  fine  at  that. 
Gentlemen  in  moccasins,  buckskin  overalls  and  linsey 
hunting  shirta.  Tct  we  had  good  times,  and  got  happy. 
Capt.  James  Montgomery,  then  an  interesting  yoang  man, 
had  just  completed  a  saw  liiill  which  consumed  all  his 
means,  and  before  put  to  use,  it  was  consumed  by  fire. 
This  so  disheartened  him,  that  he  took  to  the  river,  where, 
by  correct  habits,  he  soon  won  fame  and  favor,  and  aoco- 
mulated  wealth  for  himself,  and  opened  the  way  for  all  his 
brothers,  Samuel,  J.  Edward,  and  John  William.  So  that 
the  burning  of  his  mill  was  the  making,  both  of  him  and 

his.    How  imperfect  and  shortsighted  we  are.    No  steain* 
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boat  captain  in  all  the  West  has  a  more  enTiable  repnta- 
tion  than  mj  early  friend,  Capt  James  Montgomety,  now 
of  New  Albany.  When  a  young  man,  he  was  badly  and 
dangerously  bitten  by  a  copperhead.  Rock  fern,  bcMled 
in  sweet  milk,  and  drank,  and  the  application  of  the  plant 
to  the  bite,  gave  immediate  relief.  Sare  this  receipt 
Bock  fern  grows  in  the  richest  places  in  the  woods,  hu 
a  white  blossom,  and  a  scolloped  leaf,  which  does  not  en- 
tirely snrround  tlie  stem  or  stalk.  Remember  thal^  tea 
John  William,  the  idol  of  all,  was  drowned  at  Cincinnati, 
and  mine  was  the  mournful  pleasure  to  pronounce  his 
funeral  address.  He  sleeps  in  the  family  burying-ground, 
on  the  old  homestead,  beside  other  loved  ones,  whose  names 
and  memory  are  precious.  A  daughter,  Mrs.  Dashiell,  my 
early  pet,  lives  on  the  old  place  in  happy  circumstances. 
A  Mr.  Yansile  was  killed  by  the  falling  of  a  limb  from  a 
tree.  Two  children  were  lost,  and  both  perished  in  the 
woods  at  an  early  day.  Friend  Peckham,  Googins,  Fisher 
Dean,  of  the  early  settlers,  still  suryiva  A  Mr.  Risinger 
shot  his  niece,  mistaking  her  for  a  deer,  and  she  fell  dead 
on  the  spot,  and  he  was  frantic  with  grief  and  horror  at 
the  spectacle  before  him.  01  how  fondly  I  cherish  my 
early  friends,  the  Montgomcries  I 

CLINTON. 

Here  used  to  live  my  lamented  friend,  Amos  Boardman, 
before  referred  to.  And  here  still  lire  my  early  friends, 
Squire  Robinson,  friend  Edwards  and  Whitehead,  good  old 
Father  Stevenson  and  Oan£eld,  early  and  cherished  friends. 
The  Rev.  B.  F.  Ferris,  a  gentleman  of  note  and  distinction, 
of  usefuness  and  worth,  a  most  pleasant  family,  resides  here. 
And  here,  too,  are  my  friends,  Wm.  Shane  and  Dr.  Howell, 
a  somewhat  eminent  physician. 
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0.  HBUSTIS*  INN. 

In  all  my  eztensiTe  travela,  I  never  found  a  better  land- 
lord and  landlady,  in  one  establishment,  than  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Heustis.  Friend  Heustis  has  more  quaint  sayings  and 
amusing  anecdotes  to  amuse  and  entertain  his  guests  than 
any  other  man  I  ever  saw,  in  his  calling;  and  Mrs.  Heustis 
it  an  A  No.  1  landlady  against  the  world,  for  a  neat  and 
excellent  cook;  and  the  happy  faculty  of  making  herself 
companionable  and  agreeable  to  her  guests,  and,  at  the 
tame  time,  preserving  her  own  proper  dignity  and  self- 
respect,  she  possesses  in  an  eminent  degree.  They  keep  an 
excellent  house,  good  fare,  and  reasonable  bills.  My  hand 
in,  here  let  me  give  an  item  or  two  in  my  tavern  experi* 
ence. 

Once  on  a  time  I  put  up  for  the  night,  fared  well,  bnt 
paid  just  about  two  full  bills.  After  I  had  mounted  my 
nag  in  the  morning,  I  said:  ''Stranger,  you  are  the  best 
cut  out  man  for  a  landlord  that  I  ever  saw — at  least  in 
some  respects."  **Ahl  in  what  respect?"  "Why,  sir, 
while  your  guests  are  with  you,  you  take  right  good  care 
of  them,  and  when  tboy  go  away,  you  take  right  good  care 
of  yourself."  Crest-fallen  and  mortified,  he  siyd,  if  I  thought 
his  bill  too  high,  he  would  refund  *'  Not  at  all,  sir ;  but 
you  must  not  take  every  thing  for  green  that  may  chance  to 
look  green;"  and  I  *'lefl  him  alone  in  his  glory." 

So  again :  In  one  of  my  eastern  tours,  I  happened  to  be 
the  only  passenger  in  the  stage,  a  little  west  of  Boston.  A 
fine  broiled  mackerel  was  smoking  on  the  table,  for  break- 
fast. The  landlord  sat  down  with  me.  Taking  all  the  rich 
part  of  the  mackerel  into  his  own  plate,  he  told  me  to 
help  myself,  when  seizing  the  plate,  I  passed  it  over  to  him, 
saying,  "  Landlord,  if  you  please,  I  should  like  to  exchange 
plates  with  you."  "  Exchange  plates  I  What  do  you  mean  V 
"  Why,  bless  you,  sir,  I  reckon  I  know  the  good  part  of  a 
mackerel  as  well  as  you  do.  I  was  raised  down  about  Port* 
kndy  where  good  maokerel  is  all  the  go."   And  then  if  theie 
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WM  not  a  red  face,  and  a  hawing  and  hemming,  I  would 
not  say  it  **  0,  tf  jou  prefer  this,  you  can  have  it,  sir,  and 
welcome."  "  Not  I,  sir ;  but  do  n't  you  ever  try  that  game 
with  another  guest;"  and  I  venture  he  never  did.  Poor 
man,  he  lost  all  appetite  for  his  select  breakfast,  and  I  left 
him  to  enjoy  the  luxury  of  his  musings.  Well,  let  that  mif* 
floe  as  specimens,  and  I  pass. 

Here,  in  the  neighborhood  of  friend  Henstis',  I  tangihi 
my  first  school,  nearly  forty  years  aga  The  Congers^ 
Millses,  Powells,  Morrises,  and  Dasies  have  disappeared. 
My  Tenerable  friend,  Daniel  Hathaway,  still  oooupiea  his 
early  forest  home,  much  improred  and  beautified  was 
thrown  from  his  horse ;  broke  his  leg ;  and  is  crippled  Ibr 
life.  A  fearful  mortality  bereaved  him  of  several  of  his 
children  several  years  ago.  I  have  few  such  friends  as 
Daniel  Hathaway — ^bettor  none  can  have.  Elder  Babb,  an 
excellent  and  acceptable  minister  of  the  Baptist  Church, 
now  resides  in  the  north  part  of  the  State.  Father  Gani- 
gus  has  passed  away,  but  his  excellent  lady,  and  mother  of 
a  numerous  and  excellent  family  of  children,  still  survives 
to  bless  and  comfort  them.  My  most  fondly  cherished  and 
early  friends.  Philander  Ross  and  lady,  whose  house  was 
my  early  preaching-place,  and  they  the  first  couple  I  ever 
married,  removed  north,  and  died  several  years  ago.  The 
dear  children  all  are  peculiarly  dear  to  my  heart  and 
memory,  as  I  have  good  reason  to  know  that  I  am  to  theirs. 
O,  how  fondly  and  kindly  they  greet  and  entertain  me  when 
I  can  do  myself  the  pleasure  to  call  upon  them!  Early 
associations  and  friendships,  how  sweet,  how  true,  and  how 
dear  I 

James  and  Joseph  Kelso,  Thomas  Slack,  William  Flinty 
William  Shane,  Thomas  Ooen,  and  Sandfords  S.  Hawley,  and 
all  their  dear  kind  families,  are  by  no  means  to  be  forgotten 
or  overlooked.  Mrs.  Hawley  was  one  of  my  very  first  and 
beit  pupils,  as  was  also  her  excellent  brother,  James  Steven- 
son, and  my  kind  good  neighbor,  Samuel  S.  Conger;  better 
soholam  and  bettor citisent would  be  hard  to  find.  Theyaia 
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about  all  that  are  left  in  this  region  of  mj  first  pupils,  and 
hence  this  special  notice — this  calling  up  to  mind  the  plea- 
sant scenes  and  associations  of  "  bygone  days."  Mj  ever- 
cherished  friend,  John  Jackson,  who  sleepe  here  beside 
other  friends,  that 

"  Last  long  sleep  that  knows  no  waking,'' 

was  also  one  of  my  first  friends  and  best  pupils.  With  a 
figh  and  a  tear,  I  drop  the  curtain  and  pass. 

John  Kelley  was  crushed  to  death  in  Conger's  Mill.  His 
good  lady,  also,  died  only  a  short  time  before,  leaving  a 
large  family  of  young  children,  and  numerous  friends  to 
mourn  their  loss.  Old  Father  Conger  suffered  a  world  of 
woe,  for  years,  with  a  lame  leg,  but  at  a  good  old  age, 
both  he  and  his  excellent  lady  fell  asleep  in  death.  They 
were  my  early,  my  ever  constant  frienda  Cyrus  Mills, 
Esq.,  one  of  the  best  men  in  the  world,  removed  west,  and 
died  soon  after,  lamented  and  honored  by  all.  My  lament- 
ed friend,  Zachariah  S.  Conger,  and  his  dear  widow,  Tacey, 
laid  me  under  great  and  lasting  obligations  for  their  gen- 
erosity and  kindness  to  ma  Bless  the  children !  how  fondly 
I  cherish  their  names  and  memories !  My  first  school ! 
bow  fondly  I  cherish  it  even  to  this  day  I  A  poor  log  cabin, 
with  a  "  cat  and  mud''  chimney,  puncheon  fioor,  and  oiled- 
paper  for  glass,  was  the  best  house  that  the  county  could 
then  afford;  and  still  we  were  all  happy,  and  got  along 
well  Children,  think  of  that  wao^  and  be  thankful  ybr« 
and  wtU  improve  your  "  better  inheritance."    Will  you  ? 

PLKASANTVIEW. 

Here  I  have  labored  much,  both  as  a  minister  and  a 
teacher ;  some  of  my  early  pupils  are  now  highly  educated, 
respectable,  and  useful.  Prominent  upon  the  list,  stand 
Trancis  Dorman,  Edwin  Ferris,  Sampson  Givan,  and  Matil- 
da Meader,  now  Mrs.  Ahira  Smith,  who  is  indeed  a  fine 
poeiess,  an  excellent  lady,  and  a  happy,  contented  wife,  at 
mJjf  be  leeo  by  her  baanlilbl  poem  heretofore  aolioed*   El- 
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WM  not  a  red  face,  and  a  hawing  and  hemming,  I  ironld 
not  say  it.  **  0,  if  you  prefer  this,  yon  can  have  it,  Bir,  and 
welcome."  "  Not  I,  sir ;  hut  do  n't  yon  ever  try  that  game 
with  another  gnest;"  and  I  venture  he  never  did.  Poor 
man,  he  lost  all  appetite  for  his  select  hreakfast,  and  I  left 
him  to  enjoy  the  luxury  of  his  musings.  Well,  let  that  •of* 
flee  as  specimens,  and  I  pass. 

Here,  in  the  neighborhood  of  friend  Heostis',  I  tao^i 
my  first  school,  nearly  forty  years  aga  The  Gongera, 
Millses,  Powells,  Morrises,  and  Dasies  have  disappeared. 
My  yenerable  friend,  Daniel  Hathaway,  still  oocupiea  hia 
early  forest  home,  much  improved  and  beautified— -was 
thrown  from  his  horse ;  broke  his  leg ;  and  is  crippled  for 
life.  A  fearful  mortality  bereaved  him  of  several  of  hit 
children  several  years  ago.  I  have  few  such  friends  at 
Daniel  Uathaway — better  none  can  have.  £lder  Babb,  an 
excellent  and  acceptable  minister  of  the  Baptist  Church, 
now  resides  in  the  north  part  of  the  State.  Father  Gani- 
gus  has  passed  away,  but  his  excellent  lady,  and  mother  of 
a  numerous  and  excellent  family  of  children,  still  survives 
to  bless  and  comfort  them.  My  most  fondly  cherished  and 
early  friends.  Philander  Ross  and  lady,  whose  house  was 
my  early  preaching-place,  and  they  the  first  couple  I  ever 
married,  removed  north,  and  died  several  years  ago.  The 
dear  children  all  are  peculiarly  dear  to  my  heart  and 
memoryi  as  I  have  good  reason  to  know  that  I  am  to  theirs. 
O,  how  fondly  and  kindly  they  greet  and  entertain  me  when 
I  can  do  myself  the  pleasure  to  call  upon  them!  Early 
associations  and  friendships,  how  sweet,  how  true,  and  how 
dear  I 

James  and  Joseph  Kelso,  Thomas  Slack,  William  Flinty 
William  Shane,  Thomas  Coen,  and  Sandfords  S.  Uawley,  and 
all  their  dear  kind  families,  are  by  no  means  to  be  forgotten 
or  overlooked.  Mrs.  Hawley  was  one  of  my  very  first  and 
best  pupils,  as  was  also  her  excellent  brother,  James  Steven- 
son, and  my  kind  good  neighbor,  Samuel  S.  Conger;  better 
soholan  and  better  dtisens  would  be  hard  to  find.  Theyars 
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mbout  all  tliftt  are  left  in  this  refpon  of  mj  flrat  pafula,  and 
heaee  this  special  notics — (his  calliof;  up  to  mind  tfa«  plea- 
sant scenes  and  tusociations  of  "bygone  dajs."  Hj  erap- 
cherished  friend,  John  Jaok«on,  who  sleep*  ben  beside 
other  friends,  that 

"Last  long  sleep  that  kaom  do  waking," 
WM  also  one  of  mj  first  friends  and  bett  pnpils.    With  a 
mgti  anrt  a  tear,  I  drop  the  cortajn  and  paai. 

John  Kellej  was  crushed  to  death  in  Conger's  HiU.  Hia 
good  ladj,  also,  died  only  a  short  time  before,  learing  ft 
large  famiij  of  young  children,  and  numerous  friends  to 
mourn  their  loss.  Old  Father  Conger  saffsred  a  world  of 
woe,  for  jenrs,  with  a  lame  leg,  but  at  a  good  old  age, 
both  ha  and  his  excellent  ladj  foil  asleep  in  death.  They 
were  mj  early,  my  ever  constant  friends.  Cyrus  Hills, 
Esq.,  one  of  tha  best  men  in  the  world,  remoTed  west,  and 
died  ioon  after,  lamented  and  honored  by  alL  My  lament- 
ad  friotd,  Zachariah  S.  Congor,  and  his  dear  widow,  Tacey, 
Ud  me  under  great  and  lasting  obligations  for  their  gen- 
eroaity  and  kindness  to  me.  Blcaa  the  children!  how  ftmdly 
I  cherish  their  names  and  memories!  My  Jirit  school  I 
how  fondly  I  cherish  it  eTsn  to  this  day  1  A  poor  log  eatun, 
with  a  "cat  and  mud"  chimney,  puncheon  floor,  and  oiled- 
paper  for  glass,  was  the  best  house  that  the  county  could 
then  affiird;  and  still  we  were  all  happy,  and  got  along 
weQ.  Children,  think  of  that  hou,  and  be  tbankful  far, 
•nd  (Mil  improre  your  "better  inheritance."    Will  jao-t 

PLKASAKTVIBW. 

Hare  I  baTe  labored  much,  both  as  a  minister  and  m 
teacher;  some  of  my  early  pupils  are  now  highly  educated, 
nspeetabls,  and  usefal.  Prominent  upon  the  list,  stand 
Trancis  Dorman,  Edwin  Ferris,  Sampson  Givan,  and  Matil- 
da Header,  now  Mm.  Ahira  Smith,  who  is  indeed  a  line 
poatoM,  an  exoellent  lady,  and  «  happy,  contented  wife,  aa 
m^  ba  — B 1^  hm  bwwrtAil  poem  hwiofore  notood.    Kt 
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WM  not  a  red  face,  and  a  hawing  and  hemming,  I  would 
not  say  it  "  0,  if  jou  prefer  this,  you  can  have  it,  sir,  and 
welcome."  "  Not  I,  sir ;  but  do  n't  yon  ever  try  that  game 
with  another  gnest;"  and  I  venture  he  never  did.  Poor 
man,  he  lost  all  appetite  for  his  select  breakfast,  and  I  left 
him  to  enjoy  the  luxury  of  his  musings.  Well,  let  thai  •of- 
flee  as  specimens,  and  I  pass. 

Here,  in  the  neighborhood  of  friend  Heostis',  I  tan^ 
my  first  school,  nearly  forty  years  aga  The  OmDgera, 
Millses,  Powells,  Morrises,  and  Dasies  have  disappeared. 
My  venerable  friend,  Daniel  Hathaway,  still  ocoapiea  hia 
early  forest  home,  much  improved  and  beautified— -wai 
thrown  from  his  horse ;  broke  his  leg ;  and  is  crippled  ibr 
life.  A  fearful  mortality  bereaved  him  of  several  of  hit 
children  several  years  ago.  I  have  few  such  friends  at 
Daniel  Hathaway — better  none  can  have.  Elder  Babb,  an 
excellent  and  acceptable  minister  of  the  Baptist  Church, 
now  resides  in  the  north  part  of  the  State.  Father  Gani- 
gus  has  passed  away,  but  his  excellent  lady,  and  mother  of 
a  numerous  and  excellent  family  of  children,  still  survives 
to  bless  and  comfort  them.  My  most  fondly  cherished  and 
early  friends.  Philander  Ross  and  lady,  whose  house  was 
my  early  preaching-place,  and  they  the  first  couple  I  ever 
married,  removed  north,  and  died  several  years  ago.  The 
dear  children  all  are  peculiarly  dear  to  my  heart  and 
memory,  as  I  have  good  reason  to  know  that  I  am  to  theirs. 
O,  how  fondly  and  kindly  they  greet  and  entertain  me  when 
I  can  do  myself  the  pleasure  to  call  upon  them!  Early 
associations  and  friendships,  how  sweet,  how  true,  and  how 
dear  I 

James  and  Joseph  Kelso,  Thomas  Slack,  William  Flinty 
William  Shane,  Thomas  Coen,  and  Sandfords  S.  Hawley,  and 
all  their  dear  kind  families,  are  by  no  means  to  be  forgotten 
or  overlooked.  Mrs.  Hawley  was  one  of  my  very  first  and 
Ifest  pupils,  as  was  also  her  excellent  brother,  James  Steven- 
son, and  my  kind  good  neighbor,  Samuel  S.  Conger;  better 
soholan  and  better  dtisens  would  be  hard  to  find.  Theyars 
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about  all  that  are  left  in  this  region  of  mj  first  pupils,  and 
hence  this  special  notice — ^tbis  calling  up  to  mind  the  plea- 
sant scenes  and  associations  of  "  bygone  days."  Mj  ever- 
cherished  friend,  John  Jackson,  who  sleeps  here  beside 
other  friends,  that 

**  Last  long  sleep  that  knows  no  waking,'' 

was  also  one  of  my  first  friends  and  best  pupils.  With  a 
figh  and  a  tear,  I  drop  the  curtain  and  pass. 

John  Kelley  was  crushed  to  death  in  Conger^s  Mill.  EQs 
good  lady,  also,  died  only  a  short  time  before,  leaving  a 
large  family  of  young  children,  and  numerous  friends  to 
mourn  their  loss.  Old  Father  Conger  suffered  a  world  of 
woe,  for  years,  with  a  lame  leg,  but  at  a  good  old  age, 
both  he  and  his  excellent  lady  fell  asleep  in  death.  They 
were  my  early,  my  ever  constant  frienda  Cyrus  Mills, 
Esq.,  one  of  the  best  men  in  the  world,  removed  west,  and 
died  soon  after,  lamented  and  honored  by  alL  My  lament- 
ed friend,  Zachariah  S.  Conger,  and  his  dear  widow,  Tacey, 
laid  me  under  great  and  lasting  obligations  for  their  gen- 
eroeity  and  kindness  to  me.  Bless  the  children  1  how  fondly 
I  cherish  their  names  and  memories !  My  Jirsi  school ! 
how  fondly  I  cherish  it  even  to  this  day  I  A  poor  log  cabin, 
with  a  "  cat  and  mud''  chimney,  puncheon  fioor,  and  oiled- 
paper  for  glass,  was  the  best  house  that  the  county  could 
then  afford;  and  still  we  were  all  happy,  and  got  along 
welL  Children,  think  of  that  now,  and  be  thankful  ybr, 
and  W€U  improve  your  "  better  inheritance."    Will  you  ? 

PLKASANTVIEW. 

Here  I  have  labored  much,  both  as  a  minister  and  a 
teacher ;  some  of  my  early  pupils  are  now  highly  educated, 
respectable,  and  useful.  Prominent  upon  the  list,  stand 
Trancis  Dorman,  Edwin  Ferris,  Sampson  Givan,  and  Matil* 
da  Meader,  now  Mrs.  Ahira  Smith,  who  is  indeed  a  fine 
poeiess,  an  excellent  lady,  and  a  happy,  contented  wife,  at 
May  be  leeo  by  her  beaatiftd  poem  heretofore  noticed*   BI> 
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6m  Header  and  his  excellent  lady  are  happj  in  all  their 
fitmilj  relatione— «11  taking  part  in  their  familj  derolioiii^ 
And  all  rejoicing  together. 

'*  Does  pare  religion  charm  thee 
Far  more  than  aught  hdow  t 
Would  'st  thou  that  she  should  arm  thee 

Against  the  hour  of  woe  ? 
Her  dwelling  is  not  onlj 

In  temples  Iniilt  for  prajer, 
For  home  itself  is  lonelj, 

Unless  her  smiles  be  there. 
Whererer  we  may  wander, 
'Tis  all  in  Tain  we  roam, 
If  worshipless  her  altars 
Around  the  hearth  at  home." 

Shnbar  L.  Header,  my  dearest  friend  and  brother,  his 
exceedingly  kind  lady,  my  early  associate  and  friend,  and 
other  loved  and  cherished  ones,  have  removed  to  new  homes 
in  the  '*Far  West"  The  blessing  of  heaven  abide  with 
them,  as  do  my  prayers,  my  good  wishes,  and  kind  remem- 
brances. Good  old  Father  and  Hother  Dixon  worship  Qod 
in  the  same  happy  manner,  as  do  Elder  Header  and  lady, 
and  live  by  the  same  pious  rule.  Old  Father  and  Hother 
King,  of  precious  memory,  and  Father  and  Hother  Terrell, 
parents  of  Asahel  Terrell,  one  of  the  very  best  county  com- 
miseioners  we  ever  had,  and  old  Father  Ellis  have  passed 
away.  Hother  Ellis  is  still  active  and  well,  and  "smart 
as  a  steel-trap."  Uer  eldest  son  was  drowned  many  years 
ago,  over  which  she  still  mourns  and  grieves.  Old  Father 
and  Hother  Givan,  early  settlers  and  choice  good  citizens, 
Btill  live,  well  stricken  in  years.  The  kind  mate  of  my 
youth  in  Haine,  Rufus  Rice,  slumbers  here  in  death.  His 
excellent  and  kind  family  are  scattered  abroad.  Happy 
indeed  has  been  my  connection  with  them.  Hy  good 
friend,  Rufus,  Jr.,  and  his  kind  lady,  Sarah,  are  my  cher- 
ished pupils,  and  occupy  the  old  homestead  in  peace  and 
plenty.     Hr.  and  Hrs.  John  DormaB,  Hr.  and  Mm  John 
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Todd,  Michael  and  Sarah  Dixon,  Wm.  Green,  Hezekiah 
Hall,  David  McCoy,  Wm.  Withered,  Father  Sjms,  and  all 
their  kind  families  I  fondly  cherish,  with  my  onnamed 
friends  in  this  community. 

Joel  Yaughan,  an  early  settler,  was  found  dead  by  the 
side  of  the  road,  just  at  Uie  foot  of  the  hill  here.  A  tre- 
mendous tornado  swept  all  before  it  nearly,  several  yean 
ago ;  much  damage  was  done,  but  no  lives  were  lost. 

But  I  see  I  am  crowding  things  too  much.  My  friends, 
David  Ellis  and  lady,  and  family,  and  Joseph's  also,  well 
deserve  my  gratitude  and  love.  Father  Haynes  and  lady, 
parents  of  my  eloquent  friend,  Lawyer  Haynes,  and  old 
Father  Hulse,  and  Elder  Ferris  are  well  worthy  of  my  re- 
membrance and  love.  Father  and  Mother  Smith,  and 
Loter,  and  that  singular  genius  and  worthy  man,  Jacob 
Fielding,  early  settlers,  now  no  more,  well  deserve  a  place 
in  my  little  book. 

Mrs.  Ferris,  a  pious  lady,  suffered  a  world  of  woe  with  a 
fearful  cancer,  of  which  she  at  last  died,  in  triumphant 
hope.  0  Religion  I  the  sancUfier  and  the  soother  of  all 
our  woes,  how  precious  thou  art  I  "As  thy  days  are,  so 
shall  thy  strength  be."    AmoL 

A  Mr.  Mackey,  son  of  the  sainted  Father  and  Mother 
Mackey,  was  bitten  by  a  mad  dog,  and  sometime  after 
died,  frothing  and  foaming  with  fearful  convulsions,  of  hy- 
drophobia, the  very  thought  and  mention  of  which  are 
painfully  horrible.    Well  has  the  poet  said— 

"Dangers  stand  thick  through  all  the  ground 
To  push  ns  to  the  tomb; 
And  fierce  diseases  wait  around 
To  hurry  mortals  home." 

Old  Father  Howery  threw  off  his  coat  and  vest,  and  then 
plunged,  head  foremost,  into  his  well  and  perished.  I  give 
the  facts,  and  you,  reader,  may  the  comments.  Robert  and 
Fanny  Ketcham,  and  PumeU  and  Rachel  Parsons  found 
their  little  babea  dead  npon  their  pillows.    0,  what  a  paift- 
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tal  ihoek !     Bat  loss  to  as,  to  ihem  ia  gain,  bo  oim  wi 
4oabt    So  cherub  dean,  farewell,  farewell  I 

« 

DURHAM'S   HILLy 

Owned  bj  Noah  G.  Durham,  ex-representatiTO,  and  a  pro- 
minent man  in  the  oommunitj,  mj  early,  kind,  and  oon- 
atant  friend.  He  has  an  interesting  family,  and  liyes  in 
the  enjoyment  of  abundance  and  peace.  Just  below,  are 
my  excellent  friends,  the  Johnsons,  so  farorably  known  all 
erer  the  country.  My  good  friend,  Thomas  Millbum,  haa 
removed  west  Nathan  and  his  lady  have  passed  away; 
she  died  with  a  fearful  cancer.  Old  Father  and  Mother 
Rnmsey,  early  settlers,  are  no  more.  One  of  my  last  and 
most  important  decisions,  as  a  judge,  was  upon  an  issue 
oonnected  with  the  estate ;  it  was  a  subject  of  much  interest 
and  controversy,  but  the  Supreme  Court  affirmed  my  judg- 
ment in  all  things. 

A  gentleman  informed  me  that  he  and  several  others 
were  out  on  a  hunt,  when  their  dogs  started  a  panther, 
which  they  soon  treed.  All  were  anxious  to  bring  down  the 
game  —  all,  in  a  hurry,  shot,  and  all  made  a  clear  miss; 
but  the  panther,  not  liking  his  position,  sprang  from  the 
tree,  and  would  have  struck  the  ground,  at  least  sixty  yards 
from  the  tree,  if  his  dogs  had  let  him  alight  at  alL  But 
before  he  struck  the  earth,  they  were  all  upon  him,  and 
■tretched  him  out,  so  that  he  fell  on  easy  prey.  They 
skinned  him,  and  hung  him  up  by  their  camp-fire,  and  got 
sixteen  pounds  of  tallow,  which  was  so  hard  that  it  would 
perfectly  rattle.  Just  think  of  that  panther  story,  right  here 
in  Manchester,  at  Durham's  Mill ! 

bruce's  SCHOOLHOUSE. 

Here  I  met  with  a  warm  reception,  and  a  good  sub- 
aoription.  The  Elders,  Parkses,  Mendalls,  Canfields,  Chit- 
mans,  Clementses,  Wards,  and  Bruoes,  and  other  kind 
friends,  must  all  be  registered.  Walter  Kerr  was  depnij 
alMriff  in  mj  oourt  for  yean— an  ezoellant  officer^  a  wot* 
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ihy  man,  a  good  oitiiea  Cyrus  Canfield,  one  of  the  best 
assessora  in  the  State,  and  one  of  the  best  men  in  it,  has 
grown  up  in  this  eounty,  and  knows  it  all  "like  a  book.'' 
My  old  friend,  John  Howard,  who,  like  myself,  has  taught 
school  all  his  days,  honored  and  useful  in  his  calling,  is 
holding  forth  here.  His  pioneer  and  forest  history  ought  not 
to  be  lost.  My  early  neighbor,  David  Ketoham — and  a 
kinder  neighbor  never  lived — ^resides  here.  Good  old 
Father  Stevenson  has  removed ;  his  excellent  lady  suffered 
the  amputation  of  her  breast  in  a  most  heroic  manner ;  it 
being  fearfully  diseased  with  a  cancer,  but  died  a  few 
years  after.  A  Mr.  McKenny,  residing  here,  was  executed 
in  Illinois  for  robbery  and  murder— poor,  mistaken  man! 

EBENEZEB  CHUBCH. 

The  Rev.  Mr.  Erwin  laid  me  under  lasting  obligations, 
by  withdravring  an  appointment,  to  accommodate  me,  and 
for  his  kind  address  and  interest  in  my  behalf  He  and 
the  sainted  Rev.  Father  Morgan,  and  Curtis,  and  the  former 
excellent  pastor,  Cell,  have  wrought  a  good  work  here, 
both  for  Uie  church  and  for  the  community.  Wm.  Dils, 
many  years  high  sheriff,  a  first  rate  officer,  lives  here,  most 
pleasantly  situated.  His  kind,  good  lady  vras  a  daughter 
of  the  Rev.  Father  Morgan,  as  is,  also,  my  fair  friend,  Mrai 
Anderson,  whom  I  fondly  cherish.  My  good  friend,  Daniel 
Frasier  laid  me  under  renewed  obligations,  for  personal 
kindness  and  interest  in  my  enterprise,  as  did  my  young 
friend,  Samuel  6.  Sanks  and  others.  John  £lwell  and 
several  of  his  family  died  suddenly  and  most  singularly  a 
few  years  ago,  and  a  Miss  Cheek  deliberately  threw  herself 
into  a  cistern,  it  is  supposed,  and  perished — poor  girL 
Who  is  to  blame?  Anybody?  There  must  be  an  awful 
ttruggle  in  the  mind  before  a  delicate  and  tender  female 
ooold  lay  violent  hands  upon  herself.  0,  what  fbarfbl 
diadofoies  the  final  day  will  reveal.  "Stand  frt»n  under/ 
•fwybody. 
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voblet's  sohoolhousb, 

So  named  in  honor  of  FrancU  Worley,  a  woiihj  and 
distingaished  citixen.  His  father  was  one  of  the  firrt 
■ettlera,  once  heard  a  great  ado  among  a  flock  or  droye  of 
wild  hogs  in  the  woods,  oaationsly  approached,  saw  a  big 
wolf  npon  a  high  stump,  sorrounded  by  some  fifty  large 
hogs,  all  eager  to  get  a  nab  at  him  for  attempting  to  seiie 
one  of  the  litde  pigs.  There  sat  mister  wolf  eying  the  hogs, 
and  father  Worley,  eying  him  for  a  time,  summoned  him 
down  with  a  faithful  and  trusty  leaden  messenger,  and  the 
hogs  tore  him  into  "fiddle-strings,"  with  a  right  hearty 
good  wilL  Hogs  have  at  least  one  excellent  trait  of  charac- 
ter. They  never  desert  their  friends  in  the  hour  of  danger. 
'*  Honor  to  whom  honor  is  due."  At  another  time  father 
Worley,  I  think,  or  some  one  down  on  Laughry,  saw  a 
bear  and  a  panther  attempting  to  cross  a  deep  ravine,  in 
opposite  directions,  upon  the  same  log.  Like  McPherson 
and  his  friend  meeting  upon  the  brow  of  a  precipice, 
neither  would  back  out,  and  there  they  stood  parleying 
and  growling,  and  menacing  each  other;  panther  at  last 
turned  about  to  retreat,  when  bruin  caught  him  back  to 
with  a  death-grip  and  a  squeeze  that  stopped  his  breathing 
apparatus  in  a  hurry,  but  in  the  struggle  both  rolled  off 
into  the  chasm  below.  By-and-by,  bruin  was  seen  wad- 
dling up  the  steep  bank,  and  came  and  sat  down  upon  the 
crossing  log  again,  as  much  as  to  say,  "  Stop  me  who  dare," 
when  "bang"  went  the  trusty  rifle,  whis  went  the  ball, 
and  pop  went  bruin  into  the  ditch  again.  The  huntsman, 
eautiously  approaching,  saw  them  side  by  side,  calm  and 
oold  in  death.  The  bear  had  actually  killed  the  panther, 
and  he  had  killed  the  bear.  There's  a  bear  and  panther 
story  for  you  boys,  that's  worth  telling,  both  for  the  story 
and  the  moral  it  contains.  If  mister  bear  and  mister  panther 
had  been  a  little  more  kind  and  accommodating,  neither 
of  them  would  haye  been  iigured.  Siubb<>mne8$  and  mI- 
flflhneae  often  ponish  thamselyes. 
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Again,  if  yoa  must  eneoanier  an  ndrenuj,  be  earefkl 
how  yoa  take  hold  of  him.  Had  brain  eaagfat  hie  adver- 
eary  in  snoh  a  manner  that  he  could  have  brought  his 
fearful  talons  in  play,  he  would,  no  doubt,  have  got  "  the 
worst  of  the  fight"  Learn  a  moral,  then,  even  from  the 
instinct  and  precaution  of  a  bear.  Ease,  safety,  and  suo- 
oess  in  any  and  every  thing,  depends  much  upon  how  we 
take  hold  of  it  An  old  adage  says,  "  take  eyery  thing  by 
the  smooth  handle,"  which  I  hare  done  all  the  days  of  my 
life,  and  I  do  assure  you  that  it  works  to  ^^v^  perfect  charm.'' 

Mrs.  Mary  Ann  Worley,  widow  of  the  lamented  Henry 
Worley,  and  daughter  of  0.  Heustis,  Esq.,  was  once  thrown 
from  a  runaway  horse;  her  jawbone  was  all  broken  to 
atoms  nearly,  and  otherwise  seriously  bruised  and  injured ; 
but  to  the  surprise  of  all,  and  the  skillful  management  of 
Dr.  Harding,  she  recovered,  scarcely  disfigured  at  alL  Her 
presence  of  mind  and  her  mother-love  was  such  that  she 
laid  her  infant  babe  down  so  gently  that  it  did  not  awake 
from  its  peaceful  slumbers.  It  was  taken  up,  carried  in, 
and  laid  upon  the  bed  for  a  corpse,  but  to  the  surprise  of 
all,  it  soon  let  them  all  know  that  it  was  alive  and  well, 
and  had  enjoy^  a  good,  sweet  nap.  She  is  now  the  in- 
teresting and  happy  wife  of  Mahlon  Kerr,  son  of  my  early 
friend,  Walter  Kerr,  Esq.,  so  favorably  known  idl  over 
the  country,  as  before  noticed.  Other  kind  friends  I  fain 
would,  but  can  not,  in  justice  to  them  or  myself  mention 
hersL 

fowler's  schoolhousb, 

So  called,  in  honor  of  a  large  family  of  Fowlers,  living 
in  the  neighborhood,  of  high  respectability  and  usefulnessL 
Good  old  mother  Fowler  is  now  eighty-one  years  of  a^ 
smart  and  active  still.  Her  history,  like  old  mother  Cheek's, 
perfectiy  tallies,  and  is  full  of  thrilling  interest  She  onoe 
killed  "  a  whopping  big  rattie-snake,"  right  at  her  door. 
Soon  aftsTi  another  of  equal  dimeneiom  oame  ri|^  into 
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her  boose  and  oat  at  the  oilier  door,  and  she  ran  after  it 
and  killed  that  one  too.  Thcj  were  evidently  mates.  At 
another  time  she  was  badly  bitten  with  a  oopperhead.  And 
if  I  only  knew  that  my  fair  readers  would  not  blosh,  I 
would  tell  them  how  it  happened— just  as  the  fair  lady 
lold  it  to  mei  I  think  I  '11  tell  it,  any  how,  "  hit  or  miss." 
Well,  the  old  lady,  young,  beautiful  and  yigoroos  then,  was 
oat  in  the  field  "pulling  flax.''  A  young  and  beautifhl 
wife  and  mother  out  in  the  field  "pulling  flax!"  How 
that  sounds,  do  n't  it?  Now,  do  n't  faint  or  scream  if  yoa 
ean  avoid  it,  when  I  inform  you  that  she  was  palling  flax, 
bartfooUd,  when  she  was  thus  bitten.  Mercy  on  me! 
What  shall  I  do  now?  A  barefooted  lady  pulling  flax,  has 
got  right  into  my  book,  too.  Did  you  ever  see  the  likef 
Tayner  Cheek,  brother  to  Nicholas,  as  before  stated,  re- 
sided here  at  a  good  old  age,  highly  respected  by  his  neigh- 
bors and  friends,  and  I  have  long  known  him  to  be  a  man  of 
truth  and  veracity, — ^located  here  in  1796.  He  confirms  the 
Indian  story  about  **  Old  Nick,"  and  adds  that  his  brother 
jumped  upon  the  fallen  Indian,  and  stamped  upon  him  in 
his  face,  and  nearly  killed  him  before  he  would  let  him  go, 
and  then  told  him  to  be  off,  which  he  seemed  in  great  haste 
to  do,  and  glad  to  get  off  at  that.  Tavner  informs  me  that 
wolves,  bears,  and  panthers  were  numerous,  that  in  the  night 
time  they  kept  up  a  constant  pow  wow  at  the  Big  Lick, 
jost  above  the  mouth  of  Hogan,  where  the  beautiful  city 
of  Aurora  now  stands — that  they  oflen  caught  panthers 
there  with  a  kind  of  hook  set  for  them^-often  shot  them ; 
and  once  when  watching  there  for  deer,  eight  wolves  came 
into  the  Lick  at  once,  and  he  shot  one  of  them — ^had  seen 
hundreds  of  turkeys  at  a  time,  and  had  seen  as  many  as 
one  hundred  deer  at  a  time  often  on  the  bottom,  had  shaded 
himself  in  a  booth  of  bushes,  and  shot  as  many  as  four 
without  being  discovered,  took  his  own  time,  and  took  his 
ehoice  of  the  lot — that  he  had  killed  more  than  one  hundred 
wild  cats  in  his  timet  They  were  a  singular  and  savage 
animal,  dark  brindle  oolor,  with  short  tails  and  sharp  okws» 
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and  to  long^  that  when  taken  bj  the  hind  feet,  he  oonld 
not  raise  them  clear  from  the  earth — that  his  father  had 
killed  as  many  as  thirty  deer  in  the  lick,  close  by  where 
he  now  lives,  on  Wilson  Creek;  when  his  cabin  was  not 
more  than  one  hundred  yards  from  the  lack,  and  his  fiunilj 
occupying  it — that  a  large  bear  came  in  to  one  of  his  neigh- 
bor's  cabins,  sat  him  down  in  the  comer  of  the  room — the 
family  slipping  oat  the  back  way  as  the  bear  slipped  in, 
gave  the  alarm,  and  he  was  shot  and  killed  in  the  cabin ; 
that  he,  in  company  with  a  few  others,  once  camped  oat 
near  where  friend  Burk's  beautiful  mansion  honse  now 
stands  on  the  State  road,  where  the  road  forks  for  Law- 
renoeburg  and  Aurora,  took  the  pick  of  a  turkey  for  sup- 
per, which  was  served  up  to  order.  In  the  morning,  they 
followed  along  the  ridge,  about  where  the  turnpike  now  is, 
as  far  as  about  where  our  good  friend  and  fellow  citizen, 
Jeremiah  Howerton  now  lives.  There  their  well  trained 
dogs  started  game  down  Elk  Run,  toward  Hogan  Creek, 
and  that  their  dogs  brought  up  five  bears,  three  panthers,  and 
one  wild  cat,  all  of  which  surrendered  at  discretion,  when 
summoned  so  to  do  by  their  trusty  rifles.  Just  think  of  thai, 
right  here  in  Manchester.  Here  are  Indian,  turkey,  deer, 
wild  cat,  bear,  wolf,  and  panther  stories,  to  which  I  might  add 
a  few  elk,  all  reported  by  a  single  man  of  sterling  integrity 
and  ^uth.  Had  I  room  I  would  devote  several  pages  to  Mr. 
Cheek's  thrilling  and  interesting  narration.  My  venerable 
friends  Joshua  Sanks  and  Jesse  Laird  and  others  reside 
here,  loved  by  all  that  know  them.  Mr.  Cheek's  narration 
precludes  a  farther  notice  here,  except  simply  to  state  that 
good  old  Father  Sanks  is  80  years  old,  and  never  had  the 
toothache— never  was  confined  to  his  room  a  single  day  bj 
sickness,   and  never  had  "  a  law  suit  *'  in  all  hi*  life. 

There's 

«A  life  of  health  and  peace'' 

for  you,  the  result  of  temperate  habits,  and  a  oorreol 
moril  and  religious  deportment,  worth  more  than  "the 
gold  of  Ophir/'  or  the  glitter  of  a  oiown — worthy  of 
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ill  denre,  all  imitetion,  and  all  praise.    WonlM  tium  Ufa 
long  and  e^joy  life,  be  respected  and  lored, 

«  Qo  thoa  and  do  likewiie." 

Wright's  cobnsr. 

The  early  settlers,  Hon.  Judge  Palmer,  old  Fatlier  and 
Mother  True,  old  Father  Yaughan,  and  Dils,  and  Darling 
and  Riley  Elliott,  of  cherished  memory,  are  no  more.  Good 
old  Father  Jaqaeth  almost  stands  alone.  His  precioos  good 
lady  died  suddenly  with  an  apoplectic  shock,  so  did  good 
old  Father  Darling.  His  son  Thomas,  now  well  strieken 
in  years,  had  like  to  have  passed  away  in  a  singular  man- 
ner, but  recovered,  much  to  the  surprise  and  oomfort  of  his 
family  and  friends.  A  Mr.  Ince  hung  himself  in  the  bam 
years  ago.  Old  Father  Jebine,  a  revolutionary  soldier 
hung  himself  upon  a  sapling  in  the  woods,  that  hardly 
cleared  his  knees  from  the  ground.  A  Mr.  .Cunningham 
jumped  out  of  his  wagon  to  pick  up  his  hat,  and  fell  and 
broke  his  neck.  A  Mr.  O'firine  was  looking  back  after  his 
friends,  when  his  horse  stumbled — threw  him,  and  broke 
JUs  neck.  Here  the  Duncan  House  and  four  children  were 
consumed  by  fire  in  1822.  (See  ballad.)  The  Freewill 
Baptist  Church  was  consumed  by  fire  a  few  years  aga 
About  fifty  years  ago  a  large  elk  was  killed  by  John 
Dawson,  and  one  of  his  neighbors,  nigh  where  my  friend 
Thomas  Darling,  Sr.,  now  lives,  and  the  last  of  the  race  in 
this  community. 

Old  Nathan  Finch,  who  first  owned  the  old  Jaqneth  farm, 
informed  me  the  other  day,  that  while  boiling  sugar-water 
in  the  evening,  he  was  beset  with  a  number  of  panthers, 
which  he  only  kept  off  by  throwing  brands  of  fire  at  them. 
Supposing  they  had  left,  he  put  out  for  home,  which  he 
had  scarcely  reached,  when  they  surrounded  his  forest 
cabin,  in  hot  pursuit  of  him — ^that  bears  and  wolves  were 
^  thick  as  fleas."  It  was  his  lady,  then  a  Mrs.  Walden, 
that  shot  the  turkey,  and  beat  the  Indians  at  a  mark  in 
New  Lawrenceburg.    And  right  here  Tavner  Cheek  and 
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mf9  btm,  Ikreo  pmihfln^  iBtt  ob8  wild* 
est,  in  one  daj«  ngjlit  here  in  ri^t  and  haariiig  of  Hm 
turnpike  and  ttk^iajph,  tiie  beentifiil  etrflege  edifiee,  and 
the  Frondcnce  and  ZioB  Chapela  This  showa  hoiw 
nnmeroaa  andi  animab  were  in  pioneer  times — jes  right 
here  in  Xanehester — in  ouf  f  erj  nddsl^  O !  what  a  change^ 
wiiat  a  happy  change  has  timob  indastry,  and  religioA 

WFOOg^  1 

I  mnst  not  fiul  to  notiee  tiie  death  of  good  old  Father 
Oidhaa,  one  of  the  most  pioos  and  doqaent  ezhorten  I 
•fer  knew,  who  fell  dead  at  his  plow  handles,  last  spriof^ 
with  a  disease  of  the  heart  His  good  ladj  died  ''fall  of 
hope,''  several  years  ago,  and  his  only  and  dear  son,  the 
Ber.  £dward  (Hdham,  his  wife,  and  sJl  his  children  died 
within  a  short  time  of  each  other.  Three  sisters,  Mrs. 
Julia  Lyons,  Mrs.  Rebecca  Robinson,  and  Bliss  Charlotte^ 
dear,  preeions  friends,  are  all  that  now  remain  of  the  large 
and  worthy  (Hdham  family.  Such  are  the  inscmtible  ways 
of  Him,  who  is  too  wise  to  err — too  good  to  be  unkind. 
My  early  friend.  Loner,  and  father  of  G.  lH  Lozier,  Esq., 
ez-representative,  rather  a  distiDgoished  man,  has  remoTod 
west,  and  his  pioua  lady  to  her  home  aboye.  The  sqoire'a 
interesUng  and  intelligent  lady  is  a  sister  to  my  friend. 
Sparks  Blasdell,  Esq.,  and  a  daoghier  of  Jacob  Blasdell,  of 
sainted  and  precious  memory,  whose  name  can  never  be  too 
often  repeated,  nor  too  fondly  cherished  My  exceedingly 
kind  and  good  friends,  Robert  Owens,  Wm.  Palmer,  Jere- 
miah Howerton,  Columbus  and  Sulliyan  Jaqueth,  Eliat 
Heastis,  James  Burk,  Henry  Wood,  Robert  and  Charles 
Mason,  their  kind  ladies  and  children,  and  others  too 
numerous  to  mention,  are  fondly  cherished ;  and  my  worthy 
friends,  Hon.  CoL  Wm.  Perry,  Abram  True,  Darid  Tibbeti, 
Esq.,  and  Stokely  Dills — whose  house  was  all  consumed  by 
fire— and  whose  names,  and  wives  and  children  we  all  lova 
and  respect,  have  sold  out  and  removed,  followed  by  th« 
blessings  of  the  friends  who  remain  here. 


s 
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A  Mr.  Bmch  otnght  Uuree  wolves  in  oim  tnp — one  loft 

his  fbotk  the  other  two  were  held  and  slain,  and  for  tliis 
wonderful  feat,  he  was  ever  after  known  as  "  Wolf  Beaeh.'^ 
This  was  the  last  of  woWes  among  as  here.  A  Mr.  Mat- 
locks  had  his  thigh  all  shattered  to  atoms  bj  the  explosion 
of  a  cannon,  at  a  mass  meeting  on  the  Fair  Ground,  and  soon 
died.  Poor  fellow  1  Roswell  Craw  felled  a  tree  upon  him- 
self, lay  out  all  night,  and  was  found  in  the  morning  man- 
ned and  cold  in  death.  i 
Thomas  Wilcox,  a  lad  of  some  tweWe  years,  at  a  ahitar 
reeing  party,  came  to  a  sudden  and  painful  death.  It  being 
dark,  one  of  the  parties  discharged  his  pistol,  with  its  mm- 
tle,  unobserved,  right  upon  the  breast  of  young  Wilcox; 
and,  although  nothing  but  powder,  the  concussion  upon 
the  vitals  was  so  great,  that  he  fell,  lingered  one  painful 
day,  and  expired,  to  the  deep  anguish  and  grief  of  his  kind 
and  fond  father  and  mother,  who  mourn  his  untimely  end 
until  this  day,  and  will  go  down  to  their  graves  sorrowing^ 
My  young  friend,  Leonard  G.  Chase,  sang  a  fine  poetic  lay 
upon  the  occasion,  which  I  nhould  be  pleased  to  treat  the 
friends  and  my  readers  to,  did  space  permit  A  single  quo* 
tation,  however,  I  will  make : 

"  No  tongue  can  tell  what  feelings  fell 
Upon  the  people  all  around, 
When  news  they  got  a  boy  was  shot, 
And  he  lay  moaning  on  the  ground.' 

So  much  for  a  foolish  shivareeing  party,  of  which  men- 
tion will  again  be  made  —  and  so  much,  too,  for  Wright's 
Comer. 

N.  B. — The  Rev.  Dr.  Wooley,  whom  his  friends  regarded 
as  an  eminent  and  eloquent  minister  and  a  successful  prac- 
titioner, quite  recently  removed  to  that  country  where 

"Sickness  and  sorrow,  pain  and  death 
Are  felt  and  feared  no  more." 

But   his   name   and   his  memory  are  fondly  cherished 
•tiU. 
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8T0NS  CHAPBLy  WB6T  FORK. 

Here  I  taught  some  of  mj  most  pleasant  schools.  It  is, 
decidedly,  one  of  the  finest  settlements  in  the  West  Mary 
Jane,  daughter  of  (George  and  Ann  Snell,  died  preciously 
happy  in  religious  hope  and  enjoyment  Miss  Elisa  and 
Miss  Clara,  fond,  sweet  sisters,  and  daughters  of  my  early 
and  most  estimable  friends,  Reuben  and  Betsey  True,  died 
within  a  short  period  of  each  other.  Both  were  exceedingly 
interesting  young  ladies,  and  Miss  Clara  was  a  fine  writer, 
a  young  lady  of  taste  and  genius,  whose  name  and  memory 
can  never  be  obliterated  from  my  throbbing  heart  Miss 
Sarah,  daughter  of  Thomas  and  Jane  Smith,  my  oyer  dear 
friends,  was  almost  an  exception  for  mind  and  amiability. 
All  dear  cherished  pupils,  who  have  passed  sweetly  from 
earth  away. — See  Obituary. 

Joseph  and  Hannah  Hansel,  Ralph  and  Mary  Collier, 
George  and  Ann  True,  John  and  Ann  Collier,  a  much  af« 
flicted  but  most  interesting  young  lady ;  Samuel  and  Fran- 
ces Etta  Beggs,  Isaac  and  Helen  Ward,  Adolphus  and  Sarah 
Jane  Kirsbner,  Joseph  and  Ann  A.  Hall,  Alfred  and  Mary 
Jane  Chamberltun,  were  all,  except  two,  my  early,  my  cher- 
ished pupils,  and  as  such,  and  as  families,  have  my  warmest 
love  and  gratitude  for  great  personal  attentions  and  kind- 
ness. Joseph  Hall  and  Adolphus  Kirsbner  are  now  in  the 
furniture  business,  in  Cincinnati.  Should  any  of  my  readers 
or  friends  visit  the  city  on  business,  "  in  their  line,"  I  con- 
fidently advise  them  to  give  my  worthy  and  most  deserving 
friends  a  call,  at  No.  59  Broadway,  a  few  doors  below 
Lower  Market 

Miss  Jane  Ann,  Miss  Ellen,  and  Miss  Mary,  daughtem 
of  Thomas  and  Betsy  Hansel,  are  names  too  precious  and 
dear  ever  to  be  overlooked  or  forgotten  by  ma  Nor  can  I 
pass  unnoticed  my  other  pupils  here;  Miss  Elizabeth  and 
Miss  Almira  Firth,  Miss  Jane  Ann,  and  little  Miss  Mary 
Thompson,  Miss  Jennie  Davis,  Miss  Ann,  Miss  Frances 
Etta,  and  Miss  Rhoda  Hall,  Miss  Mary  Ann,  Miss  HeleOi 

MIm  Raohel,  and  litUe  Miss  Sebra  Smith,  Miss  Mary  Elisa- 

36 
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beth,  and  Mim  Angeline  Yanhorn,  Miss  Slisabeih,  Miss 
Ann,  Miss  Sophronia,  and  little  Miss  Hannah  Taylor ;  Miss 
Mary  Ann,  Miss  Frances,  and  Miss  Elisabeth  Emerson ; 
Miss  Lovina,  Miss  Clara,  and  Miss  Emeline  Elliott;  Miss 
Elisabeth  Ann,  Miss  Eliza  Jane,  Miss  Sebra,  and  little 
Miss  Josephine  Hansel ;  Miss  Clara  Jane,  Miss  Louisa,  and 
little  Sebra,  and  Harriet  Beecher  Collier;  litUe  Miss  Ma- 
ria Snell;  little  Miss  Ann  Elisa  and  Flora  Collier;  Miss 
Rose  Ann  and  Miss  Elizabeth  Pierce ;  Miss  Harriet,  Miss 
Sarah,  Miss  Catherine,  Miss  Arsilla,  Miss  Loyina,  Miss 
Mary  Eliza,  and  Miss  Elmira  Jane  True — ^precious  names — 
and  pupils  loved  most  fondly  still,  though  scattered  abroad 
and  **  tar  away.*'  The  Lord  bless  them  all — ^how  dear  they 
are  to  my  heart  I 

"  The  good  boys"  must  excuse  me  if  I  omit  their  namea 
I  scarce  can  find  space  to  record  the  names  of  their  kind, 
good  sisters.  Bear  this  in  mind,  boys  —  will  you?  —  and 
*'  take  the  will  for  the  deed/'  0, 1  love  to  dwell  upon  the 
memories  of  my  cherished  pupils,  and  know  full  well  that, 
generally^  they  do  upon  mine — that  I  do, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Wm.  Davis,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  George  Thompson, 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  George  Snell,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  Taylor,  Mr 
and  Mrs.  Thomas  Hansell,  Mrs.  Widow  True,  Mrs.  Widow 
Collier,  and  Mrs.  Widow  Hall,  whose  hospitalities  I  have  oft 
enjoyed,  are  all  gratefully  remembered  and  embalmed  in  the 
pages  of  my  little  book.  This,  to  me,  is  a  somewhat  extra 
neighborhood,  and  I  give  to  it  an  extra  notice. 

Hannah,  a  dear  sweet  little  daughter  of  Joseph  and 
Fanny  Hall,  was  suddenly  killed  by  lightning,  in  1822. 
She  was  sitting  close  to  the  hearth,  received  the  electric 
shock,  and  gasped  and  died,  while  the  grief-«tricken 
parents  were  at  church.  Good  old  Father  Hawxwell,  Father 
of  my  much  esteemed  friend,  John  Hawxwell,  died  suddenly 
with  an  apoplectic  shock.  Good  old  Father  Collier  and 
good  old  Father  Hansel,  also,  passed  suddenly  away  yeazs 
ago,  both  loved  and  lamented  by  all  who  knew  them. 
Mother  Hansel,  sainted  woman,  will,  in  all  human  proba- 
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bnity,  soon  "join  her  friends  above. '^  Jadj^e  Dowden  and 
ladj,  my  choicest  friends,  remoyed,  and  both  fell  asleep  in 
death.  James  Hall  fell  from  an  appletree,  that  well-nigh 
broke  his  back,  and  injured  him,  perchance,  for  life.  Jamee 
Thompson  fell  some  thirty  or  forty  feet  from  a  tree,  while 
after  nuts,  was  much  bruised  and  injured,  but  recovered. 
Boys,  be  careful  how  you  climb  trees  after  nuts,  will  you  7 
Charles  Pierce,  my  good  old  friend,  once  had  a  fearful  run- 
away, but  escaped  harm  as  by  a  miracle.  Virgil  Dowden's 
little  daughter  lost  a  hand  entirely  by  a  "  cutting  machine/' 
Can't  be  too  careful,  friends.  Right  here,  old  father  Cun- 
ningham killed  three  panthers  in  an  hour,  and  then  caught 
two  cub  bears.  The  wolves  killed  one  of  his  best  dogs, 
right  at  the  mouth  of  the  run,  by  Mrs.  Hall's.  His  daugh- 
ter, now  Mrs.  Squire  Connelly,  of  Jackson,  encountered  a 
monstrous  big  rattlesnake  and  took  his  rattle  from  him. 
Instead  of  running  from  him  she  ran  at  him,  and  beat 
him  too  at  that  Young  ladies,  what  say  you?  could  you 
do  ihaJLf  Joseph  and  John  Hansel  killed  another,  five  or 
six  feet  long,  as  large  as  his  thigh,  and  took  nineteen 
rattles  from  him — monstrous  I  That's  a  snake  story  that 
will  jMiy,  and  do  well  to  quit  on. 

What  will  the  little  boys  think  who  live  here  fifty  years 
hence,  who,  perchance,  may  read  this  story  as  they  glide 
along  upon  the  railroad  track,  or  while  cultivating  this 
rich  bottom  field  where  his  snakeship  "  met  his  enemy  and 
i^  was  theirs,"  I  can  not  pass  my  worthy  and  kind  friend, 
John  Hammond,  unnoticed — surely  not — ^never.  Benjamin 
Hall,  an  early  and  ever-cherished  pupil,  has  long  resided 
in  the  £Eur-off  and  beautiful  Oregon.  Bless  me,  how  mj 
pupils  are  scattered  abroad.  God  bless  them  all,  and  make 
them  a  blessing  to  aU  with  whom  they  have  to  do.  *'  So 
mote  it  be."  My  excellent  friend,  Redph  Collier,  was  a 
No.  1  scholar  all  the  time,  for  close  application  and  "  good 
behavior  in  school,"  and  as  a  result,  he  is  now  one  of  the 
most  intelligent,  most  business-like,  most  useful,  most 
loved  and  honored  men  in  all  ^'thoM  diggings,"  and  haa  a 
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kdy  and  hmWy  to  maioh  to  ''  a  perfect  chami.'*  So  Bracb, 
then,  fbr  a  little  obeoore  **  fanner's  oreek  boy.''  CIom 
application  and  a  correct  deportment  will  make  a  mam  of 
veefalness  and  honor  of  the  moot  forbidding  and  obeeora 
B0J8,  do  70a  hear  thatf  Will  you  heed  it?  Save  your 
spare  dimes  and  yoor  leisure  moments — tarn  all  to  good 
•oooonty  and  you  will  aooomplish  wonders. 

''Little  drops  of  water,  little  grains  of  sand,  ' 

Make  the  mighty  ocean  and  the  pleasant  land,'' 

Therefore,  ''despise  not  the  day  of  small  things,'^  for 
*'  behold  what  a  ffreai  fire  a  UUle  matter  kindleth.''  I  here 
treat  you  to  a  beautiful  liUU  poem,  and  pass.  Treasoxe 
up  the  moral,  and  may  you  all  profit  by  it 

LFTTLI  BT  LITTLI. 

"  Lima  by  little,^'  an  acorn  said, 

As  it  slowly  sank  in  its  mossy  bed, 

*'  I  am  improring  every  day, 

Hidden  deep  in  the  earth  away." 

Little  by  little,  each  day  it  grew; 

Little  by  little,  it  sipped  the  dew; 

Downward  it  sent  a  threadlike  root; 

Up  in  the  air  sprung  a  tiny  shoot. 

Day  after  day,  and  year  after  year, 

Little  by  little,  the  leaves  appear ; 

And  then  the  slender  branches  qtread  &r  and  wids^ 

Till  the  mighty  oak  is  the  forest's  pride. 

"Far  down  in  the  depths  of  the  dark  blue 
An  insect  train  work  ceaselessly ; 
Grain  by  grain  they  are  building  well, 
Each  one  alone  in  its  little  cell. 
Moment  by  moment,  and  day  by  day, 
Never  stopping  to  rest  or  to  play. 
Bocks  upon  rocks  they  are  rearing  liigfa, 
Till  the  top  looks  out  on  the  sunny  sky ; 
The  gentle  wind  and  the  balmy  air, 
Little  by  nttle^  bring  Terdnre  there; 
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Till  the  nmmer  mobeaiiiB  g*j^7  Bmile 
On  tbe  biidi  and  flow«r»  of  tbe  coral  Iilc 

"  Li[U«  by  little,"  uid  ■  thoaghtfnl  boj, 
"  UomcDt  bj  momGDt,  I'll  well  emploj, 
Iiearnin;;  n  Utile  CTcry  daf, 
And  Dot  spending  all  mj  time  In  pUj. 
And  still  tliis  rale  in  mj  mind  *hall  dwell — 
'  WbateTCT  I  do,  I  will  do  It  well,' 
Littie  by  little,  I  '11  leara  to  know 
Tbe  tceuund  wisdom  of  long  ago ; 
And  one  of  theM  days  perhaps  we  '11  lee, 
Tbat  the  world  will  be  the  better  for  me. 
And  do  yon  not  think  that  this  rimpl*  plan 
Hade  him  a  wise  and  a  niefnl  man  T 


T0BE7ILLB. 
ITere  is  the  reiidence  of  Riohud  Slater,  ez-Muatoi>,  and 
of  itoho  Bojd,  men  of  inflneace  and  notoriaty,  p<riitioal 
»dT«raariea,  but  choioa  perianal  friend*  of  mine.  Hj  good 
friend,  tbe  Rev.  Riohard  SpiokoeU,  removed  west,  and  oooa 
after  died  in  the  joyons  hope  of  "  a  better  iuheritanoa 
above."  A.  Hr.  Buley  was  killed  by  the  falling  of  a  tree 
years  ago.  Whitesell's  iteam  mill  was  consnmed  by  fire  a 
fiiw  yearn  since.  Old  Father  Heimberg  fell  &om  the  roof 
of  his  barn,  and  soon  afler  died.  In  the  early  settlemeat 
here,  a  little  eon  of  Mr.  LeTiugberg,  not  three  yean  old, 
wa«  lost  in  the  woods,  tarried  out  all  night  and  all  the 
next  day,  before  he  was  found.  He  had  wandered  leveral 
miles,  but  could  f^ve  no  satisfactory  account  of  himselC 
Friend  Scott  informed  me  tlie  other  day  that  the  whole 
fiirest  was  alive  wilb  persons  in  search.  And  when  found, 
such  another  shont  was  never  heard.  Mr.  Soott  is  my  ever 
fiutbfnl  and  worthy  ftiend.  The  Rev.  Joseph  Proctor,  » 
•omewhat  eminent  miniater,  and  a  fiiend,  ie  moat  kindlj 
MDMrnbared  Old  Tatbar  fikaati,  a  Bnolntunary  joUiart 
«H  bnifd  ian,  wilk  niBtMrf  honm.     Mj  anr  daar 
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friend,  John  McMftth  and  fiunilj  have  remored,  lorod  and 
missed.  And  now  my  erer  faithfal,  eiter  true  friend, 
James  Angeyine,  must  receive  a  passing  notice.  BIr. 
AngeTine  has  few  eqaals,  and  no  saperiors,  for  moral  ex- 
cellence, in  all  this  commnnitj.  I  am  more  indebted  to 
him  and  his  exceedingly  fine  and  amiable  fiunily,  than  to 
any  other  one  family  in  all  the  west.  By  night  or  by  day, 
in  sunshine  or  in  tempest,  his  house  has  been  my  happy 
home.  I  have  married  nearly  all  his  children,  preached 
all  their  funeral  sermons,  and,  almost  without  an  excep- 
tion, returned  with  an  extra  Y  or  "yellow  5"  jingling  in 
my  pocket.  If  all  my  ministerial  services  had  been  half 
as  well  paid  for,  I  should  have  an  abundance.  He  haa 
often  loaned  mo  money,  but  would  never  take  a  cent  fbr 
interest  When  I  have  been  sick,  he  has  contributed 
freely  and  voluntarily  to  my  necessities,  to  the  tune  of  ten 
dollars  at  a  time,  subscribed  for  nine  copies  of  my  book* 
and  voluntarily  paid  all  in  advance.  Differences  of  political 
or  religious  opinions  have  never  for  a  moment  interfered 
with  our  afiairs,  or  cooled  our  personal  love  or  friendship. 
My  Muse  whispers  me  again  that  I  ought  to  say,  righi  hert, 
■omeihing  like  this : 

My  good  old  friend,  Jamxs  Anoxvixi, 

And  all  his  household  dear, 
Deserve  a  tribute  at  my  hands, 

Which  I  present  them  here. 
They've  been  most  kind  to  me  and  mine, 

For  lo  I  these  forty  years, 
Which  I  acknowledge  cordially, 

With  gratitude  and  tears. 

And  since  my  acquaintance  with  Captain  Hugh  Scott,  both 
he  and  his  have  performed  toward  me  and  mine  a  similar 
part,  and  are  entitiod  to  share  in  the  above  tribute  largely 
and  freely.  My  friends  will  readily  see  th|it  this  is  a  Jittle 
extra  liberality  and  kindness  that  well  deserves  a  litde  exfra 
aoknowledgmenti    And  the  kind  lemtmbnnoet  of  their 
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^loTed  and  loaf  John,  Gilbert  and  Elisa  Angeyine  (Mrs. 
Bowe)»  and  Nathaniel  and  Sarah  Scott  (Mrs.  Camon), 
claim  '*the  tribnte  of  a  sigh  and  a  tear."  Wm.  S.  Ward, 
£sq.^  an  excellent  county  commissioner,  good  old  Father 
Ferine,  and  good  old  Father  Proctor,  fell  saddenl j  *'  asleep 
in  JesQs,"  years  ago,  but  **  their  memory  is  precious"  stilL 
Old  Father  Christy  died  of  a  fearful  canoer.  George  Hall 
died  in  a  most  punful  manner,  after  losing  both  his  eyes, 
and  "suffering  a  thousand  deaths" — ^poor  fellow! — ^yet  he 
died  in  full  hope  of  "  a  better  inheritance  above."  My  ex- 
ceedingly kind  friend,  Freeborn  Lewis,  once,  in  my  presence, 
luui  a  fearful  runaway ;  but,  in  a  most  astonishing  manner, 
•scaped  both  death  and  damage.  John  Bontee  was,  in 
early  times,  closely  beset  with  **a  pack  of  wolyes,"  whose 
name  was  ^*  legion ;"  but  by  great  presence  of  mind  and 
good  management,  he  made  his  escapa  €k>od  old  Father 
Bowe,  and  Father  Row,  and  Father  McMath,  and  Henry 
Likely,  Esq.,  and  their  kind  families,  are  all  remoTcd  by 
death  or  otherwise ;  but  fondly  cherished  stilL  Wm.  Row, 
a  young  man,  much  beloyed  and  respected,  leaning  upon  hit 
gun,  accidentally  struck  the  hammer  with  his  foot,  and  re* 
eeiTed  the  full  charge  in  his  breast,  and  fell  a  bleeding 
corpse.  My  early  and  venerable  friend,  old  Father  Rodgers, 
died  at  a  good  old  age,  with  a  fearful  and  painful  cancer. 
His  kind  good  lady,  and  his  preciously  dear  daughter,  Miss 
Ann,  died  several  years  before,  loved,  lamented,  and  missed. 
His  most  amiable  and  most  praiseworthy  niece,  Miss  Carrie 
Guiou,  with  a  devotion  and  fidelity  seldom  to  be  found, 
•tood  by  him,  night  and  day,  to  the  very  last,  doing  all  that 
ingenuity  and  affection  could  devise  to  soothe  his  pain,  and 
to  comfort  and  cheer  his  heart  Estimable  young  lady  I 
dear,  cherished  pupil  of  mine !  wherever  my  book  is  read, 
this  shall  be  known  as  a  "memorial  of  thee."  I  name 
Father  Rodgers  here,  because  here  he  worshiped,  and  all 
eie  buried  here. 

The  venerable  Widow  Ferine  says,  when  she  first  settled 
heie  in  the  (orciti  lome  fnij  or  fifl^  yean  ago^  not  onlj 
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w«re  the  howling  beaiti  of  prey,  but  Iiidiuu^  too^  mn 
Biimeroos,  and  would  oftm  enter  into  her  oabin  at  xiigfal» 
itrike  up  a  fite,  treat  themeelTes  nnceremoniooaly  to  any 
and  eyery  thing  they  ooaUL  find,  eigoy  themaelTee  thus  lor 
hours,  and  then  retire,  without  offinring  her  or  hen  any 
personal  molestation  or  Tiolence.  And  a  Bfr.  Smith  (I 
think  that  was  the  name),  who  nused  the  lery  first  eabm 
OQ  the  ridge,  had  it  partly  oovered,  when  he  ohanoed  to 
iee  two  big  Indians  lurking  about  it  Supposing  them  to 
be  spies  for  misohief,  he  stole  upon  them,  and  with  a  deadly 
aim  made  one  of  them  **  bite  the  dust''  The  other  precipi- 
tately fled— paused  at  the  distance  of  some  forty  rods,  and 
then  turned  back,  unwilling  to  leave  or  forsake  fab  friend. 
Meantime,  Smith  had  kept  his  eyes  upon  him,  and  re- 
loaded his  gun,  and  when  the  Indian  had  oome  within 
shooting  distance,  he,  too,  was  made  to  bite  the  dust,  and 
share  the  fate  of  his  friend.  Smith  dug  a  grave,  put  them 
both  in,  and  buried  them  right  here,  within  gunshot  of 
the  church;  and  that  winds  up  the  story.  Ain't  that 
worth  preservation?  Indians  pillaging  houses,  and  then 
shot,  right  here  in  Yorkville;  and  but  for  me,  who  would 
know  it? 

VANHORN'S  SCnOOLHOUSB. 

One  of  the  very  best  schoolhouses  I  ever  occupied,  and 
one  of  the  best  districts.  Of  fort/ pupils,  only  twenty-five 
of  them  were  Smiths,  and  my  most  excellent  friends,  John 
Smith  and  lady,  only  furnished  eight;  and  for  good  and 
kind  pupils,  one  need  not  desire  better — oould  not  find 
them  if  they  would.  If  all  the  Smiths  that  we  hear  and 
read  so  much  about,  are,  for  moral  excellence,  like  this 
Smith  stocky  may  they  never  be  less ;  and,  judging  from 
appearances,  they  never  will,  though  John  and  his  exoet* 
lent  lady  have  only  fifteen  children  yet — as  sweet  children 
as  ever  blessed  a  parent.  And  would  you  believe  it^  my 
very  worthy  and  exceedingly  kind  friends  over  the  oreek, 
William  Bawling  and  lady,  have  had  twioe  fiiteok— jesb 
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Iwiee  fifteen.  Perhaps  it  will  relieve  your  wonderment  a 
little  when  I  explain  it  thus — they  had  fifteen,  lost  one, 
and  then  had  another,  which  makes  twice  fifteen,  you 
•ee.  Every  thing  is  simple  and  plain  when  you  under- 
stand it. 

My  early  and  ever-cherished  friends^  Gomelins  Yanhom, 
Esq.,  his  kind  afflicted  lady,  and  his  exceedingly  kind 
children,  Miss  Mary  Elisabeth  and  Miss  Angeline,  are 
loved  and  oherished  pupils  of  mine,  and  dear  to  my  heart, 
•8  are  all  the  numerous  and  beloved  Smiths.  Here,  too, 
were  the  lamented  Sarah,  beforementioned,  and  her  dear 
sisters,  Mary  Ann,  Ellen  and  Rachel,  enrolled  high  on 
the  list,  and  deeply  engraven  on  my  hearty  as  was  Elisa- 
beth Sharp,  sweet  girl,  now  no  more.  My  worthy  and 
precious  friends,  William  and  Coonrod  Row,  and  William 
Robinson,  and  their  kind,  interesting  families,  have  re- 
moved, loved  and  missed  by  the  community  generally, 
and  that  I  know  right  well  Here  I  record  a  general  aot 
of  kindness,  never  to  be  forgotton.  At  the  doee  of  an 
evening-school,  friend  Robinson  and  Collier  went  up  to 
the  desk,  and  commenced  counting  out  money,  when  I 
pleasantly  remarked,  I  thought  they  had  more  than  their 
share,  and  that  I  should  like  to  come  in  for  a  part  of  it 
Friend  Robinson  said  they  would  let  me  in,  and  gathering 
it  all  up,  handed  it  over  to  me,  saying  the  accompanying 
paper  would  explain.  "I  do  not  understand  you."  "No 
matter;  the  paper  will  explain;  take  it  all,  and  look  it 
Of«r  at  your  leisure."  And  while  I  hesitated,  they  laid  it 
all  on  the  desk  for  me,  bade  me  good  night,  and  left  ma 
to  close  up  the  housa  On  opening  the  paper  of  explana- 
tion, it  read  as  follows: 

''We,  the  undersigned,  consider  it  due  to  A.  J.  Cotton, 
for  his  services  as  temperance  lecturer,  as  a  minister  of  the 
Gospel,  and  school  teacher,  and  for  the  great  good  he  has 
affected  upon  society  generally,  to  tender  to  him,  as  a  tes- 
timonial of  our  respect,  for  those  servioes,  the  foUovring 

•abeoription,  for  tha  purpose  of  treating  himself  to  '  a  mtW 
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ocNit»'  as  '  a  Christmas  present' "    Ten  doUafs  enoloaod» 
with  the  list  of  sobscribers. 

A  thunder  clap  from  a  cloudless  skj  at  noonday,  ooold 
not  have  taken  me  with  a  more  sudden  surprise.  It  was, 
however,  a  very  pleasant  surprise,  set  on  foot  by  my  good 
friend  Robinson  and  lady,  by  whom  five  dollars  more  were 
given  to  treat  my  good  lady  to  a  new  dress  also.  Precioos 
are  such  friends,  and  precious  their  remembrance.  My 
hand  in,  I  will  finish  my  coat  story.  While  President  of 
the  County  Temperance  Society,  I  contented  myself  with 
rather  a  shabby  coat  for  such  a  high  dignitary,  because  I 
had  not  the  means  to  do  better.  And  my  heart  was  too 
warmly  engaged  in  the  good  cause,  to  think  much  about 
my  coat,  which  was  comfortable,  if  not  respectable.  At 
which  time  a  very  kind  friend  approached  me,  very  timidly 
and  cautiously,  lest  he  should  wound  my  pride — ^wished  to 
know  if  I  would  take  it  kindly,  if  my  friends  should  pre- 
sent me  a  new  coat  He  was  authorized  to  ask  me,  and 
if  acceptable,  to  assure  me  that  the  coat  should  be  forth- 
coming. I  assured  him  tliat  it  would  be  a  most  timely  and 
acceptable  present,  the  like  of  which,  however,  had  not 
entered  into  my  imagination.  Enough  said,  added  he,  and 
we  parted,  he  to  report  progress,  and  I  to  enjoy  happy 
dreams,  and  soon  a  new  coat  Well,  I  looked  and  waited, 
and  waited  and  looked,  but  I  never  heard  another  word 
about  the  coat.  I  suppose  it  was  intended  as  a  hint  that 
the  president  should  wear  a  better  coat  Well,  however, 
that  I  did  not  treat  myself  to  one,  as  my  "  coat  of  tar  and 
feathers"  story  well  demonstrates.  Reader,  did  you  ever 
hear  about  that  ?  Perhaps  not,  I  have  kept  that  pretty 
close  to  myself,  but  will  now  disclose  it  as  an  incident 
worthy  of  note  in  my  eventful  lifa  I  name  it  here,  because 
it  comes  in  well  with  my  other  coat  stories.  Well,-  this  is 
it:  I  had  my  old  coat  on,  bound  to  the  Grand  Division  at 
Patriot  several  years  ago,  called  at  Rising  Sun  on  my  way, 
and  made  a  temperance  speech  in  the  evening,  to  a  crowded 
house ;  had  excellent  order,  and,  as  I  thought,  »  right  good 
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time,  felt  pleased  myself,  and  thoagbt  eyerybody  else  did ; 
went  home  to  share  the  kind  hospitalities  of  my  yenerable 
and  good  friend  Judge  Jelley  and  lady,  where  I  was  most 
kindly  entertained,  as  I  eyer  had  been.  Well,  early  in  the 
morning,  two  very  good-looking  gentlemen,  whom  I  thought 
I  had  seen  before,  called  upon  me,  and  desired  me,  for  the 
Bake  of  a  little  chat,  to  take  a  walk  with  them,  and  sup- 
posing all  fur  that  looked  fair,  I  readily  assented.  Chi 
and  on  we  went,  and  nothing  new  or  novel  was  introduced. 
I  began  to  think  something  was  up,  but  what,  for* the  life 
of  me  I  could  not  conjectura  At  last  they  said,  we  will 
eall  in  here,  and  in  we  all  went,  when  lo  I  they  accosted 
me  about  in  this  manner:  Now,  sir,  just  off  with  yoor  ooat 
What  do  you  mean  ?  said  I.  Off  with  your  coat,  sir.  If 
you  do  not,  we  will  do  it  for  you.  01  gentlemen,  you 
oant  be  in  eamest--did  I  ever  think  I  should  come  to  this  7 
No  time  to  parley,  sir,  everything  is  all  ready  for  yon, 
and  seising  my  old  coat,  off  they  took  it,  and  in  double 
quick  time  dab  they  took  me,  and  had  me  completely  clad  in 

a  coat  of as  beautiful  broadcloth  as  ever  mortal  need  to 

wear.  "  The  tar  and  feathers  "  I  escaped,  you  see ;  and  the 
Bev.  B.  F.  Morris,  that  celebrated  Presbyterian  Minister, 
and  the  Rev.  Wm.  M.  Fralcy,  their  excellent  stationed  min- 
ister, were  the  gentlemen  who  led  off  in  this  matter.  And 
thus  ends  my  coat  stories,  which  for  good  reasons,  I  have 
ohosen  thus  to  report. 

Miss  Eliza,  Sarah,  Jane,  Matilda,  Mary,  Adaline,  Albina, 
Maria,  Ellen,  Minerva,  Flora,  Melissa,  Elizabeth,  Angeline 
and  Sebra  Smith,  Miss  Hannah  Harrison,  Miss  Ann,  Glema 
and  Hannah  Robinson,  little  Miss  Goff,  Miss  Caroline, 
Sarah  Jane,  and  Mahala  Row,  Miss  Mary  Jane  Yandolah, 
Miss  Hannah  Jane  Ferree,  well  deserve  a  name  and  a  place 
in  my  little  book,  as  they  have  in  my  kind  and  fond  re- 
membrance. Miss  Mary  and  Miss  Susan  Scott,  though  never 
pupils  of  mine,  are  friends  worthy  of  all  praise ;  and  I  em- 
balm their  names  in  the  pages  of  my  little  book,  with  the 
Other  jonng  ladies  of  their  intimate  aoquaintanoe,  and  I  do 
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It  with  pletflim— >a  deeervod  trilmte  to  "modMly  wad 
worth.'' 

And,  I  think,  in  all  m  j  life,  thai  I  never  saw  a  move 
kind,  attentive,  and  datiful  daughter  to  an  afflicted  mother, 
tiian  mj  fair  friend,  Miee  Mary  E.  Yanhom.  Girls,  yoa 
ean  never  be  too  kind  to  yoor  good  mothers;  and  a  kind 
dotiful  ohild,  01  what  a  treasure.  Mj  friends  in  this  oom- 
monity  will  take  tiiis  extra  notice  kindly,  because  it  is  a 
just  tribute  which  they  themselves  accord  to  her.  -  Qirl^^ 
daughters— do  yon  hear  thatf  01  you  can  never  be  too 
kind  and  dutiful  to  your  good  and  afflicted  mothers.  I 
repeat  it,  you  never  can.  And  it  is  with  pleasure  that  I 
■end  the  name  and  the  example  of  Miss  Mary  E.  Yanhom. 
abroad  in  my  little  book,  as  worthy  of  all  pndse  and  all 
hnitation.  And  my  liitie  sweet  Angeline  is  all  affec- 
tion, and  kindness,  too.  GkK>d  old  Father  and  Mother  Smith 
are  both  over  80  years  of  age  —  the  oldest  couple— have 
lived  longer  together  as  "husband  and  wife,"  raised  one 
of  the  largest  and  best  families  of  children  in  all  this  com* 
mnnity,  and  that  is  saying  a  great  deal,  truly.  And  when 
they  shall  have  been  "  gathered  to  the  land  of  their  fathers,'' 
their  children,  and  their  grandchildren,  until  the  third  and 
fborth  generation 

<<  Shall  rise  up  and  call  them  blesMd." 

sawdon's  SCHOOLHOUSS, 

So  named  in  honor  of  my  good  friend,  Wm.  Sawdon,  a 
worthy  and  a  good  citiien,  who  has  a  fine  family,  and  a 
pleasant  home.  Father  and  Mother  Liddle,  of  precious  and 
sainted  memory,  are  no  more.  Gbod  old  Father  and  Mother 
Brown  reside  hera  My  good  friend,  John  Liddle,  has  long 
been  afflicted.  And  Robert  Huddleston  and  lady,  my 
highly  esteemed  friends,  lost  a  sweet  daughter,  under  cir- 
cumstances peculiarly  afflictive.  Wm.  Wfaittaker,  an  early 
and  good  citiien,  went  to  England  to  obtain  a  legacy,  and 
on  his  home-bound  passage,  perished  in  the  ill-fiited  steamer 
Jretk  that  was  kst^  and  eveiy  single  soul  on  boaid  par- 
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hihed.  Not  one  left  to  tell  the  story  of  haw,  or  Men,  or 
where.  All  is  a  total  blank  to  be  filled  by  vague  oonjectare. 
How  fearfal  and  solemn  the  contemplation  I  More  so  to 
me,  perhaps,  because  a  loved  brother  of  mine  perished  at 
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Here  I  taught  a  very  pleasant  and  agreeable  school,  all 
things  considered.  It  is  altogether  a  pleasant  district 
Bless  the  children,  how  I  long  to  see  them  all  again. 
John  Grubbs,  John  Garetson,  John  Darling,  George  Liddle, 
Wm.  and  Robert  Hansells,  Edward  Ewbank,  Wm.  Ewbank. 
Wm.  Smith,  Esq.,  John  Smith}  David  Smith,  and  James 
Gootee,  and  all  their  good  ladies  and  kind  children  have  my 
gratitude  and  my  love,  for  their  kindness  to  me,  as  do 
others  in  the  community.  Mrs.  Gootee  is  my  eariy  and 
highly  esteemed  friend,  is  a  most  excellent,  yet  much  afflict- 
ed lady,  but  has  a  kind  husband  and  a  pleasant  home. 
John  Hoagland  had  a  little  girl  burned  to  death,  by  her 
drees  taking  fire.  Here  were  the  honors  referred  to  in  my 
poem  paid  to 

"  Honest  Thomas  Miller." 

Here  the  Rev.  Stephen  Liddle,  a  very  useful,  and  an  ex* 
cellent  man,  lived  beloved,  and  died  lamented.  Here  a 
Mr.  O'Connor  was  found  dead,  out  in  the  woods.  Old 
Father  O'Connor,  Benjamin  and  Bfartin  Ewbank,  and 
fiunilies,  are  worthy  a  plaoe  among  my  earlV)  and  my  oher- 
iabed  friends. 

For  bear,  wolf  and  panther  stories,  all  in  this  community 
are  referred  to  my  good  but  afflicted  friend,  John  Grubb, 
who  will  "  astonish  you  jest"  The  same  story  all  the  way 
round.  To  please  the  children,  to  encourage  others,  and  to 
gratify  myself,  I  must  here  make  mention  of  my  liUle  class, 
at  least,  little  Jane  Ann,  and  Elisabeth  Smith,  little 
Angeline  and  Adaline  Hansel,  Elisabeth  Miller,  Sarah 
O'Connor,  and  Mary  Jane  Ewbank  were  dear,  sweet,  in* 
^fT^y*^g  little  gir]0»  all  dearly  loved,  and  fondly  oberiehej 
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stilL  Boys,  if  I  name  your  dear,  kind  sisters,  jcm  musk  not 
teke  it  amiss,  if  I  omit  your  names.  It  is  not  because  yon 
are  forgotten,  nor  because  you  are  not  loved ;  but  because 
I  can  not  spare  the  room.  And  what  I  now  say  unto  you, 
''  I  say  unto  all,"  the  second  time,  and  do  n't  forf^t  it 
Cost  what  it  may,  I  am  unwilling  to  pass  unnoticed.  Miss 

Sarah Gootee,  Miss  Mary  Jane,  and  MIm  Susan 

Qrubbs,  Miss  Mary  Ann  Hansells,  Margaret  Liddle,  Miss 
Mary  Jane  and  Miss  Rachel  Ewbank,  whose  names  and 
memories  I  fondly  cherish,  as  dearly  loved  pupils  of  mina 

GUILFORD. 

Here  a  good  brother  kindly  received  me,  but  "sawed  me 
off  at  the  knees,"  almost  before  I  had  taken  my  seat  He 
said  he  had  been  so  much  imposed  upon  that  he  would 
never  subscribe  for  another  book;  and  beside  all  that,  he 
had  learned  that  by  waiting  awhile,  he  could  get  them  for 
about  half  price.  Thinks  I  to  myself—"  my  cake  is  dough 
here,  sure,"  which  threw  me  into  "  a  fit  of  the  blues ;" 
when  what  should  happen,  but  my  young  friend,  Benjamin 
M'Collough,  invited  me  over  to  his  offica  He  said  he  had 
to  leave  on  business,  and  could  not  be  at  my  meeting,  but 
handed  me  over  two  dollars,  "  book  or  no  book."  That  was 
both  liberal  and  kind,  and  I  learn  his  misfortune  with  sor- 
row. The  house  was  well  filled,  and  nearly  twenty  sub- 
scribers obtained,  and  several  dollars  voluntarily  prepaid. 
A  bad  beginning  sometimes  ends  welL  My  friend  dealt 
with  me  honestly,  and  doubtless,  has  often  been  impoeed 
upon ;  so  the  greater  will  be  the  compliment  should  he  pa- 
tronize my  work,  after  he  sees  it,  a  result  that  I  confidently 
anticipate.  I  think  he  is  good  for  two  or  more  copies  at 
the  subscription  pricei  They  will  be  more,  instead  of  less, 
all  the  time,  and  no  mistake. 

The  first  Quarterly  Meeting  I  ever  attended,  in  this 
county,  was  at  good  old  Father  and  Mother  Ewbank's. 
Bishop  George  preached,  and,  oh,  such  preaching!  —  the 
whole  atmosphere  and  tmarj  thing  around  seemed  holy 
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and  heavenly.  The  text  and  sermon  I  distinctly  remember 
to  this  day.  **  Deliver  us  from  evil,"  eta,  was  the  text — 
the  conclusion  of  the  Lord's  Prayer.  The  sainted  bishop, 
and  Father  and  Mother  Ewbank  have  gone  to  their  friends 
and  to  their  reward  in  heaven,  no  doubt.  David  Ewbank, 
a  son,  and  a  twin  brother  of  my  worthy  friend,  Mra  Fanny 
Hall,  was  suddenly  killed,  by  the  falling  of  a  tree,  forty 
years  aga  Old  Father  Morgan  was  drowned  in  attempting 
to  ford  the  creek,  here.  John  Ewbank  and  his  excellent 
fiunily  occupy  the  old  homestead,  in  the  enjoyment  of  great 
peace  and  plenty.  Thomas,  one  of  **  the  excellent  of  the 
earth,"  died  recently,  loved  and  lamented.  His  good  lady, 
deeply  afflicted,  is  comforted  with  good  children.  Rhoda,  a 
dear  and  ever  cherished  pupil,  has  passed  from  earth  away, 
leaving  one  of  the  kindest  husbands,  and  several  children, 
who  are  tenderly  cared  for  by  her  good  sister,  Catharine, 
another  loved  and  cherished  pupil ;  as  are  Miss  Ellen  and 
Miss  Hannah  Ewbank,  and  others — all  fondly  dear  to  my 
heart,  engraven  in  my  affections,  and  registered  in  my 
book.  Squire  Huddleston,  Virgil  Dowdon,  the  Campbells, 
the  Robinsons,  and  others,  are  aU  my  early  and  pre- 
cious friends. 

Now  for  a  turke^^story  worth  telling.  Mra  Squire  La- 
aenby,  then  a  Miss  Rawling,  and  one  of  those  twice  fifteen 
children,  which  only  amounted  to  sixteen,  by  a  new  mode 
of  computation,  once  saw  a  large  flock  of  wild  turkeys  in 
the  field.  The  men  being  all  absent,  she  seised  one  of  the 
loaded  rifles,  and  out  she  put  Having  heard  that  "two 
birds  might  be  killed  with  one  stone,"  she  thought  it  a 
good  time  to  make  the  experiment  whether  two  turkeya 
oould  not  be  killed  with  one  ball.  So  taking  her  time,  two 
came  in  range,  and  bang  went  the  gun,  and  down  went  Miss 
Rawling,  flat  upon  her  back,  with  a  heavy  kick  from  her 
gun,  in  not  holding  it  firmly  to  her  shoulder.  A  little 
amnsed  and  mortified  at  her  awkward  predicament,  and 
suppoeing,  as  she  had  fallen  herself,  all  else  had  escaped 
vnhorti  she  gathered  herself  up  foran  ingjlorioiis  reireali 


440  €X)tton's  keepsake. 

what  k) !  to  her  infinite  sarpriee  and  gratificaiioiiy  she  Mv 
a  torkey  in  the  "  flurries/'  and  rashiog  toward  it,  eaw  an- 
other. She  picked  both  up,  and  marched  home  in  triumph, 
■neh  as  Queen  ^Yic"  never  experienced,  perchance,  when 
mounting  the  throne  in  Parliament 

What  do  you  say  to  that,  girls  ?  —  a  young  forest  lady 
kill  two  turkeys  at  a  shot!  Another  beat  an  Indian  at  a 
mark,  and  shot  deer  and  turkeys  from  her  door.  La, 
bless  me  1  I  can  "  beat  that  all  hollow"  myself  I  have 
shot  at  turkeys  out  of  my  own  window,  and  neither  hurt 
them,  nor  myself  either.  I  once  shot  nine  times  at  a  squir- 
rel, in  the  same  manner;  ammunition  and  patience  both 
fidling,  I  gave  it  up  for  a  bad  job,  and  left  him  alone  in 
his  glory.  But  it  settled  one  question  in  my  mind  very 
dearly  —  that  you  could  never  kill  a  squirrel  by  shooting 
at  him  and  not  hitting  him,  as  some  say  M«y  have ;  for  if 
missing  him  nine  times  hand  running  would  not  bring 
him,  I  should  like  to  know  by  what  rule  one  miss 
would?  Seriously,  since  the  injury  in  my  breast,  I  could 
Bever  steady  my  hand  with  any  degree  of  certainty,  either 
to  shoot  or  write.  But  do  n't  this  story  match  the  ladies 
admirably? 

CAMBRIDOB 

Is  the  resting-place  of  the  immortal  Jacob  Blasdell  (see 
poem).  Jonathan  and  Enoch,  and  others  of  the  excellent 
Blasdell  family,  reside  here,  in  honor,  peace,  and  plenty, 
my  ever  constant  friends.  Here,  too,  is  Squire  Dawson,  a 
worthy  son  of  old  John  Dawson,  who  settled  here  more 
than  sixty  years  ago.  Indians  once  entered  his 'cabin  in  a 
menacing  manner,  and  attempted  to  tomahawk  his  wife, 
and,  of  course,  himself,  toa  As  he  could  talk  Indian  well, 
he  drew  his  rifle  upon  them,  told  them  not  to  stir  upon 
their  peril,  for  the  first  one  that  moved  his  tomahawk  would 
be  a  dead  man.  Holding  them  all  at  bay,  he  talked  to 
them,  and  then  told  them  all  to  retire  in  peace  and  quiets 
they  promptly  obeyed.    There  are  pj^etenee  of  mind 
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and  intrepidity  for  yon,  in  the  hoar  of  peril,  worthy  a  Ro- 
man general!  He  once  came  suddenly  upon  a  large  pan- 
ther, which  was  intent  upon  other  game,  and  shot  him 
when  within  a  few  paces  of  him,  just  as  the  panther  was 
making  ready  for  him.  He  once  brought  a  large  cast-iron 
kettle,  clear  from  Cincinnati,  upon  his  shoulder  and  upon 
his  horse.  He  kiUed  a  large  elk  on  the  Darling  Ridge, 
more  than  fifty  years  ago,  and  the  last  of  the  kind  in  this 
legion.  These  are  scenes  in  a  forest  life,  for  you,  worth 
preeerring. 

Here  old  Father  Ray  was  drowned  —  the  "Old  Man  of 
the  Mountain,"  whose  poem  we  have  already  quoted.  He 
was  quite  a  writer,  and  father  of  Martin  M.  Ray,  of  Indi- 
anapolis, a  gentleman  of  worth  and  of  extensive  fame. 
Captain  Gibbs,  of  Mexican  notoriety,  resides  here,  as  do 
also  my  other  friends,  the  Knapps,  the  Craigs,  the  Now^ 
lands,  the  Robinsons,  and  other  friends,  all  good  and  true. 
My  venerable  friends,  old  Father  and  Mother  Frasier,  once 
Had  a  fearful  runaway,  and  both  were  badly  injured.  They 
still  live,  at  a  good  ripe  old  age,  surrounded  with  plenty, 
and  beloved  by  friends. 

Here  was  the  first  incorporated  ooUege  in  the  State,  I 
believe ;  a  timber  house,  some  twenty  by  twenty-four  feet 
square,  and  here  it  still  stands,  in  a  dilapidated  state.  A 
log  building  for  a  college  1  Did  you  ever  ?  Yee,  such  was 
the  beginning  of  our  high  literary  institutions,  which  now 
beautify  and  adorn  the  State. — "  Despise  not  the  day  of 
mall  things." 

Why,  reader,  the  first  schoolhouse  I  ever  occupied  wai 
built  of  round  logs,  chinked  and  pointed  with  mud,  pun- 
cheon floors,  cat  chimney,  and  oiled  paper  for  glass,  as 
before  stated:  and  if  I  don't  know  something  about  a 
pioneer's  Hfe,  who  does  t  Well,  we  have  excellent  school- 
koQMt,  and  seminaries,  and  colleges  now,  and  I  r^oioe 
thai  I  have  lived  to  see  ii  0  my  young  readers,  how  you 
oni^  to  appredafee  and  improTe  your  "better  i&heritanoa." 
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SALT  FORK  GHUBCH. 

Good  old  Jeha  Goodwin  settled  in  this  coun^  in  ISOOi 
Indians  were  numerous,  and  richly  ornamented  with  silTer 
and  other  showy  trinkets;  for  a  single  load  of  powder, 
oould  purchase  much  silyer ;  could  talk  Indian  well ;  once 
went  to  their  camp,  near  Georgetown,  and  joined  in  their 
sports;  could  ou^ump,  outrun,  and  outshoot  them;  per- 
formed all  these  feats  in  one  day,  and  jocosely  said :  "  In- 
dian good  for  nothing.  I  beat  him  at  jump,  run,  and  shoot, 
and  now  I  can  beat  him  with  bow  and  arrow."  That  was 
an  indignity  not  to  be  borne,  and  in  a  moment  an  Indian 
seized  his  bow,  and  drew  a  bead  upon  him — ^his  eye  flash- 
ing fire ;  and  he  thought  himself  **  a  goner ;''  but  another 
Indian  in  a  moment  seized  his  arm,  and  turned  away  hit 
shot,  and  he  escaped,  as  by  a  miracle.  He  trembles  now 
when  he  calls  the  scene  up  to  mind. 

Saw  fine  elk,  but  never  had  the  good  fortune  to  take 
one;  killed  one  deer,  with  six  balls  in  it,  all  well  and 
sound.  A  bear  once  suddenly  sprang  upon  him ;  he 
drew  his  tomahawk ;  bear  wheeled  and  escaped.  He  and 
his  dog  had  many  a  hard  tussle  with  bears,  wolves,  and 
panthers. 

''Me  and  the  old  woman  have  lived  together  fifty-five 
years,"  said  he,  "and  never  had  a  quarrel  nor  a  fight 
yet"  "No,"  said  his  good  lady,  pleasantly;  "I  started 
off  right  with  him,  and  have  had  no  difficulty  since." 
Fifly-five  years  without  a  quarrel  or  a  fight,  and  all  owing 
to  a  right  start  I  Young  gentlemen  and  ladies  do  all  they 
can  to  please  and  to  win  the  affections  of  each  other,  get 
married,  and  then  to  start  right,  the  gentleman  sets  up 
his  authority  to  let  his  better  half  know,  in  the  start,  that 
he  will  never  submit  to  "petticoat  government,"  and  the 
lady  sets  up  that  she  is  not  to  be  a  slave,  to  be  domineered 
over  by  her  husband ;  and  this  they  call  starting  right-— live 
in  strife  and  confusion;  quarrel  and  fight  like  oats  and 
dogs ;  wear  out  Itfe  in  pain  and  sorrow,  and  die  onloyed  and 
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anlamented.  Young  ladies  are  sometimes  very  oaptiTating 
and  lovely ;  keep  every  thing  as  nice  and  **  neat  as  a  pink  '^ 
about  them ;  get  married ;  set  up  for  themselves ;  become 
slovenly  and  careless,  fretful  and  peevish;  make  home  a 
prison  house  and  a  bedlam;  drive  their  husbands  to  dis- 
traction ;  drive  them  from  home ;  and  in  they  plunge  into 
dissipation,  to  drown  their  grief  and  mortification;  their 
wives  making  a  wonderful  ado  about  neglect  and  dissipa- 
tion, when  they  have  brought  all  upon  themselves,  by  what 
they  thought  was  **  starting  off  right"  I  am  emphatically, 
and  I  believe,  by  universal  consent,  am  admitted  to  be  most 
emphatically  a  lady's  man,  nor  would  I  be  any  thing  else ; 
yet  I  know  ladies  who  have  mean,  worthless,  drunken  hus- 
bands, that  are  a  thousand  times  too  good  for  them,  because 
they  have  made  them  what  they  are  by  their  own  neglect 
and  willfulness.  I  tell  you  that  such  do  not  start  off  right 
**  Mother  Goodwin,  you  say  you  started  off  right,  and  have 
Uoed  happy  all  your  days;  will  you  please  impart  the 
happy  secret?"  "0,  certainly;  after  J  was  married,  I 
took  more  pains  to  accommodate  and  please  my  husband 
than  I  did  before,  and  he  has  always  done  the  same  by  me.'' 
"0  hoi  really  been  'sparking'  all  your  days,  eh?"  "Just 
80,"  said  she;  "that's  the  way  to  do  it  always."  Do  yoa 
hear  that,  girls?  Boys,  do  you?  "A  word  to  the  wise  is 
sufficient" 

Father  Gk>odwin  knew  a  Mr.  William  G ,  an  Indian 

captive,  who  eould  charm  all  the  birds  around  him;  has 
seen  as  many  as  two  dozen  fluttering  around  his  head  and 
shoulders  at  a  time ;  has  seen  him  do  it  often,  any  where  in 
the  woods.  Who  can  explain?  What  wonder  next?  Wait 
a  little,  and  I  will  tell  you.  (See  Pennsylvaniaburg.)  Enoeh 
Jackson,  a  strong  and  popular  man  in  the  county,  an  ex- 
representative,  lost  the  sight  of  both  his  eyes  in  a  very 
sudden  and  painful  manner,  and  then  was  thrown  from  a 
runaway  horse  and  buggy,  broke  his  thigh,  and  is  a  man 
of  sore  affliction,  sharing  largely  in  the  commiseration  of 
his  friends;  wm  onoe  my  competitor  fon  offioe,  and  the 
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vont  thing  I  erer  sidd  aboat  him  was  laid  in  great  plea 
eantiy:  ''General  Jaokeon,  at  New  Oiieane,  kept  behiat 
the  cotton,  and  I  hope  my  friende  will  keep  Enoeh  a  litde 
behind,  too  \"  and  a  roar  of  langhter  followed,  I  mseiire  yoo. 
I,  however,  declined  a  poll,  finr  which  my  firienda  chide  m 
to  this  day.    All  for  the  best,  friends. 

Old  Esekial  Jackson,  for  years  representative,  was  twist 
badly  bitten  by  a  oopperhead-snaka  £dward  Jackson  wss 
killed  by  the  falling  of  a  tree,  years  aga  Many  penoos 
here  have  died  suddenly  with  the  milk  sickneea  My 
friends,  Charles  and  Amanda  Philbrick,  one  of  my  most 
cherished  pupils,  gave  me  a  warm  reception  and  kind  en- 
tertainment. Called  upon  my  friend,  Thomas  Langdak^ 
and  was  never  more  pleasingly  and  happily  entertained. 
His  estimable  daughter,  Jane,  is  lady  of  the  house,  sinos 
the  death  of  her  dear  good  mother;  and  I  must  say,  I 
never  knew  a  daughter  perform  such  a  task  better ;  **  neat 
as  a  pink/'  and  "  smart  as  a  steel-trap/'  as  was  her  yoonger 
sister,  Martha.  Every  thing  in  and  about  the  house  was 
kept  in  "apple-pie  order."  Expressing  my  admiration  to 
her  neighbors,  Uiey  said  that  she  was  an  exception;  that 
no  encomium  could  exceed  her  merit  If  she  is  not  what 
some  would  call  "a  perfect  beauty,"  she  certainly  is  a  very 
eomely  young  lady,  and  her  neat  appearance,  affability  of 
manners,  intelligence  of  mind,  and  amiability  of  hearty 
makes  her  both  lovely  and  beautiful,  indeed.  And  if  I 
were  a  young  man,  I  should,  perchance,  conceal  this  rich 
jewel,  until  I  could  exultingly  call  it  my  ovm,  or  at  least 
Iry  so  to  da  I  devote  this  space  as  an  act  of  justice  to 
my  fair  friend.  Miss  Langdale,  and  to  encourage  all  other 
daughters,  similarly  circumstanced,  to  "go  thou  and  do 
likevnsa'^ 

WESLET  CHAPEL. 

John  Gibson,  a  revolutionary  soldier,  died  here.  His 
lady,  at  ninety,  is  smart  and  active.  Here  is  the  residence 
of  the  fiey.  Thomas  Hargetl^  one  of  the  most  eminent  looal 
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fyreaoheTS  in  the  ooantj,  to  whom,  as  to  Robert  Haddockt 
Daniel  Olond,  John  Gibson,  and  others,  I  am  mnch  indebted 
fbr  the  interest  taken  in  my  book  enterprise. 

My  everssherished  friend,  John  Wilson,  died  suddenly, 
after  a  short  but  painful  illness.  His  brother  Daniel  died 
soon  after,  with  the  apoplexy.  A  son  of  good  old  Father 
Bean  came  running  around  the  comer  of  the  house  at  the 
exact  moment  when  a  man  had  shot  at  a  mark.  The  ball 
took  him  fair  in  the  head,  and  he  fell  a  bleeding  corpse  in 
his  tracks. 

For  the  first  time  in  my  life,  I  haye  this  day  stood  by 
the  grave  of  Amasa  FuHer,  who  was  executed  at  Lawrence- 
burgh,  many  a  long  year  ago.  (See  Ballad.)  And  the 
whole  "tragic  scene''  came  up  yividly  before  me  again. 
I  saw  him  come  out  of  the  jail — saw  him  baptized  and 
partake  of  the  holy  sacrament — saw  Elder  Daniel  Plummer, 
with  uplifted  hands,  and  heard  his  stentorian  voice,  as 
though  he  intended  to  make  the  whole  worid  hear— 
warn  young  gentlemen  and  ladies  to  be  careful  how 
they  trifle  with  '*  won  affections  and  plighted  tows."  Saw 
the  cap  drawn  over  poor  Fuller's  face — saw  him  drop— , 
saw  him  struggle  in  death — saw  him  cut  down — saw  the 
lancet  applied,  if,  peradventure,  it  might  resuscitate  him-* 
saw  him  handed  over  to  his  friends  to  be  buried ;  and 
here,  poor  man,  he  lies.  And  here,  too,  by  his  side  lies 
the  friend  who  took  charge  of  him,  whose  history  adds 
much  to  the  interest  of  the  tragic  scene.  The  sketch  which 
I  am  about  to  give  has  no  parallel  in  all  the  hbtory  of 
the  world,  at  least  so  far  as  I  am  acquainted — too  painful 
to  read,  and  yet  too  singular  to  be  lost  For  it  is  the 
Daniel  Fuller,  who  took  charge  of  the  body  of  Amasa, 
after  his  execution.  Shortly  afler  that  he  had  a  falling 
out  with  a  Mr.  Goulding,  a  brother-in-laW|  brother  to  his 
lady.  Goulding  called  Fuller  out  into  the  door,  and  after 
a  few  words,  shot  him  through  the  body,  just  below  the 
heart.  Fuller  fell,  then  got  up,  went  into  the  house,  lin- 
fered  several  hoars  in  pain,  and  died.    Gouldbg  passed 
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down  the  lane  a  short  diBtaaoe,  re4oaded  hig  rifle,  appUed 
the  mucsle  to  his  breast,  and  -mih  his  ramrod  disohaiged 
it,  receiving  the  fall  oontentB,  and  fell,  bat  sarriyed  a  few 
hoars,  and  expired  a  few  moments  after  FuUer  did.  Those 
who  were  witnesses  of  the  scene  say  it  beggars  all  descrip^ 
tion.  The  gashing  blood,  the  writhing  yietims,  the  oat* 
cries  of  distracted  friends,  may  be  oonoeired  bat  told  neyer. 
Well,  a  few  years  after  this,  a  brother  of  this  man,  Qonld- 
XBg,  hong  himself  at  Wibnington,  as  before  noticed,  and 
another  brother,  I  belieye,  accidentally  shot  himself  while 
crossing  the  Ohio  riyer,  as  before  noticed,  alsa  So  macfa, 
then,  for  the  tragic  end  of  the  Goulding  fiunily.  And  now 
for  the  Faller  family — Amasa  was  hung,  Daniel,  we  hawe 
jast  said,  was  shot,  his  two  sons  both  died  together  in  the 
hospital  down  south ;  one  of  his  brothers  was  all  mangled 
and  torn  in  a  mill  just  below  Harrison ;  another  brother 
was  taken  captive  by  the  Indians — ^made  his  escape — fell 
into  a  dispute  with  a  man  in  Illinois,  who  struck  him  with 
a  heavy  hoe  upon  the  head,  and  he  fell,  and  gasped,  and 
died.  And  to  crown  the  climax,  old  Father  Fuller  was 
charged  in  early  time  with  killing  an  Indian — the  sheriff 
arrested  him  upon  his  warrant,  took  him  upon  a  horse  for 
Cincinnati,  and  to  make  sure  of  him,  tied  his  feet  ander 
the  horse  and  started,  but,  having  no  roads,  following 
blazed  tracks  and  by-paths,  they  accidentally  ran  afoul  of 
a  large  hornet's  nest,  the  hornets  alighting  both  upon  him 
and  the  horse,  he  lost  his  balance,  the  horse,  maddened 
and  frightened  to  frensy,  ran  off  with  might  and  main, 
dashing  the  old  gentleman  against  trees,  logs,  and  every- 
thing else,  until  his  brains  and  all  his  bowels  were  dashed 
and  torn  out,  and  he  literally  torn  into  shreds  and  atoms. 
This,  if  not  minutely,  is  all  substantially  correct  It  occur- 
red not  in  the  far-off  isles  of  the  sea ;  it  is  not  a  story  of 
fiction,  but  of  truth,  that  took  place  right  here  in  oar 
midst,  in  Dearborn  county,  and  State  of  Indiana;  and  I 
am  a  living  witness  to  much  of  it  mysel£    What  a  hiaiorj  I 
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What  a  tragical  mortality  1  What  a  lesson  to  contemplate  I 
And  where,  0,  where  can  its  parallel  be  found?  "  He  that 
leadeth,  let  him  understand." 

bonham's  SCHOOLHOUSE. 

That  excellent  man,  Aaron  Bonham,  and  his  good  lady, 
have  resided  in  this  county  more  than  sixty  years.  Mrs. 
Bonham,  then  a  Miss  Quard,  sister  to  Bayley  Guard,  that 
worthy  citizen,  once  encountered  a  bear,  as  before  noticed. 
Friend  Bonham  had  a  fearful  runaway  thirty  years  ago, 
and  has  been  injured  by  it  ever  since.  Here,  too,  is  my 
merry  friend,  Reuben  RogerS|  for  years  the  county  auditor, 
and  an  excellent  officer,  seldom  if  ever  equaled,  and  surely 
never  surpassed.  Reuben  is  some,  I  tell  ye  1  My  friends 
here  did  a  noble  part  by  me.  Here  Scoggins  was  murdered. 
(See  Ballad.)  A  son  of  Wm.  Jackson,  his  supposed  mur- 
derer, accidentally  shot  himself  and  died,  poor  fellow.  A 
Mr.  Lemon  was  gored  to  death  by  one  of  his  oxen  in  the 
yard — a  fearful  and  a  tragic  scene.  John  Donnaho  was 
suddenly  killed  by  the  falling  of  a  tree.  Here  was  the 
former  residence  of  our  worthy  friends,  Jacob  Dennis  and 
Aaron  Sooggin,  early  settlers,  now  no  more. 

BUGAR  GROYB  CHURCH. 

Here  I  find  my  old  neighbor  and  friend  Robert 
McCracken,  the  first  settler  in  Manchester.  (See  Man- 
chester.) Here,  too,  is  the  venerable  Father  and  Mother 
Crozier,  who  have  resided  in  the  county  for  more  than  a 
half  century — ^have  lived  together  as  man  and  wife  about 
sixty  years — ^have  raised  a  large  family,  of  whom  Hon. 
John  Crozier,  of  Sparta,  ex-representative,  is  one,  and  a 
first  rate  citizen,  at  that  Joseph  Stephens,  a  distinguished 
citizen,  resides  here.  I  once  decided  a  long  and  vexatious 
chancery  suit,  to  which  he  was  a  party,  in  part  upon 
gronnds  that  neither  party  had  suggested,  and  which  de- 
cision seined  satisfactory  to  both  the  litigant  parties,  and 
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tfiiu  ended  a  long  and  yexations  snit  The  reminisoenoe 
is  to  me  a  pleasing  reflection,  and  hence  I  record  it  here. 
Mj  early  and  ever-cherished  friends  Joseph  Adams  and 
Matthew  Swann  "lie  slumbering  with  the  peaceful  dead." 

ELIZABETHTOWNy 

So  named  in  honor  of  Mrs.  Elisabeth  Mills,  wife  of  Isaac 
Mills,  and  sister  to  Judge  Dunn,  one  of  the  most  excellent 
women  that  ever  lived.  Her  kind,  good  husband  died  sud- 
denly, while  attending  Quarterly  Meeting,  at  Manchester, 
and  was  returned  to  a  most  fond  wife  and  famOy 

"  sail  and  cold  in  death." 
She  survived  him  several  years,  and  then  "fell  asleep  in 
Jesus."  Uer  son,  General  Charles  Mills,  one  of  the  finest 
men  in  all  my  acquaintance,  died  in  rather  a  singular  man- 
ner, universally  beloved  and  lamented.  A  Mr.  Ilays  fell 
from  his  wagon,  many  years  ago,  broke  his  leg — the  bone 
actually  pinning  him  to  the  earth.  Refusing  amputation, 
died  with  a  fearful  convulsion,  while  I  held  his  hand  in 
mine.  A  youngster,  sitting  upon  the  ground,  and  throwing 
his  knife  each  side  of  his  leg,  in  play,  accidentally  severed 
the  femoral  artery  in  his  thigh,  and  bled  to  death.  Poor 
boy  I  Another  excellent  young  man  was  picking  the  flint 
of  his  gun,  when  it  accidentally  went  off",  and  killed  hii 
kind  little  friend;  which  almost  grieved  him  to  death. 
A  Mr.  Dickinson,  also,  moved  away,  and  hung  himself, 
much  to  the  grief  of  his  dear  children,  whom  I  know  and 
love.  Uere  Mrs.  Abraham  was  consumed  by  fire  in  her 
wagon,  as  before  noticed.  My  friends,  Lewis  Dunn  and 
lady,  and  good  old  Father  and  Mother  Soroggins,  and  that 
most  precious  and  good  woman,  Mrs.  McIIenry,  and  Mr& 
Dr.  Brower,  have  left  their  friends  upon  earth  to  join  those 
that  are  in  heaven.  The  doctor  has  married  another  ex- 
cellent lady  —  a  fortune  he  well  deserved.  My  venerable 
friend,  Major  McIIenry,  still  survives  at  a  good  old  age ;  so 
does  my  cherished  friend,  good  old  Mother  Tebow.  Both 
have  been  exceedingly  kind  to  me. 
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In  1826, 1  taught  school  here,  through  the  kind  influenoo 
of  my  friend,  Dr.  Brower,  T^hose  kindness  I  can  never  for- 
get nor  sufficiently  acknowledge.  Lawyer  Abram  Brower 
was  then  one  of  my  best  pupils.  Neither  of  us  then  anti- 
cipated our  future  connections  or  future  destinies,  as  before 
intimated.  Uis,  at  least,  is  a  bright  and  brilliant  one.  0, 
how  sweet  the  cherished  remembrance  of  my  pupils  and  of 
all  my  old  Elizabethtown  friends. 

I  hare  already  said  that  Major  McHenry  and  lady  were 
exceedingly  kind.  They  were  constant  and  liberal  in  their 
favors,  and  of  course,  I  and  my  lady  felt  under  great  obli- 
gations to  them,  and  both  really  longed  for  an  opportunity 
to  show  it ;  at  last  it  presented  itself,  and  we  gladly  em- 
braced it.  The  major  said  if  we  would  not  take  it  amiss, 
his  lady  would  be  pleased  if  mine  would  pick  a  little  wool 
for  them — some  fifteen  or  twenty  pouuda  "0,  certainly, 
with  greaf  pleasure,"  said  Mrs.  Cotton.  Well,  along  came 
the  wool,  and  we  both  "  pitched  into  it"  with  a  hearty  good 
will.  When  completed,  the  major  examined  it,  and  said  it 
was  decidedly  the  nicest  job  of  the  kind  he  ever  had  done. 

**  How  much  shall  I  pay  you  for  it,  Mrs.  Cotton  ?" 

'*  Pay  I  why,  sir,  do  n't  say  pay ;  you  are  a  thousand  times 
welcome  to  it,"  said  Mrs.  Cotton,  *'yoa  have  been^so  ex- 
ceedingly kind  to  us." 

"  Well,  now,  Mrs.  Cotton,  we  intended  this  wool  as  a  pre- 
lent  to  you,  so  soon  as  picked,"  said  the  major. 

And  sure  enough,  he  would  take  neither  pay  nor  wool ; 
thus  we  had  the  materials  for  a  good  web  of  cloth,  which 
served  us  well  and  timely.  We  could  scarcely  sleep  that 
night  for  joy  and  gratitude,  for  to  us,  at  the  time,  it  vras  a 
'*  lifi"  indeed,  and  a  noble  and  generous  act,  too  good  to  be 
untold.  Most  gratefully  do  I  cherish  the  names  of  Major 
McHenry  and  his  sainted  precious  lady,  and  my  loved  little 
Margaret  and  Frances,  pupils  ever  dear  to  my  heart.  May 
we  M  meet  at  last  in  *'  that  better  land  above.''  Even  so, 
amen. 

38 
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LOCUST  GROVB  SCHOOLHOUSE 

I«  in  the  neighborhood  of  Bond's  old  milL  In  early 
times  I  got  my  grinding  done  here ;  ft  toar  and  a  trip  of 
some  two  or  three  days,  as  noticed  in  my  ''Forest  Ode.'' 
The  old  gentleman  and  lady  passed  away  years  ago,  loved 
and  lamented.  Their  son,  Edmund,  one  of  the  finest,  most 
generous-hearted  young  men  I  ever  knew,  came  to  a  poiiir 
ful  and  tragic  death.  Leading  a  young  horse  from  the 
stable,  he  wound  the  halter  around  his  hand,  so  as  to  hare 
a  sure  and  fiist  hold.  The  horse  came  out,  rearing  and 
pitching  in  a  frolioksome  manner,  took  the  torn  on  him, 
and  ran  off.  His  hand  being  held  fast,  Blr.  Bond  was  soon 
prostrated,  and  the  horse  took  fright,  dragging  him  all  o?er 
the  yard,  hitting  him  against  posts  and  fences,  actually 
dashed  his  brains  out,  tore  his  hand  from  his  wrist,  and 
lefi  him  a  mangled  and  bleeding  corpse.  So  much  for 
making  his  hand  fast. 

I  used  to  think  that  Charles  Mills,  Edward  Hunt,  and 
Edmund  Bond  were  three  as  nice  young  gentlemen  as  I 
ever  knew,  and  still  think  so.  Mr.  Hunt  only  lives,  and 
is  an  out-and-out  gentleman — ^a  No.  1,  all  the  time.  Here 
Wm.  Tiancaster,  brother  to  Robert  Lancaster,  of  Guilford, 
was  killed  by  the  falling  of  a  tree,  many  years  aga  An- 
other brother  was  killed  by  lightning  in  a  singular  man- 
ner ;  he  was  an  excellent  and  worthy  man,  as  is  my  friend 
Bobert.  My  old  friends,  Samuel  Beese  and  lady  are  no 
more. 

My  visit  to  the  mill  brought  fresh  to  my  mind  the  re- 
miniscences of  the  past,  and  I  sighed  for  the  loved  and 
lost,  as  I  thought  of  the  scenes  and  the  days  of  yore.  My 
young  friends,  A.  J.  Qance  and  lady,  kindly  and  cheerfully 
entertained  me,  and  interested  themselves  much  in  my  be- 
half; for  which  my  lasting  gratitude  is  due.  What  pleas- 
ing—  what  melancholy  reflections  cluster  around  '^Bond's 
old  mill  1" 
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busk's  8CH00LH0U8B. 

Now,  reader,  sniiff  joar  candle,  mb  your  eyes,  and  tak« 
%  good  loDg  breath,  and  then  you  may  proceed ;  and  if  you 
don't  Bay  this  10  •ome,  "my  name  ia  Haynes/'  Iiaao 
Brooks,  who  ia  a  neat  and  model  farmer,  and  an  excellent^ 
tmth-talling  man,  and  to  whom  I  am  kindly  indebted,  in- 
formed me  that  there  were  snakes  of  enormous  size  aboak 
Jemisoa's  Run;  that  he  had  sereral  times  seen  one  that 
most  haTe  been,  he  thinks,  not  less  than  twelre  feet  lon^ 
•nd  I  think  he  said,  as  large  as  his  thigh.  One  was  once 
killed  in  the  neighborhood,  that  measured  just  eleTcn  feet. 
There's  a  snake  story  for  you,  right  here  in  Dearborn 
county. 

My  friend,  Dayid  Williams,  who  settled  here  in  early  life, 
■ays,  that  the  wolves  were  so  thick  he  had  to  watch  his 
aheep  by  day  as  well  as  by  night,  and  that  they  often  gath- 
ered around  him  while  thus  engaged.  Panthers  of  eaor- 
nous  sise  were  plenty.  One  once  accosted  two  little  boys, 
elose  by  him,  but  by  a  wonderful  presence  of  mind,  the 
Uttle  fellows  escaped.  He  had  killed  many  bears,  and  one 
dose  to  his  cabin  door.  Ue  also  informed  me  that  old 
Aunt  Betsey  Garritson,  now  eighty  odd  years  old,  then  Ut- 
ing  in  his  neighborhood,  went  out  to  bring  up  the  cows, 
with  her  trusty  dog  by  her  side.  Alone  in  the  woods,  she 
was  beset  with  a  bear ;  Jowler  stepped  in  between  her  and 
liarm,  and  pitched  into  old  Bruin,  "like  a  thousand  of 
brick,"  who,  however,  proved  more  than  a  match  for  him. 
Annt  Betsey  neither  screamed,  nor  fainted,  nor  ran  away, 
bat  flew  about  and  hunted  up  a  good,  sound,  wieldy  club, 
or  handspike,  and  rushed  to  Jowler's  rescue;  and  when 
die  could  safely  do  so,  without  endangering  life  or  limb  of 
Jowler,  bcmg  and  bang  she  gave  it  to  Bruin  every  time 
ihe  oonld  see  a  ehance  lor  a  iair  lick.  It  began  to  come 
eo  **  hot  and  heavy,''  that  Bruin  thought  it  the  better  way 
to  let  up  Jowler  and  try  Aunt  Betsey.  Anticipating  hie 
iver,  she  fioil  baok  a  little^  and  Brain  after  her.   Jow- 
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Iflir  WW  no  sooner  up  than  be  had  Bruin  by  Uie  bamstring 
agiun,  and  bo,  having  his  hands  full  with  Jowler,  he  let 
Aant  Betsey  take  care  of  herself  for  awhile  longer.  Tussle, 
tussle,  with  dog  and  bear,  when,  popl  Aant  Betsey  took 
the  bear  agun,  with  a  right  hearty  good-mlL  Bruin  made 
another  pass  at  her,  but  Jowler  seeemed  to  say — "  Yon  shall 
never  harm  my  mistress  while  I  live" — and,  nab,  he  took 
him  again ;  and  Aunt  Betsey  seemed  to  say  —  *'  You  shall 
never  harm  my  trusty  dog,  while  there  is  strength  in  my 
arm  to  strike  a  blow/'  And  now,  with  a  double  over- 
handed  lick,  ker-whack !  she  took  him  fair  across  his  "  how 
d*ye  do?"  department,  stove  in  his  forcastle,  and  he  fell 
quivering  to  the  earth,  where  she  '*gave  him  Jessie"  to 
her  heart's  content,  and  then  drove  up  the  cows,  and  re- 
ported  progress.  What  do  you  think  of  that,  young  ladies? 
Could  you  do  it,  think  ?  This  story  is  substantially  true — 
I  have  it  on  good  authority,  and  know  aunt  Betsey  welL 
Such  were  our  forest  women  I  Hod  this  wonderful  feat 
been  performed  in  the  Rocky  Mountains  or  upon  the  Alps, 
all  the  journals  in  the  land  would  have  heralded  it  abroad, 
all  over  the  world,  years  ago ;  and  mine  is  the  fortune  and 
the  pleasure  to  rescue  it  from  oblivion.  This  story  itself  ia 
worth  all  I  ask  for  my  little  book — aint  it,  reader? 

But  I  am  not  done  with  this  neighborhood  yet  Eulio 
Burk,  now  well  stricken  in  years,  a  resident  here  for  about 
the  last  half  century,  confirms  all  that  I  have  written,  and 
adds,  that  he  once  found  a  snake  egg,  the  site  of  a  com- 
mon hen's  egg.  just  ready  to  hatch.  The  young  snake,  not 
yet  at  maturity,  was  eight  or  nine  inches  long,  and  as 
savage  as  a  snake  could  well  be— evidently,  one  of  these 
large  snakes,  to  which  reference  has  been  made.  At  an- 
other time,  his  dog  had  got  something  at  bay  about  an  old 
fence.  After  awhile,  he  went  out,  saw  a  large  snake  that 
seemed  much  distended,  succeeded  in  killing  it,  and,  upon 
an  examination,  found  thirty-two,  young,  and  pretty  well 
grown  snakes  in  it.  Demonstrating  the  old  tradtion,  that 
makes  swallow  their  young  in  the  time  of  danger,  or  rather 
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thai  the  young  ones  hide  themselves  thns,  when  an  alarm 
is  given.  Even  the  affection  and  care  of  a  mother  snaka 
commands  our  admiration.  Bark's  brother,  Elisha,  and 
Mr.  A.  Thompson,  while  at  the  mill,  heard  a  fearful  ontorj 
among  the  hogs,  and,  rushing  out,  saw  a  monstrous  panther 
upon  one  of  the  shoats — ^the  three  dogs  were  on  hand  in  % 
moment.  Panther  let  up,  and  took  to  a  tree — a  shot  only 
broke  his  foreleg,  and  in  attempting  to  jump  to  another 
tree,  and  not  making  due  allowance  for  the  crippled  leg^ 
came  short  of  the  tree  and  fell ;  the  dogs  all  mounted  1^» 
and  would  all  have  been  whipped,  had  the  men  not  timely 
interfered.  lie  would  catch  a  dog  in  his  sound  paw,  and 
actually  hold  him  clear  from  the  earth,  with  his  sharp 
talons  piercing  him  through  and  through,  the  poor  dog  call- 
ing out  lustily  for  quarters  or  for  help  all  the  time.  Ha 
would  down  with  him,  and  up  with  another  in  the  same 
way.  Oould  not  shoot  again  without  hitting  a  dog,  which, 
with  a  woodsman,  can  not  be  thought  of;  so  taking  up  a 
handspike,  one  of  the  men  rushed  into  the  dangerous  strife, 
and  fortunately  hit  the  pimther  a  fatal  blow,  without  injury 
to  the  dogs.  The  panther  measured,  from  nose  to  end  of 
the  tail,  eleven  feet  Monstrous  1  Had  seen  as  many  as 
five  hundred  turkeys  at  one  time ;  deer,  as  thick  as  pigeons. 
Wolves,  bears,  and  panthers,  and  Indians  numerous.  Some 
little  difficulties,  but  no  Indian  tragedies  worthy  of  record- 
ing. And,  I  conclude  with  a  wolf  story,  which  I  have  from 
good  old  Father  Burk.  One  old  wolf,  more  cunning  than 
the  rest,  somewhere  found  a  safe  retreat,  and  committed 
numerous  depredations,  with  seeming  impunity,  after  all 
the  others  were  either  killed,  or  had  removed  to  parti 
unknown.  And  every  attempt  to  decoy  or  take  her,  proved 
abortive  and  vain.  At  last  a  great  wolf  hunter  from  Penn- 
sylvania, whose  trapping  operations  had  been  crowned  with 
signal  success,  about  the  Alleghany  Mountains  and  the 
Susquehanna  river,  came  into  the  place,  and  nndertook 
to  try  his  skill  here.  The  first  morning,  he  discovered  thai 
she  had  been  about;  next  moxning  he  pak  out  eadj*  and 
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•oon  Mme  Uok '* foU  ti V' «>eluiiiing,  I h«fe her !  Tfaebal- 
•Boeof  the  story  is  rather  painful  aod  inhnman,  bat  I  leoordit 
for  the  moral — for  the  instmction  it  imparts.  The  trappsr 
oalled  to  his  aid  several  men,  went  and  tied  the  mouth 
of  the  wolf  with  a  strong  twine— then  tied  all  her  kgi 
together,  swung  her  under  a  pole  which  two  men  took  on 
their  shoulders,  and  brought  her  into  Burk's  yard,  and 
hud  her  down;  then  he  took  a  switch,  and  made  miss  wolf 
actually  lay  still  at  a  word — then  he  untied  her  mouth, 
and  with  a  stone,  actually  broke  out  all  her  teeth,  and  thsB 
■et  his  pack  of  dogs  upon  her,  until  Father  Bnrk  loM  him 
it  was  too  cruel,  he  could  stand  it  no  longer,  and  he  must 
kill  her  forthwith,  or  remove.  Accordingly,  he  dispatched 
her  at  once ;  and  I  stood  upon  the  fatal  and  trag^  spot^ 
and  sighed  at  the  recital  of  such  cruelty.  That  scenes 
Father  Burk  says,  has  haunted  him  ever  since,  and  he  never 
thinks  of  the  man  without  a  shudder.  Now  the  moral  is 
tills:  Wicked  acts  of  cruelty  haunt  men  to  their  graves^ 
and  curse  their  memory  when  they  are  dead.  But  more 
of  this  in  another  place.  All  that  I  have  here  recorded, 
took  place,  not  in  the  moon,  but  right  here  among  us,  a 
few  miles  south  of  Harrison,  on  the  Whitewater,  in  Dear- 
born County.  I  now  leave  it  for  the  reader  to  say,  if  this 
•ketch,  Aunt  Betsey  and  all,  is  not  too  good  to  be  lost, 
is  not  hard  to  beat^  and  worth  a  dollar  easy  ?  And  I  here 
pause  for  a  reply. 

HARRISON 

Is  a  beautiful  village,  upon  the  Whitewater,  divided  by  the 
State  line,  and  named  in  honor  of  the  lamented  General 
Harrison.  Alvah  Ross  and  his  ever  dear  sister,  Emeline, 
BOW  the  accomplished  and  agreeable  Mrs.  Phillis,  children 
of  my  early  and  lamented  friend.  Philander  Ross,  heretofore 
mentioned,  reside  here,  and  gave  me  a  most  kind  and  cor- 
dial reception.  They  seem  more  like  children  than  friends. 
How  the  scenes  of  early  life  came  thronging  back  upon  th« 
BMmorj,  and  we  r^oioed  and  wept  ti^gethar  over  tiien. 
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Colonel  Waraer  Tebb§,  the  Tetenm  soldier,  the  esrij  8et> 
tier,  and  a  worthy  good  oitiien,  resides  here,  as  do  also 
Dt^  Clark,  Squire  Gh>dlj,  and  Squire  Bowlsby,  mj  early 
and  my  special  friends.  Here  Bnrdsel  killed  his  wifb 
with  a  hand  ax,  and  friend  Bowlsby  informs  me  that  the 
spectacle  was  awfully  horrible,  and  for  which  Burdsel  wa* 
hung  in  Cincinnati,  I  believe.  Recently,  a  Mr.  Bender 
stabbed  a  Mr.  Teller,  ^md  he  fell  a  bleeding  corpse.  Just 
north  a  little,  a  young  and  fair  bride  came  to  a  tragical 
end.  On  their  way  to  the  infair,  they  were  met  by  a 
shivareeing  party;  the  bride's  horse  took  fright — dashed 
off  into  the  wood ;  the  bride  lost  her  balance,  and  fell,  but 
her  foot  held  her  fast  in  the  stirrup,  and  away  went  the 
horse,  dashing  its  unfortunate  rider  against  trees  and  ereiy 
thing  else,  until  she  was  torn  almost  limb  from  limb— de- 
nuded of  all  her  fine  apparel ;  nor  ooiild  she  be  rescued 
fi^m  the  frantic  animal  until  he,  a  noble  creature,  was 
riiot,  and  fell  upon  her  mangled  corpse.  0,  these  foolish 
shivareeing  affiurs,  how  I  abominate  them.  They  are  de> 
signed  for  a  little  sport,  but  are  a  great  annoyance,  and 
often  end  in  mischief.  Here  remember  Thomas  Wilcox; 
see  more  hereafter. 

Old  Father  Swales  was  drowned  in  attempting  to  cross 
the  river  here,  many  years  ago.  Old  Father  Purcel's  son 
was  killed  by  lightning,  and  the  old  gentleman,  full  of 
years  and  honors,  now  slumb^tv  by  his  side.  I  found  my 
friend,  D.  Plummer,  just  ready  to  move,  much  to  the  regret 
of  all  his  friends.  My  friends  did  nobly  by  me  hera 
Friends  Rittenhouse  and  Shroyer,  and  their  exceedingly 
kind  ladies,  extended  to  me  a  hearty  welcome,  and  a  most 
agreeable  entertainment.  My  worthy  and  early  friend* 
George  Arnold,  Esq.,  ex-representative,  etc.,  has  left  the 
State,  much  to  the  regret  of  his  friends.  My  old  friends, 
Mr.  Hoyter  and  Edward  Rowe,  and  his  good  lady,  whose 
Bames  and  memories  are  deeply  engraven  upon  my  hearti 
have  also  xemored,  dearly  loved  and  greatly  missed    Mm 
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Bowa  ii  a  sister  to  Mn.  McMath.    The  blessings  of  sH 
their  friends  abide  them  stilL 

The  excellent  pastor  of  the  M.  K  Church,  a  Mr.  — ^ — ^ 
hud  me  under  great  obligations  for  his  official  and  personal 
kindness.  The  Lord  bless  him  I  Such  generous  acts  I 
higkljf  appreciate,  and  never  forget. 

CHAPELOVS  SCH00LH0U8E 

• 

Is  near  Ilinkston's  old  mill,  on  the  Whitewater.  Here  re* 
sides  that  sainted  man,  Father  Chapelow,  eightj-four  years 
old,  and  sixty-fivo  years  a  member  of  the  oharbh.  It  is 
worthy  of  a  pilgrimage  to  join  him  in  his  pious  family 
devotions.  The  lines  quoted  at  Elder  Meader's,  are  pecu- 
liarly appropriate  here.  Old  Father  Barbor,  Richard  Ar- 
nold, and  Zcdekiah  Bonham,  my  early  and  worthy  friends, 
reside  here.  Jonathan  Ilallowell  and  William  Ilinkston, 
so  favorably  known,  have  removed,  loved  and  cherished. 
Here  just  in  sight,  Noycs  and  Crouch  were  drowned — see 
ballad.  In  attempting  to  ford  at  the  mill,  a  young  lady 
was  drowned,  under  circumstances  peculiarly  painful;  she 
was  making  preparations  for  her  wedding,  which  was  to 
come  off  in  a  few  days.  Poor  girl!  Here  Daniel  Lake, 
by  an  unfortunate  blow  in  a  personal  strife,  killed  a  Mr. 
Smith — voluntarily  gave  himself  up,  was  tried,  and  ac- 
quitted as  a  justifiable  homicida  Old  Father  Hinkston 
was  found  dead  in  his  garden.  Daniel  Kersey,  whom  I 
knew  and  loved  in  Maine,  while  in  the  act  of  opening  a 
Sabbath-school  by  prayer,  fell  over,  and  expired  in  a  mo- 
ment.   To  him,  how  soon  was  "  prayer  lost  in  praise." 

*'  Be  yo  also  ready,  for  in  such  an  hour  as  ye  think  not^ 
the  son  of  man  cometh.'' 

baldrige's  SCHOOLHOUSB. 

Here  resides  the  Rev.  Mr.  Baldrige,  a  somewhat  eminent 
miniBter  of  the  Christian  or  Campbellite  Choroh,  a  worthy 
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mdnB.  and  nj  &miiiu  uul  kind  fneai;  hM  «  nott  ia- 
terestin^  and  well  edacftted  fuuily ;  Utci  at  komt,  in  aMj 
Bod  b&ppj  circumBlanoei.  llere,  too,  ftre  m;  );<K>d  friends, 
Dr.  Siralei  knd  brothers,  boob  of  old  Father  Swales,  before 
noticed,  Oecrge  Ljnaa,  Enoch  Ljnaii,  Andrew  Smith,  J. 
W.  Moee,  F.  H.  Qibaon,  J.  W.  Uddl^  uid  D.  D.  Morgan. 
Old  Father  Cloud,  and  other  early  and  kind  friends,  reeide 
faare.  A  little  north,  *  girl  left  home  in  the  night  time, 
nndar  oensarable  oircnmstanMs,  and  wu  foand  io  tbe 
morning  wiUi  a  heavj  rail  across  her  breast,  and  she  oold 
and  stiff  in  deatfa.    Poor  girl  I 

LOQAN. 

H«e  I  have  had  some  "  tall  times "  in  the  tenpetuiee 
Mate.  Old  Father  Bodine,  at  an  early  day,  hang  oat  bis 
temperance  sign,  which  sabjeeted  him  to  the  scofis  and 
jeers  of  the  drinking  boys;  but  it  told  well  npon  reform. 
It  set  men  to  thinking  and  talking,  and  ever;  conclusion 
waa  that  temperance  was  a  fine  thing.  Fling  ont  your 
banneta  erery  where  to  the  breeiel  I  have  no  language 
to  adeqaately  espreai  my  gratitnde  to  my  early,  constant, 
and  good  friends,  Charles  Jolley,  Esq.,  William  Laird, 
James  Salmon,  Isaac  Southard,  Z.  A  Bonham,  William 
Homer,  Ckuide  Boatman  and  brother,  friend  Albab,  and 
others,  for  penoaal  kindnees  and  favors.  Oood  old  Father 
and  Mother  Homer,  Father  Shane,  Father  and  Mother 
Sonthard,  Mrs.  Laird,  and  Mrs.  Salmon,  have  passed  away, 
beoioaoed  and  miseed.  In  1S53,  a  tornado  swept  over  the 
eonntry  hen,  saeh  as  I  hare  never  witnemed,  either  in  the 
boor  of  Its  tenor,  or  in  its  devastating  effecta.  The  ind- 
dents,  thrilling  and  marvellous,  would  fill  qnite  a  volume ; 
but  I  have  not  the  space  to  spare,  and  so  must  deny  mysdf 
the  moarafiil  pleasure;  Hy  friend,  William  Cos,  sang  « 
lay  of  some  length  and  merit  npon  the  ooossioD.  Horeae, 
e^tle  and  hogs,  in  eonsideraUe  numbers,  died  hereabonia 
with  the  IhU  of  laad  doga.    I  aaw  aocne  of  them  in  thair 
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frotiung,  foaming  oonmlsioiis.    Hapjnlj  n*  human  lifW 
were  loet. 

DOVBR. 

Good  old  Father  and  Mother  Lewie  settled  here  in  1815, 
when  fires  and  torches  were  neeessary  to  keep  the  howling 
heasts  at  baj.  I  have  known  them  long,  and  loyed  then 
well ;  and  although  the  old  gentleman  embraced  a  sjstem 
of  religion  which  I  think,  taken  as  a  sjstem  in  io4o^  is  ex- 
ceedingly  erroneous  and  fallacious;  jet  J  erer  i^^aided 
him  as  being  strictlj  pious, .  in  the  most  orthodox  sense 
of  the  word,  and  doubt  not  that  he  is  happj  with  the  Be- 
deemer  on  high.  He  was  certainly  an  excellent  man,  and 
raised  one  of  the  kindest  and  best  families  I  erer  knew — 
friends  that  are  worth  their  weight  in  gold.  My  most  in* 
Umate  acquaintance,  however,  is  with  my  friends,  Freeborn 
and  John  Lewis,  and  their  exceedingly  kind  and  pleasant 
^unilies,  to  which  I  may  safely  add  their  kind  brothers 
and  sisters.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bawling,  before  noticed,  well 
deserve  a  place.  Here  was  the  former  residenoe  of  my 
eloquent  friend,  J.  F.  Watkins,  ex-representative,  orator, 
etc.  Gk)od  old  Mother  Watkins,  Mrs.  McGrath,  Lawrence 
McQuire,  William  Swift,  and  others,  old  and  true  friends, 
reside  here.  Ono  hunter  killed  fiffcy-two  deer  in  one  winter, 
and  another  took  five  young  wolves  at  a  time,  right  here 
about  Dover. 

LAWBENCEYILLE. 

Isaac  Lawrence  is  all  that  now  remains  of  the  nnmerons 
and  excellent  Lawrence  family.  Old  Isaac  Lawrence  died 
suddenly,  and  George  was  found  dead  in  the  field.  Migor 
Lewis,  ex-representative,  and  Squire  Williams,  Eber  Jones, 
and  Nicholas  Yeager,  are  about  all  that  is  left  of  the 
old  stock.  Mrs.  Ahijah  Wilson,  my  early  friend,  buried 
her  husband,  her  fitther,  one  child,  one  brother,  and  two 
oousins,  in  less  than  one  year.  A  tree  was  felled  upon  a 
young  lady  as  she  wa9  pasting  by,  which  omahed  her  to 


deaih.  A  Mr.  Young  ma  also  killed  by  the  falling  of  • 
tree.  Christopher  Hoover  was  thrown  from  a  mnawaj 
wagon,  his  pipe-stem  drove  into  his  throat  in  such  a  fear- 
ful manner,  that  he  died  soon  after.  0,  the  pipe  and  the 
cigar! 

And  now  for  the  Hazen  fiunily.  "Look  here,  eyery- 
body."  The  Widow  Hacen,  daughter  of  the  lamented  old 
Father  Stewart,  had  ten  children,  and  nine  of  them  were 
living  when  her  oldest  child  lacked  twenty  odd  days  of 
being  eleven  years  old !  I  saw  them  years  ago,  when  if 
was  difficult  to  tell  which  was  the  oldest  Such  an  inter- 
esting sight  I  never  before  or  since  saw  anywhere.  Did 
you,  reader?  Ten  children,  and  nine  living,  and  the  oldest 
not  eleven  years  old  I  Well,  it  will  unravel  the  marvel 
somewhat,  when  I  inform  you  that  there  were  three  pur 
of  twins.  Francis  Marion,  the  odd  twin,  is  a  very  worthy 
and  promising  young  Baptist  minister;  his  two  sisters  at 
home  are  excellent  school  teachers,  and  exceedingly  pleas- 
ant young  ladies.  Mother  Hazen  is  happy  at  home,  and 
happy  in  the  hope  of  a  blissful  immortality  hereafter. 
When  I  take  my  seat  in  "  the  Senate  of  the  United  States," 
my  first  move  will  be  to  secure  to  mother  Hazen  a  whole 
congressional  township  of  land,  to  which  I  think  she  is 
well  entitled  as  a  prolific  mother,  and  an  excellent  womaa. 

PENNSYLVANIABURGH. 

Here  I  am  quite  at  home  among  early  friends — ^have 
pronounced  several  national  and  one  special  oration  on  the 
occasion  of  the  return  of  the  corpse  of  my  friend  Sunman, 
from  the  plains  of  Mexico,  before  noticed.  The  old  gen- 
tleman and  his  son  Thomas,  and  indeed  all  the  family, 
have  been  most  liberal  and  kind  to  me.  I  have  preached 
their  funerals  and  pronounced  their  oration,  for  all  of 
which  services  I  have  been  most  liberally  oompensated. 
As  I  said  of  another,  so  I  say  of  the  Sunman's ;  if  all  had 
dealt  as  liberally  wiUi  me^  I  should  have  abundance  and 
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lo  spaM.  And  still  Uiey  are  all  in  wiib  a  liearty  good 
will  and  a  liberal  patronage  for  my  book.  Soch  firiendi 
all  deeerre  a  special  notice.  The  Squire  paid  me  in  ad- 
vance lor  fiTO  oopies  of  my  book,  $5.00.  Oood  for  the 
Squire.  Here  was  the  former  residence  of  Elder  Palmer^ 
thai  excellent  and  able  minister  of  the  Baptist  Chnroh, 
who  now  sleeps  at  Center  Square,  in  Switserland  county. 
David  Ferine,  father  of  the  Bev.  Dr.  Ferine,  a  gentleman 
so  well  and  so  favorably  known,  Wm.  Yansile,  Feter  Van 
•ile,  Robert  Cunningham,  and  Samuel  Alden  are  the  prin- 
cipal old  settlers  left;  all  of  whom  I  have  long  known 
and  long  respected.  Thomas  Clark's  son  was  killed — 
thrown  from  a  runaway  team  and  wagon.  John  Osbom 
was  killed  by  the  falling  of  a  tree.  A  Mr.  Barnhart  acci- 
dentally shot  himself,  and  died  soon.  Isaac  Alden,  father 
of  Hon.  Alvin  J.  Alden,  ex-representative,  while  dressing 
a  calf,  his  knife  accidentally  plunged  into  his  thigh,  severed 
the  femoral  artery,  and  he  bled  to  death  in  a  few  moments, 
and  one  of  his  children  was  scalded  to  death.  Mrs.  Alden 
is  a  daughter  of  old  Father  Morgan,  who  was  drowned  in 
Tanner's  creek,  as  before  noticed,  is  an  excellent  woman, 
and  enjoys  both  peace  and  plenty.  Robert  Cunningham 
had  a  littie  child  scalded  to  death  with  the  boiling  con- 
tents of  a  teapot,  which  it  tipped  over  into  its  littie  bosom. 
Foor  thing.  He  also  lost  three  children  and  one  grand- 
child, in  a  few  days.  Another  littie  child  was  scalded  to 
death  in  a  kettle  of  boiling  lard.  An  old  citizen  shot  his 
wife,  and  is  now  in  the  penitentiary  for  it  Joseph  Nicely 
was  found  dead  in  an  open  room.  And  Wm.  H.  Brewer, 
supposed  to  be  murdered,  both  sons-in-law  to  Mr.  and  Mrsi 
Feter  Yansile.  How  painful,  how  tragical  their  ends.  The 
venerable  good  old  Isaac  Colman  was  found  dead  in 
bed,  all  alone. 

<<  Found  dead— dead  and  alone, 

On  a  pillow  soft,  on  a  snow  white  sheet, 
Nobody  heard  his  last  faint  moan, 

Or  knew  when  his  heart  had  ceased  to  beat 
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Ko  moarner  lingers  with  tears  and  sighs, 
Sare  the  twinkling  stars  with  their  brilliant  ejes, 
And  the  night  wind  passed  with  a  wailing  sound, 
Bj  the  dying  coach  where  his  form  was  found. 

Found  dead  and  alone— and  yet  not  alone, 
Some  one  was  there — some  friend  stood  neafi 

To  claim  his  spirit  as  his  own — 
To  hear  him  sigh  and  mark  his  tear; 

One,  when  erery  friendly  human  door 

Is  closed  to  his  children,  lone  and  poor, 

And  opes  the  hearenly  portal  wide, 

Ah,  yes  I  Qod  was  near  when  the  good  man  died." 

Sftinad  Alden,  the  great  fruit  and  nursery  man,  was  onoe 
really  charmed  with  a  large  blacksnake;  The  snake  got 
his  eye  upon  a  fixed  gaze — ^he  stood  a  moment—eTerything 
began  to  look  bewitchingly  ^beautiful.  0,  he  never  saw 
Anything  00  pretty — felt  it  impossible  to  keep  from  ap- 
proaching, though  he  knew  the  power  of  a  charm  was 
upon  him,  and  to  approach  would  be  death.  Finally  move 
he  must,  and  move  he  did,  and  with  a  mighty  effort,  closed 
his  eyes,  turned  his>  face,  and  felt  released,  though  chilly 
aad  faint  He  says  he  would  not  encounter  the  same  stru^^ 
gl«  and  feeling  again  for  a  thousand  dollars.  We  hat% 
shown  that  men  can  charm  birds,  and  now,  more  wonder- 
ful still,  that  snakes  can  charm  men.  The  snake  would 
have  coiled  around  his  neck  and  choked  him  to  death,  as 
tiieir  manner  is,  had  he  not,  by  a  mighty  mental  and 
physical  effort,  thrown  off  **  the  spell  that  bound  him." 

This  is  a  snake  story  worth  telling,  from  a  man  of  truth 
and  ▼eraoity. 

hubbel's  corker. 

John  Taylor,  Bryant  Connely,  Esq.,  Al?in  J.  Alden, 
G«orge  Anderson,  and  Thomas  Ehler,  are  about  all  the 
Mriy  friends  kft  here.    FoenA  Bhler  is  one  of  the  £m 


i 


462  oottqk'b  kekpsaul 

paying  friendB,  whom  I  haye  with  mmistarial  datiet  lerred 
at  the  banal  of  his  dear  children,  and  deseiree  well  to  be 
enrolled  upon  that  list  of  friends,  whom  I  have  foand  to  be, 

''like  anger t  Tisits,  few  and  far  between.'' 

Miohael  Ehler  fell  dead  on  his  floor  in  a  minnte.  His 
father-in-law,  Mr.  Schater,  fell  from  a  load  of  hay  and  broke 
his  neck.  John  Hendricks  fell  from  a  tree,  in  parsnit  of 
a  swarm  of  bees,  and  died  in  a  few  hoars.  A  fearful  mur- 
der and  robbery  took  place  in  this  community,  years  aga 
A  man  by  the  name  of  Hellion,  it  was  supposed,  made 
way  with  a  stranger  that  put  up  with  him  for  the  night 
Hellion  fled,  and  has  not  since  been  found,  to  my  knowledge. 
Friend  Taylor  is  a  profound  scholar,  a  faithful  and  true 
friend,  and  has  a  kind  family,  to  whom  I  am  much  indebt- 
ed. Squire  Connelly  has  killed  many  wild  cats.  Bears, 
wolves,  and  panthers  were  thick  and  troublesome.  Reader, 
I  have  given  you  "  a  lady  bear  story,''  and  now  for  **  a 
lady  panther  story."  The  Squire  gives  the  following,  which 
he  had  from  the  lady  herself — a  lady  that  I  once  knew,  and 
just  the  woman  to  do  it,  if  any  woman  could  or  would. 
And  this  is  the  story :  Her  husband  being  from  home,  her 
dogs  treed  something  in  the  night,  dose  by  the  forest  cabin. 
And  it  being  a  convenient  tree  to  climb,  and  she  an  ex- 
pert climber,  up  she  goes,  to  see  what  was  on  hand,  and 
what  should  it  be  but  a  pretty  well  grown  young  panther. 
Mister  panther,  not  liking  her  near  approach,  presented  his 
**  farewell  department,"  with  a  view  of  mounting  up  a  little 
higher,  out  of  her  way  and  out  of  her  reach,  when  she 
suddenly  seised  him  with  one  hand,  just  above  his  ham* 
string,  and  with  an  iron  grip  held  on,  and  letting  all  her 
weight  upon  him,  commenced  her  descent.  Mister  panther, 
cat  fashion,  sticking  close  to  the  tree  "  for  dear  life.''  But 
down,  and  down  went  both  lady  and  panther,  when  step- 
ping out  upon  the  lower  limb,  with  a  sudden  square  off 
jirk,  mister  panther  lost  his  hold,  fell  among  the  dogs,  and 
Iras  *'  a  used  up  man/'  btfore  he  had  time  to  mj^**0\ 
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don't''  I  ask,  is  that  not  too  good  to  be  lostf  I  tall 
you,  lome  of  our  forest  ladies  were  geDeral-»yi«»,  who  are 
hard  to  beat  for  daring  adventure  and  enterprise.  That 
ladj  was  Mrs.  Peter  Boltz,  whom  I  well  knew.  What  io 
yon  say  to  that,  girls?  Think  you  oould  "come  it?" 
Well  there's  no  necessity  for  enoountering  bears  and  pan- 
thers now.  But  there  are  other  duties  and  dangers  for 
yon  to  meet,  in  the  "active  and  busy  scenes  of  a  more 
refined  life;"  And  happy  is  he,  or  she,  who  shall  well  per- 
form their  part  upon  the  great  theater  of  '*  life's  drama," 
in  the  day  and  age  in  which  they  may  chance  to  live. 

^  Then  np  and  at  it^  one  and  all, 

Kor  lose  one  single  minute, 
You  all  should  make  this  world  the  better, 

For  having  just  been  in  it." 

MULE   TOWN 

Is  eleven  miles  from  Lawrencebnrg,  on  the  Indianapolis 
State  road,  and  a  little  over  one  mile  south  of  my  early 
"forest  home,"  and  just  in  sight  of  my  {nresent  cottage 
residence.  It  was  thus  named  under  the  following  circum- 
stancesL  A  letter  received  from  California,  was  post-marked 
"Mule  Town,"  and  our  little  village  having  long  been 
annoyed  by  a  span  of  very  mischievous  and  breech  mules, 
in  a  playful  moment,  the  village  was  called  "  Mule  Town." 
And  it  passed  all  around  as  a  laughable  hil,  all  in  sport 
at  first,  but  it  settled  down  by  common  consent  into  an 
established  christening;  and  thus  it  has,  and  thus  it  will 
remain.  Well,  Mule  Town  is  not  to  be  "  grinned  at "  after 
alL  Let  me  see — there  are  two  large  stores,  two  shoemak- 
ing  establishments,  a  large  coopering,  a  wagon,  and  buggy, 
and  a  good  blacksmith,  and  a  Uulor  shop,  a  very  large  and 
fine  steam-flouring  and  sawmill,  a  postoffice,  a  fine  church, 
and,  decidedly,  one  of  the  very  best  academies  in  the  State. 
It  if  josUy  otmtidered  a  modal  building — with  model 
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tMchera,*  and  hasi  in  oonstoot  atteodaooe*  more  thu  eM 
Uondred  pupils,  and  some  of  whom  are  "model  papils,*' 
•lire,  Two  boarding-bouMS,  and  other  baildinge  to  sttit 
Well,  that 's  tame.  And  jast  in  sight,  is  the  fine  HiaDsioa' 
house  of  good  old  Father  Nojes,  who  settled  here  in  I8I7, 
for  the  purpose  of  benefiting  his  joung,  and  rising  fiunily. 
But  how  uncertain  and  transitory  are  all  worldly  caledb- 
tions  and  aspirations.  The  old  gentleman  himself,  Beig^ 
min,  Israel,  Sarah,  (Mrs.  Benj,  Sjlrester,)  Talmal,  £lisa» 
(Mrs.  Peter  C.  Wiloox,)  Hugh,  Daniel  and  Charles,  hie  sons 
and  daughters,  all  "  slumber  in  the  dust,"  and  some  of  them 
far  asunder.  A  little  sweet  infant  babe  he  buried  in  Maine. 
Mrs.  Cotton,  Mrs.  James  P.  Milliken,  and  Bfr.  Amos  Nojes, 
Esq.,  the  merchant  and  miller^  a  worthy,  actire,  business 
man,  is  now  all  that  surriTe  of  twelve  children.  The  yen* 
crable  good  old  Lady  Noyes  still  surrives,  at  85  years,  and 
lives  with  me  and  mine,  feeble  in  body,  but  strong  in  mind, 
and  longing  to  "  depart,  and  be  with  Christy  which  is  &r 
better. 

The  other  day,  in -a  pensive  mood,  she  threw  off  quite  a 
lengthy  and  pretty  poem,  which  commenced  thus : 

"  I  'm  nearly  deaf,  and  almost  blind, 
And  to  my  chair  I  am  confined ; 
And  here  I  sit,  day  after  day, 
And  wear  the  tiresome  hoars  away. 
But  hush,  my  muse,  I'll  not  complaii^— >  r* 

I  never  can  be  young  again. 
In  yonder  world  youth,  health,  and  bUsi 

I  shall  enjoy — but  not  in  this.'' 

• 

Now  aint  that  beautiful  for  an  old  lady  of  eighty-five  f 
Surely  the  Psalmist  was  right  when  he  said — "  If  by  reason 
of  strength  it  be  four  score  years,  it  is  labor  and  sorrow," 
etc.  Yet,  like  the  sainted  Job,  she  says  submissively — **A1I 
the  days  of  my  appointed  time  will  I  wait  till  my  chan^^e 
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^  rroftsiw  0.  |l.  Smith,  sad  othua. 
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odme.''  Modier  Voyes  k  an  eEeepdaoii  «moiig' 
almoBt  aUme  reaiaiiiB  of  all  ber  earij  neighbofa  ia  tha  vil- 
dernets.  Old  Hodber  Millfir,  cM  FaUier  Barton,  aod  Ma- 
lanctbon  Wicka,  earij  and  good  dtjawii,  died  with  lieaifal 
caneen.  Old  Father  and  Mother  McMoUeD,  oU  Siatar 
Pardon,  Father  and  Mother  finble,  of  pradoai  aieoMny, 
Father  and  Mother  Freeland,  Father  and  Mother  Rich, 
Father  and  Mather  Mead,  and  FaUier  and  Mother  Milfi- 
ken,  MxiL  Plat^  and  Mra.  Keteham,  Mrs.  Horfaam,  old 
Father  Manliff,  old  FaUier  KeCehaoi,  and  Mr.  and  Mm 
Micajah  Donn,  parenta  of  Geraham  Dann,  Eaq.,  and  brother 
of  the  Hon.  Judge  Isaac  Donn,  earlj  and  good  citixena, 
hare  pamd  from  earth  avimj,  and  moat  of  them  ngoieing 
in  hope. 

Wm.  Barton  fell  down  dead,  with  a  ^Baeaae  of  the  heart 
Sanford  Sanden  cat  hia  toe  a  little,  took  oold  in  it,  aoCBred 
a  world  of  woe^  and  died  at  laat,  poor  feUowl  He  pra- 
feried  that  to  amputation.  W.  W.  Jordan,  one  of  oor  Tery 
aafest  merehaata,  and  an  ezoellent  man,  a  kind  hnaband  and 
a  fond  father,  pot  on  a  pair  of  new  boota  to  go  to  Cineinnatiy 
on  mercantile  bnajnem ;  they  aimply  Uiatercd  hia  feet»  in- 
flammation set  in,  and  no  medical  akill  conld  aave  him. 
He  died  beloved,  bemoaned,  and  miaaed.  How  tririal  an 
affiur  may  wind  np  our  career,  after  InmTing  the  dangera 
and  ilia  of  life  1  What  a  leeaon,  reader!  Take  heed  to  il^ 
and  "  be  je  alio  readj." 

Peter  G.  Wilcox  waa  once  thrown  from  hia  wagon,  s 
wheel  of  which  ran  plumb  orer  hia  face,  amaahing  his  noae 
and  tearing  hia  npper  lip  almoat  entirely  off.  A  bonck 
of  hoop-polea,  coming  between  hia  head  and  the  wheel,  ia 
all  that  aaved  him  from  a  andden  and  fearful  death.  Aa 
it  waa,  it  ia  still  a  moat  manreloaa  escape.  He  recovered 
from  hia  wound,  a  little  the  worse  in  hia  appearance ;  bnl^ 
as  I  aaid  of  Squire  Anderaon,  who  is  a  brother-in-law,  ha 
ilOl  has  a  very  respectable  "handle  to  his  Hmc,"  and  aa 
iMQi  %  little  lady  aa  ever  was  wrapped  up  in  "so  much 
Mttoa,''  wd  Ghildm  ttal  I  imAj  and  fimdly  Im.    Ab4 
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mj  dear  Wile  lassie,  tweet  girl,  now  Mr&  thM,  is  "^oiie 
Among  a  thousand"  of  mj  cherished  ptipils.  Al&ed,  eon 
of  Dayid  and  Charity  Piatt,  my  eariy  and  my  kindest 
"finest  friends,'^  was  suddenly  killed  by  the  fidling  of  a 
tree,  many  years  aga 

My  early  and  good  friends,  Silas  and  Pally  Wioks,  have 
been  sorely  afflicted  and  bereaved.  Their  dearly^red 
daughter,  Ann — Mrs.  Joseph  Suiter — ^was  happily  married, 
tiien  suddenly  died.  Charles  Noyes,  who  was  drowned  in 
the  Whitewater  (see  ballad),  was  a  son-in-law — ^husband  to 
Xorinda,  now  the  amiable  and  accomplished  Mrs.  (George 
Clark,  and  their  only  daughter.  They  lost  three  dear, 
sweet  children,  in  about  one  week,  with  the  scarlet  ferer. 
Another  dearly  beloved  daughter  fell  from  a  cherry  tree, 
and  was  a  corpse  in  a  few  hours.  Their  son,  Stephen,  had 
graduated,  at  Philadelphia,  with  brilliant  honors,  had  en- 
tered the  practice  of  law,  under  circumstances  the  most 
flattering,  and  was  a  corpse  in  a  single  week.  He  was  de- 
cidedly the  most  talented,  most  eloquent,  and  best-informed 
young  man  in  this  community.  "And  devout  men  carried 
Stephen  to  his  burial,  and  made  great  lamentation  over 
him."  —  See  Acts,  viii:  2.  How  applicable!  Taken  as  a 
whole,  this  was  a  very  intelligent  and  interesting  family  of 
children.  Piatt  bids  fair  to  make  his  mark  in  the  world. 
If  this  is  a  little  extra  notice,  it  is  well  deserved. 

My  ever-cherished  friend,  John  Bennet,  as  before  noticed, 
removed  to  Henry  county,  came  back  on  business,  and 
suddenly  died.  Mary  Noyes,  sweet  woman,  a  sister-in4aw, 
widow  of  Benjamin,  married  Amasa  Sawyer,  a  most  happy 
union,  and  died  soon  and  suddenly.  Miss  Betsey  Chreen- 
ham  died  of  a  fearful  scald — a  painful  casa  Samuel 
MoMuUen  lost  two  dear,  sweet  little  girls  within  fifteen 
minutes  of  each  other,  and  another  in  the  same  week.  O, 
what  a  sad  breach!  Wm.  Tebbetts,  Esq.,  buried  his  wife 
aod  eldest  daughter,  Mrs.  Martin,  at  one  time.  Mrs.  Wm. 
Dawson  died,  at  her  breakfast-table,  with  a  sudden  mptiue 
•ad  hea»)rrhage  of  the  Ivmgt,    H«r  dmighter,  Mrs. 


HISTORICAL.  467 

g^,  in  laying  her  pipe  upon  the  mndow,  a  ooel  of  ixe 
ehanced  to  drop  in  an  unoorked  jag  containing  two  pounds 
of  powder,  when  a  fearfol  explosion  took  phiee,  which  en- 
yeloped  her  in  flames,  burned,  and  wounded  her  in  a  fear- 
ful and  frightful  manner,  but  still  she  liyee  with  scared  a 
perceptible  scar.  A  little  son  of  Hon.  J.  P.  and  Priscilla 
Millbum  was  scalded  to  death*- poor  boy  I  Jonas  Aiartin 
was  kicked  by  a  horse,  which  ruptured  his  bowels.  He 
aurviTcd  a  short  period  in  great  pain,  and  then  died. 
Charles  Noyes  and  Ephraim  Crouch  were  drowned  in  the 
Whitewater.  David  Piatt,  son  of  old  Mr.  Piatt,  and  brother 
to  Smith  and  others,  died  at  Elizabethtown,  with  the  milk 
ackness,  as  did  Mr.  Patterson,  father  of  Judge  Patterson, 
of  Ohio  county.  Daniel  Northrop  and  Dr,  Lee  had  their 
houses  all  consumed  by  fire. 

And  here,  a  shivareeing  party  having  been  desired  and 
ordered  to  depart,  in  vain,  the  groom,  telling  them  what 
they  might  depend  upon,  discharged  his  musket,  loaded 
with  white  beans,  many  of  which  entered  so  deeply  into 
the  flesh  of  a  youog  man,  that  it  required  surgical  imple- 
ments and  skill  to  extract  them.  Rather  a  hard  way  to 
plant  or  gather  beans.  0,  the  folly,  the  annoyance  and  the 
danger  of  a  shivareel  which  eonsbts  in  getting  all  the 
young  men  and  boys  together,  at  the  time  of  a  wedding  or 
infair,  each  with  his  bugle,  trumpet,  oow-bell,  tin  pan,  or 
anything  else  that  will  make  a  noise ;  and  if  you  want  to 
hear  anything  frightfully  or  ridiculously  laughable,  just 
listen  to  the  discordant,  grating  sounds  of  a  shivaieeiBg 
party. 

Old  Mother  Noyes,  Mother  Manliff,  Mother  Barton, 
Mother  Ketcham,  and  Sister  Wicks,  as  she  is  universally 
called,  and  a  pious,  good  sister  at  that,  good  old  Father 
Piatt,  and  Father  Horham,  Wm.  Tibbets,  Esq.,  Silas  Wicki 
and  lady  are  all  that  now  survive,  of  the  early  forest  set- 
tlers, here.  My  exceedingly  kind  and  good  friends,  Justus 
H.  West,  Moses  Cook,  David  McCoy,  Joseph  Roberts,  WHfc 
Rsher,  Robert  and  Jaidm  Kennedy,  Hon.  Jamea  P.  MiOl- 
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ktn,  80  .long,  lo  fikvorably  and  extonsirely  known,  Horaioe 
nnd  Jane  Brimh«ll,  Mn.  Nancy  Noyes,  Friend  and  Sarah 
Northrop,  Addison  and  Emeiine  Chandler,  and  others, 
all  dearly  loyed  and  fondly  cherished  ladies  and  fiainiliee, 
have  ramoved  from  among  us,  much  to  onr  personal  regreta. 
The  best  wishes  of  their  numerous  friends  abide  them  stilL 
Those  noted  Ohrisdan  Pilgrims,  old  Brother  Gearhart,  and 
old  Brother  Sllingwood,  who  are  ^*  the  salt  of  the  earth," 
on  their  way  to  "  Canaan,"  and  daily  ripening  for  bliss  im- 
mortal in  the  skies. 

Joseph  Whitesell's  litde  son  fell  through  the  bridge  and 
kiUed  hims^  poor  little  fellow— a  mighty  smart  and 
sprightly  lad.  George  Claspell  fell  from  a  tree  some  forty 
feet,  was  badly  iigured,  but  reooTOred.  Lewis  Whitesett 
lost  a  hand  entirely,  by  the  bursting  of  his  gun.  Gteorge 
H.,  son  of  Qersham  Dunn,  Esq.,  once  received  the  wbol^ 
bitt  of  an  axe  into  his  head,  just  back  of  his  ear — a  gash  so 
frightful  that  you  could  put  your  whole  finger  into  it — the 
brains  actually  flowing  out  freely,  and  yet  he  recoyered, 
without  any  seeming  damage,  to  the  surprise  and  joy  of  all 
Dr.  Harding,  his  attending  physician,  reported  this  case  as 
one  of  singular  occurrence  and  importance  to  the  medical 
board.    It  was  a  wonderful  case,  tnily. 

And  now,  having  said  much  about  everybody  and  every- 
thing in  this  community,  I  will  say  something  more  about 
my  own  self  and  family.  Here  was  my  early  forest  home. 
(See  Ode,  and  a  night  with  a  panther,  for  particulars.) 
There  were  no  springs  of  water  upon  the  ridge,  or  in  thiB 
community,  when  I  first  settied  here,  which  accounts  for  so 
many  of  the  early  locations  upon  the  broken  creek  lands. 
I  have  brought  many  a  bucketful  of  water  from  a  spring 
near  by  Bennet's  old  mill,  now  Harmon's  switch,  on  the 
railroad,  a  distance  of  at  least  two  miles.  What  do  you 
think  of  that  ?  Why  did  n't  you  dig  a  well  ?  Sure  enough, 
why  did  n't  we  ?  Because  one  must  creep  before  he  can 
walk.  I  drew  the  water  for  use  at  the  raising  of  my  first 
^tUn,  all  of  fiye  nules,  from  that  &moni  apriog  in  Coo- 
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get's  or  Morris's  neighborhood,  which  wm  the  nearest  and 
the  best  place  that  I  could  then  obtain  it  Now  liyin§ 
springs  abound  all  around  me,  and  within  a  stone's  cast 
of  my  door.  As  the  oountrj  is  cleared  up  and  improvedy 
*'  living  waters"  gush  forth  everywhere ;  the  philosophy  of 
which  is  simple,  but  I  need  not,  can  not,  hare  explain. 

"  Wild  beasts  of  prey  and  game  was  plenty,  though  I 
took  but  little  of  it  My  neighbors  have  taken  as  many 
as  one  dozen  and  a  half  of  wild  turkeys  out  of  a  turkej- 
poi,  at  one  time ;  three  were  as  many  as  I  oyer  got  at 
one  time.  Now  a  turkey-pen  was  built  up  of  poles  or 
■mall  logs,  some  ten  or  twelve  feet  long,  something  like  • 
oob-house,  three  or  four  feet  high,  and  then  covered  all 
over  with  heavy  poles,  with  a  natural  or  artificial  ditch 
passing  under  one  side  and  terminating  about  in  the  cen- 
ter of  the  pen ;  then  on  the  inside  it  was  covered  over 
next  to  the  wall  some  three  feet  with  bark  or  clapboards^ 
leaving  the  opening  right  in  the  center.  Com  or  wheat 
being  thrown  into  the  trench  or  ditch,  the  turkeys,  follow- 
ing it  up,  soon  find  themselves  in  the  pen,  and  instead  of 
backing  out,  or  going  back,  to  get  out^  they  go  round 
and  round  at  the  surface,  which  will  nowhere  admit  of 
their  escape ;  and  they  are  safe,  though  all  could  get  out 
the  way  Uiey  came  in,  if  they  would  only  look  down  in* 
stead  of  ttp.  My  reader,  you  may  learn  a  moral  even  from 
a  turkey.  A  lofiy  head  leads  to  ruin,  while  humility  §•- 
cures  safety  and  repose. 

Quails  were  taken  in  the  same  way,  upon  a  amallar 
scale,  and  sometimes  with  a  kind  of  basket  trap  set  upon 
'*  a  figure  four,"  as  it  is  called.  But  the  most  successfiil 
and  speedy  manner  was  with  a  net,  which  being  set^  the 
quails,  by  a  skillful  hand,  could  be  drove  into  it  While 
I  resided  at  Elizabethtown,  Dr.  Brower,  who  is  "master  of 
all  that  he  undertakes" — ''a  workman  that  need  not  be 
ashamed,"  took  four  dozen,  minus  or  plus^  one,  (I  have 
forgotten  which,)  at  one  single  drive  or  haul  There's  f 
"  quail  storj"  for  you,  wocth  tellin|^ 
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A  \ng  bear  once  eromed  my  path,  i&  the  night  time,  «l 
tiie  month  of  Ketcham's  ran — frightened  both  me  and  mj 
hone,  too,  made  a  short  pause  in  the  road,  just  ahead  of 
me,  then  concluded  to  let  me  pass — gare  the  track,  weal 
on  about  his  own  business,  and  I  felt  much  relieved,  and 
much  obliged  to  him.  This,  bojs,  is  no  stump^  bat  a  rttd 
'*  genuine  bear  story/'  Benjamin  Noyes  onoe  met  a  bear 
in  the  woods,  and  took  after  him  with  his  ax — alboi 
and  alone.  BraTO  1  Just  like  Benjamin.  Bruin  took  to  a 
tree,  and  then  Noyes  and  others  took  him  from  it  at  their 
leisure.  The  last  one  taken  in  the  neighborhood  erossed 
the  State  road  several  times  dose  by  Mule  Town  and  Upper 
Manchester,  and  was  taken  upon  tiie  creek,  hard  by.  Tea, 
right  here,  at  Mule  Town.  Who  eould  believe  it  ?  and  who 
would  ever  know  it  but  for  me  ?  Just  on  the  credc,  east 
of  my  cabin  home,  Lewis  Whitesell  and  others  onoe  killed 
a  rattlesnake  of  huge  dimensions,  which  had  long  been 
assailed  by  his  dog;  and  eleven  young  rattlesnakes,  one 
foot  and  a  half  long,  each,  had  sought  refuge  by  running 
down  the  throat  of  their  mother,  as  before  noticed,  o^ 
a  similar  occasion.  There  's  a  big  snake  story  for  you,  and 
upon  good  and  reliable  authority,  too,  as  I  well  know.  My 
own  panther  and  rattlesnake  story  will  here  be  remembered, 
and  called  to  mind  again. 

Well,  in  early  times,  Mrs.  Cotton  killed  two  very  large 
oopperbead-snakes  right  in  our  humble  cabin  h<mie;  she 
found  them  coiled  up  in  one  comer,  under  the  table,  and 
soon  let  them  know  that  she  was  "  mistress  of  the  house," 
and  that  intruders  must  take  the  consequence,  and  she  made 
them  "bite  the  dust"  At  another  time,  as  she  stepped  out 
in  the  evening,  something  seemed  to  catch  hold  and  jerk 
her  dresa  She  called  me  to  bring  a  light,  when  lo !  right 
at  her  feet  lay  the  largest  kind  of  a  copperhead-snake,  which 
had  struck  at  her  just  as  she  stepped  off  the  doorstep.  His 
fearful  fangs,  of  course,  pierced  the  skirt  of  her  dress,  which 
by  her  motion  jerked  him  from  his  coil,  and  gave  notice  that 
**  all  was  not  right"    Was  that  not  rather  a  nanow  escape? 
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Mr.  Siuikee,  howeyer,  paid  the  forfeit  of  his  life  for  thus 
presmniDg,  and  good  enoagh  for  him.  I  once  killed  a  blaoli- 
anake  so  large,  that  he  had  a  big  gray  squirrel,  nearly  all 
swallowed,  and  there  he  lay,  "  taking  it  fiur  and  easy ;''  and 
once  on  a  time  I  heard  a  little  singular  sonnd,  and  taming 
arotmd,  I  saw  a  large  frog  leaping,  as  "  for  dear  life,"  down 
the  hillside,  and  singing  it  out  strangely  at  every  boandy 
and  just  behind  him  came  rushing  along,  "  in  hot  haste,*' 
the  largest  kind  of  a  black-snake.  Mister  frog  reached  the 
ereek,  plunged  into  shallow  water,  and  lay  as  still  as  deadi, 
and  seemingly  *'as  flat  as  a  pancake."  His  snakeship 
mshed  aoross  the  creek  close  by  him,  lost  his  trail,  "  taoked 
ship,"  and  came  back,  and  took  his  position  right  on  the 
bank,  just  opposite  to  him,  when  I  interfered,  which  snakee 
seemed  to  think  was  not  f(ur  play,  and  he  forthwith  put  in 
"leg  bail ;"  and  then  I  too  went  on  about  my  own  business. 
At  another  time,  a  setting  hen,  out  under  an  old  log,  just  al 
the  evening  twilight,  raised  a  flutter  and  a  fuss.  Rushing 
to  her  rescue,  I  found  her  completely  enveloped  in  the  coil 
of  a  large  black-snake,  at  least  six  feet  long,  wrapped  or 
entwined  all  round  her  body  and  her  wings,  and  twice  or 
thrice  around  her  neck ,  and  thus  he  choked  her  to  death 
before  I  could  render  her  any  relief;  and  this  being  his 
manner  of  taking  large  game,  is  the  reason  why  I  supposed 
he  would  have  used  friend  Alden  in  the  same  manner,  as 
before  stated.  I  tell  you,  reader,  it  was  "rather  snaky'* 
about  those  early  forest  times,  and  no  mistake,  surely. 

Well,  now  for  something  to  accommodate  myself  and  the 
*' young  folks  "  of  my  own  particular  neighborhood  exclu- 
sively. I  have  already  incidentally  made  mention  of  my 
interesting  little  pupil  and  niece.  Miss  Elizabeth  N.  Wilcox ; 
and  surely  I  can  not  well  say  too  much  in  praise  of  one  so 
kind,  so  studious,  and  so  interesting ;  and  her  little  sU  Al* 
dora  must  not  be  forgotten  or  overlooked — a  sweet  little 
motherless  dear.  Then  here  come  Misses  Lucinda  C, 
Dorothy  0.,  Sarah  Jane,  Amanda,  Alvira,  Augusta,  Helen^ 
Mary  Frances,  Xarissa,  Qertrade  ftnd  Caroline  Noyes;  ind 
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him,  too,  Miu  Elizabeth  Phebe,  only  child  of  Chmrloo  ud 
Mary  Nojes,  deceased,  a  yooDg  lady  of  ej:cellent  mind, 
which  she  has  well  improTod ;  amiable  and  obliging  in  her 
diflpoeition,  graceful  and  pleasing  in  her  manners,  she  has 
■ecured  the  love  and  good  will  of  all  who  know  her.  I 
extend  to  her  thb  special  notice,  because  she  ia  "a  lone 
orphan,"  and  richly  deserves  this  meed  of  honest  pnuse. 
Misses  Martha,  Mary,  Priscilla  and  Indiana  Milliken  were 
all  kind,  dear  p1^>ils  and  nieces  of  mine.  Misses  Abba» 
Jennie  and  Mary  Jumper,  Mary,  Elica,  Phebe  and  Emily 
Milliken,  Misses  Mary,  Frances  and  sis  West,  Miss  Isabel 
Chandler,  Miss  Mary  Jane  Morse,  Miss  Arabella  Freeland, 
Miss  Aurilla  Crocker,  Misses  Keturah,  Mary  Ann  and  Cassie 
Bodine,  Miss  Jennie  Eldridge,  Miss  Mary  Sisson,  Misses 
Unadilla  and  sis  Crider,  Misses  Harriet,  Geneva  and  Alice 
Jordan,  Misses  Elizabeth  and  Sarah  M  Jackson,  Miss 
Harriet  Conger,  Misses  Betsey,  Clema,  Mary  and  sis  Cook, 
Misses  Ella,  Harriet  Ann,  Isabel,  Amanda,  Melissa  and 
Nancy  McMullen,  all  the  Misses  Livingston  and  Kennedy, 
a  part  of  whose  names  are  forgotten,  and  so  I  name  none 
of  tbem.  Misses  Alzora  and  Grace  Powell,  Misses  Mary, 
Sarah,  Betsey,  Cynthia  and  Ljdia  McCoy,  Misses  Catharine 
and  Tamaris  Fisher,  Miss  Lydia  Roberts,  Miss  Harriet  Lay- 
bom,  Misses  Sarah  Jane  and  Olive  Barton,  Misses  Mary 
Jane  and  Melissa  Thompson,  Miss  Geneva  Tibbetts,  Miss 
Mary  Ellen  Sayres,  Miss  Fanny  Cummings,  Misses  Rebecca 
and  Pruda  Fitzgerald,  Misses  Abigail,  Nancy,  Lucy  and 
Sarah  Rice,  Misses  Margaret  and  Martha  McCracken,  Miss 

Morearta,  Miss  Whitesell,  Misses  Keturah  and 

Louisiana  Wicks,  Misses  Hannah,  Sarah  Jane,  Elizabeth 
and  Priscilla  Dunn,  Miss  Sarah  Kelley,  Misses  Sarah  Jane 
and  Pruda  Piatt,  Misses  Mary,  Catharine,  Eliza  and  Fanny 
Ketcham;  all  of  whom  I  embalm  in  the  pages  of  my 
little  book,  as  dear  kind  pupils.  One  or  two  I  have 
recorded  in  their  family  connection,  to  keep  the  associa- 
tion. A  few  also  are  now  married,  and  a  few  are  dead; 
but  I  treasure  up  their  names  here  as  a  memento  of 
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them.  Miaa  Margaret  McCoy,  though  never  a  papil»  is 
a  loTed  and  cherished  friend,  and  I  associate  her  name 
with  her  youthful  associates,  to  be  preserved  together; 
and  it  affords  me  pleasure  thus  to  give  evidence  of  cher- 
ished remembrances ;  and  I  will  here  close  the  list  by  re- 
cording the  names  of  all  my  dear  grandchildren,  the  most 
of  whom  have  been  dear  kind  pupils,  too ;  and,  of  course, 
their  names  must  appear  in  grandpa's  book.  Well  here 
they  are : — ^Lewis  and  Dorothy,  children  of  my  own  loved 
Elizabeth  and  Richard  Piatt;  Orval  W.,  Estelle  C.  and 
I>orothy  Victory,  children  of  my  only  surviving  son,  Wm. 
and  Priscilla  Cotton;  Sarah  Louisa  and  Alfred  Charles, 
children  of  my  lamented  son,  Alfred  B.  and  Jane  Cotton, 
and  Phebe  Elizabeth  by  his  first  wife  Phebe,  who  died 
when  sit  was  only  a  few  days  old.  She  has  grown  up 
with  us,  and  appears  to  be  quite  our  own.  The  Lord 
bless  them  all,  is  grandpa's  prayer,  and  at  last,  when 
life's  duties,  dangers  and  conflicts  are  over,  may  wo 
form  an  unbroken  circle — "a  fond  family  in  heaven." 
•  This  being  my  own  neighborhood,  is  my  apology 
for  devoting  so  much  space  for  the  recording  of  namc:<. 
But  as  I  do  it  at  my  own  expense  none  surely  need 
complain,  either  here  or  elsewhere,  now  or  hereafter; 
•ee  reasons  more  fully  expressed  at  Manchester,  and 
then  say  whether  I  deserve  censure  or  praise  for  the»o 
things. 

And  now  for  a  bear  story,  tluU  is  a  bear  story,  to  conclude* 
Mule  Town  history. 

An  early  forest  neighbor  of  mine,  by  the  name  of  Bill>*. 
known  as  "Dumb  Bills,"  and  "as  deaf  as  a  haddock"  at 
that,  once  caught  two  little  "  cub  bears,"  not  far  from  my 
forest  home,  took  them  up  carefully,  went  down  to  tho 
creek  close  by — selected  a  little  clear  piece  of  bottom  laiid 
Ibr  his  theater  of  action,  looked  well  to  his  trusty  rifle—- 
and  then  by  pinching,  made  the  little  fellows  sing  it  out 
lustily,  to  call  up  old  mother  bear,  and  with  his  keen 
*' hawk's  eye,"  kept  a  good  look  oat  in  every  direoti4)n. 
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And  by-And-bj  old  bear  bore  in  sigbt,  at  qnite  a  distanoe 
upon  the  brow  of  the  hill.  Now  the  little  ones  sang-  it  out 
loBtilj  again,  and  mistress  bear  doubles  her  speed,  and  now 
another  sharp  outcry,  and  mistress  bear  '*  puts  in  her  beet 
licks,"  comes  waddling  along  at  the  top  of  her  speed,  hair 
erect,  tongue  out,  and  growling,  yengeance  upon  the  captor 
and  the  teaser  of  her  young.  Tes,  here  she  comes,  '*  might 
and  main,"  "  full  tilt,"  and  when  within  a  few  yards  of 
the  object  of  her  care  and  her  yengeance,  "  h^r^ning  "  goes 
the  rifle,  and  down  drops  mistress  bear,  suddenly  in  her 
tracks,  and  so  great  was  the  momentum  of  her  speed,  that 
she  actually  turned  a  perfect  "  summerset,"  and  fell  quiv- 
ering in  death,  just  at  the  captor's  feet  Bills  knew  the 
tender  spot — knew  that  he  could  hit  it  in  a  moment,  at  the 
right  time,  reseryed  his  fire,  and  then  witii  a  quick  motion, 
a  steady  nerye,  and  a  deadly  aim,  he  was  "lord  of  the 
turf,"  and  "  yictor  of  the  field."  0,  what  daring  intrepidity  I 
what  self  possession,  for  "a  deaf  and  dumb  man  I"  Such 
were  some  of  my  early  neighbors — the  "forest  pioneers." 
Now,  boys,  aint  that  single  story  about  worth  one  dollar, 
and  altogether  too  good,  too  thrillingly  interesting  to  be 
lost  ?  And  how  many  such,  my  little  book  will  rescue  from 
obliyion,  to  amuse  and  interest  little  boys  and  girls,  who 
^shall  liye  riglU  here  in  after  years.  And  personally  I  know 
that  all  these  things  are  substantially  correct  and  true. 
So  much  then,  for  Mcle  Town,  **my  early  forest  home." 

MANCHESTER, 

The  first  cabin  was  raised  here  in  1815,  by  Robert 
McCracken,  now  residing  in  the  eastern  end  of  the  county. 
He  informed  me,  the  other  day,  that  he  cut  his  own  road 
clear  from  Cambridge — that  his  nearest  neighbor  was  four 
or  five  miles  distant,  and  he  that  much  farther  west  than 
any  other  white  man,  in  the  depths  of  an  unbroken  and 
interminable  wilderness.  His  Indian  and  wild  beast  stories 
are  some,  and  tally  with  similar  reports  eyerywhere.  Two 
years  after  he  settled  in  the  forest,  quite  *'  a  Yankee  colony '^ 
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GoL  Mttk  MeCncka.  mued  k»  pattioA  to  tkt  daj  of 
kis  dnth,  aod  umtni  ihas  ki^  aad  spadon  bmms- 
booae^  bow  oecficd  by  Wm.  BL  Bskcr,  wka»  fron  a  poor 
boj,  has  woiked  ha  «^  into  that  Wooiifiil  mad  Takable 


CoL  Mmik  McCn^e^  sk  n  coriy  daj,  ioag  oat 
iMipeiaocfi  hoBfT  to  the  breese,  was  m  man  exteanTdy  mud 
iLvorably  kDo«ii»  ood  bmj  veQ  be  Mid  to  be  one  of  Hbm 
leading  saa  m  the  eoauiBiiitj.  He  died  in  ihe  aidst  of 
life,  lored,  bgawianfid,  and  nuated.  His  sainted  mother  died 
a  short  time  before,  at  the  adTanccd  a^  of  91  jean.  The 
Tenerable  old  Mr.  PlomaMr,  the  honored  father  of  the  Rer. 
Daniel  and  Capl  Lother  Phimmer,  had  a  leg  twioe  ampa- 
tated,  it  being  all  fearfallj  fractored  bj  a  falling  tree  in 
the  East  imrviTed  many  years,  and  died  at  a  ripe,  good 
old  age.  Father  and  mother  Freeman,  parents  of  Mrs. 
Daniel  Phimmer,  fell  asleep  at  about  86  years  of  age,  and 
all  died  in  the  blissful  hope  of  "  a  better  inheritance/' 
Edward  Freeman,  my  loved  and  familiar  Edward,  buried 
his  little  granddaoghter,  and  his  own  sweet  daoghter, 
Louisa,  Mrs.  Torhom  in  one  day,  and  died  himself  the 
next,  I  beliera  And  thus  was  his  most  excellent  lady, 
■ly  highly  esteemed  friend,  suddenly  and  sorely  beresTed. 
Henry  Hentis,  brother  to  O.  U.  Heustis,  Esq.,  and  Bon-in« 
law  of  the  Rer.  Daniel  Plommer,  was  thrown  fVom  hit 
wagon,  fell  apon  a  log,  which  prodoced  a  niptnre  in  his 
bowels,  suffered  a  world  of  woe,  and  then  died.  He  was 
a  man  of  genius  and  of  eloquence,  dearly  loTcd,  and  greatly 
missed.  His  faithful  Almira  soon  after  found  repose  beside 
him  in  '*the  house  of  death."  And  Mrs.  Harding  sung 
a  sweet  and  pensiye  lay  at  the  death  of  her  fond  sister, 
as  she  did  upon  another  similar  occasion — the  death  of 
her  dear  sister  Jane,  of  whom  mention  £as  already  been 
mada  Old  mother  Heustis  is  very  smart  and  aotive  at  the 
•gd  of  86  years,  and  a  wonderful  fine  old  lady. 
.  My  early  forest  friends,  8imon  Alexander  and  lady,  died 
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■uddenljr,  within  two  wmIds  of  emch  other.  A  ptinlbl 
and  lore  affiiotbn  to  all  their  ehildren  and  their  firienda. 
Jamea  Matthews,  a  good,  and  well  deeerTing  aon^n- 
law,  alflo  died  euddenlj,  as  did  John  Milliken  years  be- 
fore, loved  and  lamented,  and  cherished  still.  A  eon  of 
Daniel  Kersey's  was  killed  in  the  bark-mill.  A  aon  of 
Moses  Roberts  was  drowned  in  the  taa  yat  Mj  worthy 
friend,  James  M  Clark,  had  his  thigh  bn^n  by  a  &11, 
and  his  daughter,  Miss  Ann,  a  dear  pnpil  of  mine^  sn^ 
fered  Uie  amputation  of  a  fearfal  tamor  from  her  side 
the  other  day,  which  she  endured,  and  bore  ^  like  a  gen- 
eral" Old  Mother  Piles  was  found  dead  at  hffir  door  in  a 
praying  posture  years  aga  My  yenerable  friend.  Job  Syl- 
vester, Father  of  Capt  Benjamin  Sylvester,  now  of  St  Panl« 
Minnesota,  is  over  90  years  of  age,  the  oldest  man  in  this 
community,  and  a  precious  good  old  man  at  that.  He 
lives  with  his  daughter,  Mrs.  Capt.  Lather  Piummer,  where 
he  is  kindly  nursed  and  cared  for.  His  precious  good  lady 
passed  to  "  that  better  land  "  several  years  ago,  and  soon, 
no  doubt,  they  '11  meet  above,  to  part  no  more  for  evar. 

Father  and  Mother  Runnels,  Judde  Clark,  and  Joseph 
Piummer,  before  noticed,  are  no  more.  Mrs.  Piummer,  his 
widow,  precious  woman,  has  been  blind  for  years,  but  *'  the 
eye  of  her  faith"  is  brilliant  and  sound.  She  and  good 
old  mother  Clark  are  tenderly  nursed  and  oared  for  by 
their  dear  and  dutiful  children.  Richard  Hansel,  John  B. 
Clark,  Stephen  M.  Clark,  David  Runnels,  and  JSdmund 
Chlsman,  and  their  good  ladies  and  families,  have  removed, 
blessed  and  remembered  by  all  their  friends.  Rev.  Benja- 
min Piummer,  a  young  but  accomplished  minister  of  the 
Gospel,  seems  to  be  filling  the  place  of  his  venerable  nnele 
Daniel  May  the  mantle  of  Elisha  fall  upon  him,  and  the 
Lord  bless  him  in  his  "  work  of  faith  and  labor  of  love." 
Good  old  Rev.  Father  Eldridge  has  served  his  day  and  gen-' 
ration  well  and  faithfully,  and  soon  will  enter  into  rest 

Miss  Mary  K  Clark,  now  the  estimable  and  accomplished 
Mra  Dr.  Eldridge,  years  ago,  on  behalf  of  tlw  ladies  <^  Man* 
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ohMer,  intd«  the  Bible-presentation  Addreee  to  tiie  Sons 
of  Temperanoe.  To  say  that  it  was  beautifully  appropn- 
ate  is  to  say  but  littl&  It  was  surpassingly  so:  and  mine 
was  the  honor  to  respond.  To  be  eclipsed  by  so  bright  an 
orb,  or  rather  to  be  lost  in  its  greater  brilliancy,  like  the 
morning  star,  was  rather  a  pleasure  than  a  pain ;  and  yet 
my  friends  say  that  I  fairly  beat  myselC  The  greater 
compliment,  however,  is  found  in  this :  both  of  our  addresses 
were  subsequently  used,  east  of  the  mountains,  on  a  simi- 
lar occasion,  word  for  word  and  line  for  line,  and  so  pub- 
lished in  tiie  papers,  which  I  read  for  myself  If  a  little 
disreputable  to  the  users,  who  thus  made  themselTes  ob- 
noxious to  the  charge  of  plagiarism,  it  certainly  was  rery 
oomplimentary  to  Miss  Clark  and  myself.  Miss  Sarah 
Plummer  and  Miss  Mary  Flint  were  Miss  Clark's  ftiir  a^- 
tendants,  and  must  be  regbtered  and  perpetuated  in  this 
eonnection,  as  matter  of  course.  That  was  a  proud  day  for 
Manchester  and  the  temperance  cause ;  and  if  the  Division 
has  gone  down,  it  wrought  a  great  and  good  work  in  its 
day.  It,  however,  never  should  have  gone  down — there 
was  no  earthly  cause  for  it ;  but  I  can  not  dvrell,  although  I 
eould  vrrite  a  full  volumCf  and  weep  over  the  necessity. 
My  association  vnth  Miss  Clark,  now  the  modest,  amiable, 
and  intelligent  Mrs.  Dr.  Eldridge,  makes  her  name  and  her 
memory  dear  to  my  heart  The  doctor  and  his  brother 
Albert,  now  in  Illinois,  and  Dr.  Sayres,  have  claims  upon 
my  gratitude  for  kind  and  generous  personal  and  prote- 
sienal  services. 

Dr.  Terrel  has  recently  located  in  our  midst,  and  comes 
with  the  fame  of  an  excellent  man  and  a  good  physician, 
without  which  he  could  stand  no  possible  chance  with  our 
other  excellent  physicians.  My  venerable  and  kind  friends, 
Brother  Samuel  Roberts  and  lady.  Brother  Whitcomb  and 
lady.  Brothers  Amos  and  Jonathan  Ross  and  ladies,  Bro- 
ther Elias  Schooley  and  lady,  Captain  Luther  Plummer 
and  lady,  James  Walso  and  lady,  and  Salmon  T.  Warren» 
and  good  old  Aunt  Ssther  freoun,  are  aboni  all  of  tho 
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old  wMJen  Mt  And  noae,  flimly,  wHl  td»  it 
whrni  I  say,  what  everybody  die  nye,  that  OBptein  Pfaoh 
mer,  for  moral  ezcellenoe  and  worth,  has  Jkm  eqiiab»  and 
no  superiors  anywhere.  Mr.  Waho  also  deserrea  a  Ihtia 
apeeial  notiee.  He  oommenoed  the  world  a  poor  orphaa 
boy,  tuiproinisiiig,  penniless,  and  friendless,  exoept  the  es* 
oooragement  and  good  oonnsel  of  the  Rer.  Daniel  Plom* 
mer,  with  whom  he  liTed  for  sereral  years.  Now  he  owns 
and  ooenpiee  the  beaatifiil  farm  and  splendid  mansion 
house  fcMmerly  owned  by  Captain  Benjamin  SyWestar. 
He  also  owns  another  Taloable  form.  We  assoeiate  his 
name  and  example  with  those  of  friend  Randall  and  Ba> 
ker,  before  noticed  ;  to  whioh  we  might  add  those  of  (Miw 
H  and  Elias  Henstis,  George  M.  Lozier,  Jeremiah  Hower- 
ton,  Ralph  Collier,  John  B.  and  James  M.  Clark,  Samud 
S.  Conger,  James  Garrigus,  Smith  Piatt,  Peter  C.  .Wiloox, 
Alden  H.  Jumper,  and  the  Hon.  JomeS  P.  Milliken,  and 
others  right  in  our  midst,  here,  who  started  out  in  the 
world  empty-handed,  but  whose  wealth  now  is  computed 
by  thousands,  and  most  of  them  all,  too,  have  held  high 
official  stations  among  men.  Thus  securing  to  themselvet 
wealth,  honor,  and  fame  by  their  own  personal  efforts  of  in- 
dustry, economy,  and  moral  worth.  What  a  lesson  to  pon- 
der  upon  and  to  apply  I 

My  reading  and  obserration  go  to  show,  that  poor  boys 
often  die  rich  men,  and  rich  boys  often  die  poor  men,  and 
the  reason  is  as  obvious  as  the  nose  on  a  man's  faoa. 
How  much  better,  then,  it  would  be  for  men  of  wealth  to 
dispose  of  their  means  themseWes,  as  they  go  along  through 
life,  to  charitable  and  benevolent  purposes,  than  to  hoard 
it  up  for  their  children  to  quarrel  about,  perchance,  afta 
they  are  dead  and  gone;  and,  instead  of  thanking  you  for 
what  you  have  left,  a  thousand  chances  to  one^  they  will 
complain  because  you  did  not  leave  them  more.  Such 
things  but  too  often  occur.  Had  a  fortune  been  left  to 
me,  I,  perchance,  should  have  done  little  good  in  the  world* 
either  to  myself  or  to  anybody  else;  and  surely  nenr 
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fittie  bMk,  iriueh,  I  «iit  win  aoeompMi  mbm  fillto 
li  loHit,  SDd  aibrd  plriing  aid  ivateibk 
to  ili  fBBdBsm.  wiiai  ^Bfie'«  cbttmi  «e  o'er' 
WitfaNit  m  on^  fine,  jn,  a  tftiyfe  dime,  I  eDrnmeneed 
tta  worid,  and  teve  ''woilBBd  my  -vn^ ;  and  the  nflaetioa 
IB  gfatujmg  to  snr  aeait.  I'^niniaf  tae  eeieiinHM  Mc 
iiiiflied  a  more  Iwiiiifal  and 
■Itfu  lut  aud — ^^'liavj  an  VBfwwt  |Huent  laboia  liafd« 
five*  vpaamgtj  tSl  h»  fife,  for  ikm  pur|iaee  of  toonng 
to  0Pe  ^  eiuldnB  'a  alart  ia  ^m  wqM/  ao  it  k 


■an  afloai  "wtSti  wxxutj  left  liim  \/f  loa 
er  lelaijym,  k  like  tjing  liladden  asder  1^  aana 
of  one  "mho  eaa  »ol  owim,  and  tkea  timiet  him  oat  from 
Ibe  Aoae  tea  elmDoeo  to  one,  be  will  loae  1^  Uadden 
go  to  liie  bottom  and  periek  Teaeb  bim  to  ewim,  and 
win  aeter  need  liie  bleddcii.    Give  joar  cbild  a  good 


calling  and  joa  bave  done  ennngh  fior  bim 

afMn  that  eoora. 

IWen  aee  to  st»  tbai  bie  aMaab  afe  pare,  bie  mind  ealti- 

mlcd^and^  wbole  nitere  made  ariiea- 

fient  to  tbe  lawa 

wbieb  govefn  amn,  and  joa  bave  gpven 

him  that  wbieb 

wiU  beof  aMve  reel  Tafam  to  bim  tbaa  tbe  wealth  of  tbe 

To  be  thrown  apon  one's  own  waoareeB»  ie»  ia  tiwtb,  to 
ba  eaet  iato  the  Terj  lap  of  good  fbrtane,  lor  oar  fiieahiaa 
^en  andergo  a  deretopamnt^  and  diiplay  an  eaergj  thai 
worfca  miradee  and  comprdiende  wonden. 

Now,  thio  eajing  that  *'  I  am  able  to  raiee  my  sens  and 
my  daogbtaa  without  oompelling  them  to  btbor/'  it  oafy 
aatrthfrr  method  of  eaying,  I  am  able  to  raise  them  drcaieef 
loafoa,  eriminale,  and  oonTicta.  I  repeat»  how  many  hearia 
eonld  be  made  g)ad,  homes  of  porerty  and  afliction  happy 
and  obeerfnlt  bow  much  good  to  the  chareh  and  to  tbe 
rldy  if  men  of  means  woald  w^  i^pplj  Mid  appropriato 
to  ebaritabia  and  good  purpoies  as  they  go  along 
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throof^  tifts  world.  Sooh  m«ii  would  be  liek  iadedL 
"Rich  in  faith  and  good  works,''  which  is  the  onlj  Inn 
riches.  M  j  deer  reader,  if  yoa  have  no  respect  ior  mj 
opinion,  mj  advice  and  mj  own  history,  snrely  yon  will 
not  set  at  naught  the  coanoil  and  the  advioe  of  the  "  world 
iamed  "  Dr.  Arnold,  as  quoted  above.  Read  it  over  again 
and  profit  by  it,  will  you— <i«ry6o<2y  / 

Before  I  conclude,  I  must  say  here  is  the  residence  of 
Freeman  Plummer,  the  patentee  of  the  *'  G<»n  Planter," 
before  noticed;  and  here,  too,  is  the  residence  of  Dr. 
(Gardner,  youngest  son  and  child  of  the  Rev.  Daniri  Pluss- 
mer,  and  brother  to  Freeman.  I  have  known  the  doetor 
all  the  days  of  his  life,  and  a  young  man  of  a  jmrer,  better 
moral  character  I  never  knew  anywhere.  He  is  certainly 
a  young  man  of  mind,  well  read  in  the  science  of  medicine, 
and  age  and  experience  will  do  the  balance  for  him,  and 
secure  both  "wealth  and  fame." 

And  here  I  record  a  few  more  precious  names,  to  close 
up  my  school  list:  Miss  Harriet  True,  Miss  Susan  Con- 
dale,  Misses  Antoinette  and  Alsora  Ross,  Miss  Ann  Roberts, 
Miss  Lydia  Plummer,  Misses  Aurilla  and  Augusta  Sylves- 
ter, Miss  Ann,  Maria,  Jane,  Ellen,  Louisa,  Sarah,  Alices 
and  little  sis  Clark,  Miss  Sarah  Schooley,  Miss Bald- 
ridge,  Miss Crider,  Miss  Sarah  Wilson,  Miss  Ellen 

Freeman,  the  little  Misses  True,  Miss  Celia  Ann,  (of 
precious  memory,)  Mary  Jane,  Sarah,  Caroline,  Mary  Ann, 
Sarah  Jane,  and  Harriet  Hansell,  Miss  Adaline  and  Jane 
EUingwood,  Miss  Sarah  Walters,  Miss  Isadore  and  little 
9is  Plummer,  Miss  Perry,  Miss  Elizabeth  and  little  M 
Mnrdock,  and  all  the  Misses  Stevensons,  the  most  of  whom 
are  pupils,  that  1  fondly  cherish  and  embalm  in  the  pages 
of  my  little  book,  with  a  right  hearty  good  will.  Some 
few  names  are  recorded  out  of  ^gwrt  friendship,  to  keep  up 
the  family  and  the  neighborhood  association,  as  said  upon 
a  former  occasion.  This  to  some  may  appear  a  small  busi- 
ness  for  an  author.  But  do  n't  you  know  that  my  pupil% 
seeing  their  own  names  in  my  book,  will  prise  it  the  highsr 


K>iM.     Tit  Mii  &  CMxn.-T  vt  eMB! .r.'x^z  vcl  ■w^:'   muji  i 

mimjaoa.  ht  L-h  bam  i=  Ui*  bwi  ui^  i*^  <f  nTTT'  lodr. 
br  EJ^ht  aaj  iw  3*t.     Axj  Iwtt  ^*n  fi  aiur.  wnqaM, 

item.     TV?o  E'idv  Kicamfr  bw  njd  *  IT^iri]  ^cmtnn 

*■  hi!  p»i  U4j  cu  «T<I  iie*alT  of  ■  tntx.  Aid«<l  to 
Ihu,  the  bsaatifol  tri^k  cbnrcb  b>re  i;  a1»ivf  an  pstaN 
gruaitr  ai  fa:«  handf.  Wbo.  thHi.  hae  iim  v  mvA  fat 
nsni^i  t  T«k:n^  aenBODf.  oraii-:«f.  i«in(iwaiK«  iMtm**. 
and  Sabhath  tcbo^  a4dr««M#  ill  tojpihfr.  I  mp^'af  my 
pablie  arddrnM*  would  ntb«r  oatnambor  his  or  mit  <itli«T 
maii'i  bcnab^atii.  Bnt  olhwwii*  E!iJ*r  PlumtaM  •nn<h 
bead  and  Elioal>l«n  above  all  ar.^Dnd  him  -  And  lak^n  atl 
in  all  tocher,  there  i*  no  one  lit^  him.  ThTvncU  hi* 
raini^trr  1  wm  awakened.  thou);h  wnv^•^lo^!  undt-r  th» 
labors  of  aootber.  By  him  I  was  baptiiod  and.TWfi»«l 
into  tbe  ebareh.  By  his  minlRtralion  I  wtt«  marriad  lo  nij 
good  lady,  ferty  yean  ago.  I  hara  aat  nndar  hta  mliibUj 
ftll  that  tima,  both  with  plMinr*  aad  prajll.    And  puvly, 
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Iwt  fyt  my  veiierable  good  motiier,  I  ghoiild  haTe  iiiMribed 
my  little  book  to  him.  And  this  ftcknowlodgement  <^  it 
bore  amoants  to  aboat  ^e  same  thing.  Elder  Plommer 
has  been  a  man  of  great  phytieal  and  mental  energiee— is 
now  somewhat  advanced  in  yean,  and  frail  and  fiseble — a 
mere  shadow  of  his  former  self.  Bat  ooold  a  painter,  with 
a  skilifal  hand,  sketch  his  life,  in  his  most  Tigorons,  palmi- 
est days,  it  would  be  a  picture  '* worth  dimesy^'  and  "worth 
beholding. '^ 

He  has  '*  served  his  day  and  generadon''  well  and 
faithfully,  and,  in  all  human  probabili^,  wiU  soon  *'hear 
from  on  high/'  "  It  is  enough—oome  up  hither."  "  Enter 
thou  into  the  joy  of  thy  Lord."  This  is  no  vain,  fitUomt 
compliment,  but  the  grateful  tribute  of  an  old  friend— of 
an  honest  heart. 

And  this  concludes  my  journal  and  history,  except  to 
say,  that  the  largest  rattle-enake  I  ever  heard  any  thing 
about,  was  killed  forty  years  ago,  upon  Ae  creek  not  &r 
from  the  old  county  poor-house,  hailing  from  a  den,  a  rocky 
cayem,  in  the  steep  hillsida  It  was  about  sev«i  feet  long, 
and  at  least  one  foot  and  a  half  round,  and  sported  thirty- 
two  monstrous  rattles.  I  have  it  upon  the  honor  of  my 
friend,  Benjamin  Tibbetts,  who  says  he  helped  kill  and 
measure  it ;  and  if  any  body  doubts  his  veracity,  they  con 
satisfy  themselves  by  calling  upon  Oliver  H.  Heustis,  Esq., 
or  upon  the  Miller  Johnsons.  Now  is  that  not  a  "  mighty 
big  snake  story"  to  quit  on?  And  that,  too,  right  hero 
in  Manchester,  where  my  little  book  is  written,  to  be  sent 
abroad  with  that  story  in  it.  What  will  the  little  boys 
think,  who  live  here  forty  years  hence,  when  they  chance 
to  read  this  story — being  residents  of  the  very  community 
where  it  originated  ?  What  will  they  ?  I  pause  for  a  reply, 
and  proceed. 

TWO  WOLVES, 

It  will  be  remembered  that  I  have  given  one  very  in- 
human wolf  story,  with  name  and  place.  I  have  reserved 
two  others,  whidi  I  ehooie  Bot  to  locate. 
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A  man  ithom  I  well  knew,  many  jmn  ago,  canght  • 
poor  wolf  in  his  trap,  and  calling  to  his  aid  two  other 
persons,  he  proceeded  to  take  singalar  Tegeance  upon  her; 
tied  her  month  with  a  cord,  ran  a  gambrel  through  her 
hamstrings,  hung  her  np  orer  a  heam  in  his  kitchen,  and 
then  actnollj  skinned  her  aliTe,  and  tamed  her  loose. 
She  ran  about  forty  rods,  fell  over,  straggled  long  and 
fearfblly,  and  at  last  died.  I  ate,  or  at  least  tried  to  eat, 
m  most  excellent  dinner  in  that  very  same  kitchen  not 
long  since ;  bat  was  sick  at  heart,  and  shuddered  at  the 
recital  of  the  barbarous  and  cruel  act  The  good  lady  o£ 
the  house  said  she  wished  that  she  had  nerer  known  it ; 
tiiat  it  troubled  her  every  time  she  thought  of  it;  and  that 
she  could  scarcely  keep  it  out  of  mind  for  a  single  day, 
and  often  lay  awake,  and  thought  about  it,  when  she  fain 
would  be  asleep ;  and  that  is  no  marvel — surely  not 

The  cruel  actors  have  been  dead  for  years,  but  are  never 
thought  of  without  a  sigh  or  a  shudder.  It  will  sHek  to 
their  memories  like  **  the  shirt  of  Nessus.^  0,  my  young 
readers,  do  n't  so  afflict  your  surviving  friends,  nor  curse 
your  own  memories,  by  such  acts  of  cruelty  and  crime. 
O  don't — never  I 

And  now  for  another.  A  venerable  old  pioneer,  among 
other 'things  of  early  times,  informed  me,  that  he  and 
some  three  or  four  young  men  once  came  across  a  wolf 
pen,  with  a  wolf  in  it.  It  was  suggested  that  now  was 
the  time  to  have  some  rare  sport  in  taking  sanguinary 
vengeance  upon  poor  mister  wolf.  There  was  some  misgiving 
and  parleying,  but  the  thing  took,  and  at  it  they  went,  and 
skinned  the  poor  wolf  alive — growling  and  groaning  at 
every  breath ;  then  the  file*leader  cut  his  hamstrings ;  then 
thrust  his  knife  into  each  eye;  and  then  left  him  to 
struggle  and  die  in  that  fearfbl  plight. 

"My  friend,''  said  I,  •*!  am  sorry  that  you  told  me 
thai;  the  sooner  that  is  .forgotten  the  better.'^  "Ahl'^ 
•aid  the  old  man,  '*  would  that  I  could  forget  it.  It  hat 
hatmUd  me  for  more  than  fifty  yean»  by  night  and  by 
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^j.  I  do  nH  know  how  it  wu  tiiat  I  oonsented  to  it.  I 
WM  opposed  to  it»  bat  the  boye  some  how  got  me  in,  and 
I  have  deeply  regretted  of  it  oil  my  daye."  Now  had  he 
ftal  int€  moral  ooarage — a  fixed  purpoee  to  do  right — had 
he  obeyed  that  eaored  iiyanctioQ,  "if  sinnerB  entioe  tiiee 
to  sin,  consent  thou  not " — he  woold  have  saved  himself  a 
a  lifetime  of  regrets  and  onavailing  woe.  I  relnotant^ 
record  these  barbariUes  and  oradties,  bat  I  do  it  for  the 
moral  it  imparts.  As  I  said  before,  be  car^iil  to  do  noth* 
ing  in  yoath  that  shall  curse  your  memories — nothing  that 
yoa  iain  would,  but  can  not,  forget  Remember  this,  wiD 
yoa?  We  take  the  Indian's  boffalo,  moose,  elk,  deer,  and 
even  his  lands,  and  then  talk  abont  savage  torture  and 
onidty.  When  for  the  loss  of  a  single  lamb,  now  and 
then,  to  satisfy  the  cravings  of  animal  life,  according  to 
natare,  the  wJuU  man  outrivals  his  brother  in  torturing 
hit  poor  captive.  0  shame!  My  informant  has  sorely  re- 
pented, and  is  now  a  pious,  good  old  man. 

Now,  I  suppose  that^  in  the  nature  and  fitness  of  things, 
it  is  right  to  destroy  all  animals  that  disturb  or  annoy  us; 
but  then  it  should  be  done  with  the  least  possible  pain  to 
the  poor  animal  that  has  fallen  a  captive  into  our  hands. 
Such  barbarities  and  cruelties  as  I  here  record,  upon  the 
most  reliable  authority,  are  a  burning  shame  upon  onr 
race— an  outrage  upon  common  humanity,  that  sends  a 
blush  to  the  cheek,  and  a  pang  to  the  heart 

THE  FUGITIVES. 

Don't  be  alarmed,  reader,  at  the  heading.  I  only  pro- 
pose to  "agitate"  your  risible  faculties  a  litUe  for  yonr 
ovni  gratification  and  amusement  K  there  be  "  a  time  to 
laugh;"  I  think  that  time  is  now.  I  have  bad  my  laugh, 
and  now  you  may  have  yours,  if  you  are  in  a  laughing 
mood,  but  do  n't  hurt  yourselves  if  you  can  help  it 

As  an  ofiset  to  these  wolf  stories,  I  will  now  give  yoa 
two  fugitive  stories,  which  I  gaUiered  up  from  some  of  the 
parties  interested  thereiui  that  have  a  more  pleasug  oat- 
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oome.  Pro  or  oon,  yea  must  laugh,  if  there  is  laugh  in 
jocL  I  gire  them  not  to  agitate  the  "political  qneetion," 
bat  to  enjoy  the  spice  of  them. 

In  a  pretty  Tillage  in  old  Dearborn,  just  at  early  twilight, 
two  colored  men,  with  slonched  hate  and  tattered  garments, 
and  both  barefoot  at  that,  were  seen  shying  their  way  along, 
at  the  outskirts  of  the  village.  They  evidently  were  run- 
aways. The  hue  and  cry  was  raised,  and  all  set  off  in  hot 
pursuit,  but  lost  sight  of  them  in  turning  a  comer ;  but  no 
matter ;  they  could  soon  overhaul  them.  But  not  so ;  they 
bad  strangely  and  suddenly  concealed  themselves.  All  the 
Tillage  was  soon  up  and  after  them  in  hot  haste;  every 
nook,  and  comer,  and  stump,  and  haystack,  and  stable  was 
thoroughly  searched,  to  no  purpose.  **  Jim,  get  my  horse — 
quick,"  said  one.  "Well,  which  horse,  Jack?"  "The 
fastest  horse,  to  be  sure."  "Shall  I  saddle  him?"  "No, 
you  fool  you ;  the  niggers  will  get  clear  out  of  reach  of  us. 
We  must  head  them  soon."  And  directly  on  he  mounted, 
bareback,  and  plied  whip  right  manfully,  as  did  others. 
One  rode  to  one  crossing,  and  another  to  another.  "  If  yon 
see  them,  halloo  'shoot  him!'  but  don't  do  it."  0,  it  was 
a  wonderfully  exciting  time.  "  What  could  have  become  of 
them?''  says  one;  " perhaps  you  were  mistaken ;  they  might 
not  have  been  negroes."  "Yes,  they  were;  I  saw  their 
legs  clear  up  to  the  knees.  I  know  they  were  runaway 
negroes.''  And  all  broke  out  again  in  hot  pursuit,  and 
kept  it  up  till  near  midnight,  when  the  knowing  ones  could 
hold  in  no  longer,  and  three  young  men  broke  out  in  an 
uproarious  laugh — "April  Fooll" 

It  was  John  and  Jim  here  that  you  were  after,  and  I 
was  to  start  after  them,  and  you  all,  like  April  fools,  fol- 
lowed me,  sud  one.  And  then  such  another  ha,  ha,  and 
■creaming,  and  biting  of  lips,  and  cursing,  and  imprecv 
tions,  were  seldom  mixed  up  together.  Some,  like  Gilpin 
of  old,  were  so  galled  in  the  seat,  that  they  could  hardly 
■tand  or  walk  for  a  week.  All  this  happened  on  the  eva 
or  the  tet  day  of  April,  183-;    The  boys  that  stafted  H» 
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•addmly  diTestod  theniMlTes  of  their  wearing  apparel,  aad 
joined  in  the  ponait.  Now,  aint  that  richf  I  conceal  the 
parties,  lest  it  should  offend.  Boys,  don't  betray  your- 
■elTes,  if  you  can  help  it  It  is  the  richest  "April-fool'' 
story  I  CTcr  heard,  and  no  mistake. 

And  now  for  another:  Two  men  were  making  shini^ 
in  the  woods,  when  what  should  they  espy  creeping  along 
through  the  bushes  but  a  poor  tattered  runaway  negnk 
Supposing  that  negro-catching  woold  be  much  more  profits 
able  and  patriotic  than  making  shingles,  they  "  left  all,  and 
followed  him ;"  occasionally  getting  glimpses  of  him,  and 
then  he  would  come  up  missing.  Baffled  in  their  attempt 
to  take  him  alone,  they  gave  the  alarm,  as  the  prise  was 
evidently  too  great  to  be  lost,  and  a  "  half  loaf  being  better 
than  no  bread."  But  while  the  pursuers  were  in  hot  haste 
afler  him,  others  took  every  favorable  position  to  afford 
him  ud ;  went  out  with  plates  full  of  victuals,  if  possible, 
to  feed  the  poor  fugitive.  At  last  he  hove  in  sight,  was 
kindly  addressed,  assured  that  they  would  befriend  him, 
showed  him  the  tempting  refreshment,  and  timorously  he 
approached,  and  the  hearts  of  his  friends  leaped  within 
them  for  joy  and  pity.  But  no,  the  poor  negro  paused, 
Bidd  something  about  betrayal,  and  off  he  dashed  in  mad 
dismay,  in  spite  of  all  the  kind  assurances  of  his  sympa- 
thising friends — this  state  of  things  was  often  renewed,  the 
chase  continuing  for  hours.  At  last,  the  poor  negro  sur- 
rounded and  exhausted,  yielded  up  to  his  fiite,  and  fell 
down,  and  soon  was  in  the  hands  of  his  pursuers,  who, 
with  a  kind  of  triumphant  shout,  let  all  the  pursuers  know, 
**  We  >e  got  him  I  we  've  got  him  I"  while  the  lookers  on 
sighed  in  sympathy  and  commiseration  for  the  poor  fol- 
low 1  And  then  turning  him  over  to  see  what  he  looked 
like,  his  captors  were  shocked  to  hear  an  uproarious  laugh, 
with  ''  you  darrid  fooU"  I  knew  you  wanted  to  chase  a 
negro,  and  none  happening  along,  I  thought  I  'd  let  yon 
chase  me.  And  who  sbonld  it  be  but  a  stout  athletic  young 
man,  whom  they  had  taunted  with  being  "a  friend  of  Mf* 
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gtn.^^  Here  I  drop  the  cartain,  and  don't  laugh,  if  yoa 
ean  help  it 

A    KISS. 

Po  n't  lUMik  or  be  alarmed,  reader,  at  the  caption.  Head 
what  I  have  written,  before  you  render  judgment  againsi 
me;  and  then  render  a  verdict  "according  to  law  and 
evidence,"  which  is  all  I  ask. 

At  the  conclusion  of  one  of  my  addresses,  a  very  fine* 
looking  lady  approached  me  at  the  altar,  with  an  extended 
hand,  and  a  good,  sensible,  warm  pressure  thereof,  saying : 
'*  I  suppose  you  do  not  know  me.''  When  I  was  a  little 
girl,  you  used  to  preach  at  my  father's  house,  and  I  remem- 
ber to  have  sat  in  your  lap  many  and  many  a  time,  though 
26  years  have  rolled  away,  since  I  last  saw  you.     Do  you 

recollect  little  £ R ?  Bless  my  life  1  is  this  my  little 

sweet  ptt  £ ?  And  at  the  recognition  and  the  remem- 
brance of  past  scenes,  and  buried  friends,  we  both  soon 
found  ourselves  bathed  in  tears  of  joy  and  sorrow.  To  be 
short,  I  called  upon  my  fair  friend,  found  her  happily  situv 
ted — had  one  of  the  very  kindest  and  best  of  husbands-— 
surrounded  with  beautiful  children,  and  all  the  comforts 
and  conveniences  of  life  —  had  a  most  precious  and  agree- 
able interview,  and,  as  I  arose  to  depart,  she  accompanied 
me  to  the  door,  with  such  endearing  fondness,  that  I  could 
hardly  tear  myself  away  from  her ;  she  seemed  so  much 
more   like   a   child    than   a   friend.    Well,   I  suppose   I 

wiui  go,  said  I,  at  last,  and  my  dear  £ ,  when  you 

were  a  little  girl,  I  used  to  greet  you  oflen,  and  know  of 
ao  good  reason  why  I  should  not  treat  myself  to  that  vi^ 
nocerU  luxury  now.  And,  so  saying,  imprinted  upon  her 
pure  lips,  love's  fondest,  purest,  sweetest,  holiest  seal  of 
affection  and  love,  which  she  returned  with  such  affection* 
ate  fondness,  that  I  seem  to  have  enjoyed  it  all  the  tim« 
ever  since.  It  most  have  been  just  such  a  sweet  greeting 
ae  the  immortal  bard,  Tennyson,  (mmo  reoeived,  and  of. 
whifili  he  mad: 
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'<  with  one  fond,  iweet  kin  she  drew 
M7  whole  soul  through  my  lips; 
As  sunlight  drinks  the  dew." 

Why  shoald  friends  be  denied  this  innocent  laxury  ?  Why  f 
Nor  am  I  singular  in  this.  All  our  most  celebrated  poets 
hare  sang  a  lay,  to  the  sweet  and  innocent  bliss  of  a  fond 
and  pore  greeting.    See  the  following: 

"  Ae  fond  kiss  and  then  we  serer, 
Ae  fiartwell — alas!  for  erar." — Buaaa. 

"  You  kissed  me~-my  heart  and  my  will 

In  delirous  joy  for  the  moment  stood  still 

Your  lips  clung  to  mine,  till  I  prayed  in  my  bliss^ 

They  might  nerer  unclasp  from  that  rapturous  kiss.'' 

S.  J.  Host. 

"Still  would  I  steep  my  lip  in  bliss, 
And  dwell  an  age  on  eyery  kiss." — Btbov. 

A  celebrated  and  beautiful  writer  says,  that  "kissing 
may  well  be  coupled  with  poetry,  indeed  we  are  not  sure 
that  one  word  ought  not  to  express  both — for  what  is  a 
kiss  but  a  poem — a  lyric  of  love,  condensed  into  one  bliss- 
full  expression,"  and  then  adds: 

"  If  any  one  can,  just  please  tell  me  this, 
Why  lore  greets  its  friends  with  a  sweet  modest  kiss? 
Because  love  is  so  strong,  and  language  so  weak, 
We  express  by  a  kiss  what  the  language  can't  speak." 

Now  I  will  only  add,  that  I  do  religiously  belieye,  that 
irhen  real  and  intimate  friends  meet,  and  part  under  cir- 
cumstances that  would  justify  shaking  hands,  and  saying, 
"how  do  you  do"— or  "good-by,"  they  should  be  permit- 
ted to  express  their  pleasure  or  their  regrets,  by  pure  and 
fond  greeting — not  clandestinely,  but  openly,  and  abova 
board.  I  confess,  that  I  never  thus  met,  and  parted  with 
%fair  friend  of  mine,  when  I  would  not  hart  tfguM 
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such  a  privilege  a  lazurj.  But  an  intimation  to  that  ef- 
fect, would  generally  be  looked  upon  with  euspicion,  and, 
therefore,  it  must  be  suppressed,  as  '*the  times  and  seasons'' 
DOW  are. 

-  The  circnmstanoes  which  have  led  me  into  these  remarks 
are  my  apology  for  introducing  them  here.  Early  usages 
and  Scripture  authority  abundantly  sustain  me  in  all  I 
ask,  all  that  I  have  said,  and  all  that  I  would  advocate  or 
do  in  the  premises.  More  I  might  say,  but  enough  for  the 
present — ^perhaps  too  much. 

REFLECTIONS. 

Well,  my  kind  friends,  you  have  now  read  my  book  pretty 
nearly  through,  and,  perchance,  your  name  has  not  onoe 
been  repeated ;  but  you  are  not  to  suppose  that  it  is  be- 
cause you  are  not  loved,  or  because  you  are  forgotten.  I 
could  not  name  everybody,  and  so  I  have  made  such  selec- 
tions as  I  deemed  most  appropriate  and  expedient.  Per- 
haps, at  this  very  moment,  you  are  in  my  mind's  eye, 
wherever  yon  are,  and  fond  remembrances  endear  you  to 
my  heart  I  should  have  been  glad  to  make  special  men- 
tion of  you,  as  of  all  my  other  friends  in  Ohio,  Switzer- 
land, Ripley,  Decatur,  Franklin,  and  Hamilton  counties, 
which  surround  old  Dearborn,  as  also  of  many  cherished 
names  in  my  native  State  —  Maine.  But  that  pleasure  I 
must  forego,  and  my  unnamed  friends  must  excuse  me. 
It  is  already  such  a  book  of  names  as  never  before  was 
published  by  anybody,  anywhere.  Again,  judging  from 
my  book,  you  will  conclude  that  I  have  been  long  and  in- 
timately acquainted  with  everybody  and  everything  in  old 
Dearborn.  Well,  why  not?  I  have  resided  here  forty 
years,  have  preached  and  lectured  all  over  it,  long  and 
often.  I  have  many  times  been  a  candidate,  and  for  more 
than  twelve  years  a  judge  of  the  court,  which  brought  ma 
in  contact  with  everybody ;  and  if  I  do  n't  know  every- 
body in  the  coon^,  and  every  nook  and  comer  in  it,  who 
iboaldt    And^  u  a  coiMeqiwioe^  who  ia  better  qoalHtod  to 
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write  out  Ha  history?  But,  tiben^  saj  700,  .Are  there  no 
sinners,  no  oorropt,  wicked  men  in  the  range  of  your  ao- 
qaaintaneef  Yes  ;  but  then  I  do  not  find  so  many  of  that 
character  as  some  people  do.  And  who  ever  knew  me  to 
^tetail  scandal,  or  to  speak  eril  of  my  neiglibdrs,  except 
under  great  provocation^  One  of  the  earliest  precepts  ever 
tanght  me  was  this  -^"  Deal  gently  with  all,  speak  evil  of 
none,''  for 

'<  How  efl  nnknowingly  the  tongue 

Touches  a  chord  so  keenly  aohiag^ 
That  just  ime  word,  or  €ucent  wrong, 

Pains  the  heart  almost  to  breaking." 

Beside,  I  wonM  not  pain  my  friends,  by  epeaking  onkindly 
of  theirg,  in  a  "^  Keepsake"  like  this. 

I  will,  right  here,  treat  yon  to  a  litUe  composition  of 
Miss  Elisabeth  Ann  Hansell,  one  of  my  dearly-cherished 
pupils,  because  I  can  write  nothing  better,  and  because  my 
fiur  pupil  will  thus  aid  me  in  writing  out  my  little  book, 
as  others  have  done  before  hor.  And  more  than  all  that, 
the  composition  is  too  good  to  be  lost^  and  I  record  it  here 
for  preservation.  Te  pure  in  heurt,  read  it,  and  then  tell 
me  if  it  is  not  beaatifhl,  and  beautifully  appropriate  here. 

"KIND  WOBDa. 

"The  most  costly  gem,  that  ever  decked  the  monarch's 
brow,  is  not  more  highly  prized  than  is  kindness  by  the 
afflicted.  To  such  a  few  kind  words  are  of  infinite  value ; 
and  may  we  not  ask — ^What  are  kind  words  f  To  the  weary 
and  wounded  heart  they  are  a  healing  balm ;  they  give  new 
rigor  to  the  soul  overwhelmed  with  grief  and  sorrow,  and 
when  hope's  brightest  prospects  are  withered,  they  are  a 
fertile  spot  in  life's  desert  Kind  words  to  the  erring  I  fiyr 
they  will  exert  a  great  influence,  and  make  a  deep  impre** 
sion  toward  winning  them  back  to  the  paths  of  virtue  and 
truth. 

*'  Kind  words  to  the  orphan  t    He  is  in  *  odd  and  nnfeel- 
lug  worldt  withoat  a  mother's  wmtohfai  ^eait  or  a  Mnt's 
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loTing  ooimseL  He  sorely  most  feel  londj,  bat  if  we  OMt^ 
bj  oar  kindness,  in  the  least  aUeriate  his  sorrows,  let  us 
strew  the  path  of  life  with  fairest  fiowers. 

**  Kind  words  to  the  aged !  Thej  have  endured  enough 
of  life's  ills ;  they  will  not  linger  long  with  us ;  they  will 
soon  plunge  into  the  cold  stream  of  death ;  but  while  it 
is  in  our  power,  let  us  endeayor  to  spread  light  and  fr«r 
grance  around  their  paths. 

'*  Kind  words  around  the  fireside  I  Gh  I  must  it  be  thai 
the  peace  and  joy  of  home's  hallowed  shrine  must  be 
broken  up  by  harsh  words  and  cold  and  bitter  strifes? 
By  loTing  words  and  gentle  actions,  let  us  ever  keep  saored 
the  ties  that  bind  kindred  hearts  together. 

'*  Kind  words  to  our  teachers  t  They  hare  endured  muoh 
on  our  account  Often,  too  often,  we  think  and  speak  un- 
justly of  them,  when  they  have  tried,  in  erery  possible 
way,  to  act  in  a  manner  that  would  secure  our  highest  in- 
terest and  welfare.  Let  not  our  Toices,  then,  be  raised 
against  our  teachers,  but  let  us  rather  act  better  oar  part 
in  the  foture,  that  they  may  not  haTO  so  much  anxious 
ears  in  our  behalfl 

'*  Kind  words  to  our  schoolmates !  They  may  be  scorn- 
ful and  treat  us  disrespectfully,  but  shall  we  be  likely  to 
gain  respect  if  we  treat  ihem  so  f  Far  fh>m  it ;  but  be 
kind,  and  they  will  soon  become  ashamed  of  their  oonduoi 
SLindness  will  accomplish  more  than  all  the  harsh  words 
erer  uttered. 

"  Kind  words  to  all  t  lor  they  cost  nothing  but  what  they 
bountifully  repay ;  they  shed  beauty  around ;  they  nourish 
the  beautiful  flowers  of  Ioto  and  friendship,  causing  them 
to  grow  and  expand  their  foliage,  imparting  their  fragranoo 
to  all  around,  till  transplanted  to  a  heayenly  dime,  wher« 
they  will  bloom  in  all  their  Tigor  and  unfading  beauty  for 
erer.  ''•Lib' Hamsxll.'' 

Now,  unt  that  beautifbl  ? 

But  our  offiosrs  in  high  places  do  wrong!  WeO,  what 
Ifth^dot    Thsf  an  ow  oftotts,  ««d  as  fyoh,*fhottld  bt 
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honorod  and  respeeled.  '  If  tiiej  do  wrong,  expoae"  tbt 
wrong,  but  Msail  not  the  motiT^,  which  alone  is  known  to 
them  and  to  Gk>d.  Keep  the  pfficiti  of  the  conntj  honored, 
and  let  the  small  still  voioe  of  "  the  ballot-box"  remore  or 
eotttinne  the  officers^  as  datj  and  right  maj  reqnire.  I  am 
heartilj  jiek— I  am  ashamed — ^I  fear  for  m j  oonntry,  when 
I  see,  that  not  only  officers,  but  all  the  offices  of  the  ooonty 
are  sinking  into  such  general  disrepnte  1  My  readers,  mj 
eountrjmen,  "  these  things  ought  .not  so  to  be."  I  can 
speak  out  as  Mharply  as  any  other  nian,  when  it  is  impera- 
tively  demanded,  as  iome,  at  least,  can  testify. 

Some  that  I  coold  name,  have  dealt  very  unkindly  and 
illiberally  with  me,  in  this  little  book  enterprise.  I  once 
asked  quite  a  wealthy  neighbor,  if  he  felt  free  to  patronise 
my  book  undertaking ;  but  *'  it  was  no  go,"  although  I  had 
preached  the  funeral  sermons  for  two  of  his  brothers,  and 
numerous  other  friends,  at  the  expense  of,  at  least,  one  day 
each.  And,  then,  I  was  so  feeble  and  emaciated,  that  I 
oould  scarcely  stand  up  to  ask  him.  Another,  whom  I  had 
ministerially  served  in  the  same  manner,  and  as  abundantly 
able,  when  my  prospectus  was  presented  to  him  by  a  neigh- 
boring merchant,  siud :  *'  If  you  do  n't  want  to  drive  your 
customers  away,  do  n't  show  that  agidn ;"  nor  could  he  be 
prevailed  upon  to  "cast  in  his  mite"  to  a  public  donation 
that  was  gotten  up  for  me. 

Another,  whom  I  once  caused  to  be  announced  in  the 
papers  as  a  candidate,  and  paid  a  dollar  for  it  myself — 
voted  for  him  often  and  always — ^but  my  book  had  no 
attractions,  my  services  no  claims  upon  him,  though  oflen 
generally  asked  to  subscribe,  but  no— he  sold  out,  moved 
away  with  thousands,  but  he  had  not  one  dollar  for  my 
book.  Now,  five  dollars  each  was  the  very  least  that  each 
one  of  these  should  have  forked  over,  and  that  right  cheer- 
fully. Now,  while  it  is  their  right  to  do  as  they  choose^ 
with  their  money,  it  is  my  right  to  place  my  own  estimate 
upon  the  toalue  of  9uch  friends  In  my  book,  however,  I 
have  spoken  aa  kind^  of  them  and  thatiSi.as  thoogh  tbej 
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had  meted  a  more  liberal  and  generoiifl  part  by  me.  As  aa 
oAbet  to  thifl,  many  have  rallied  to  my  sapport,  that  I  did 
not  anticipate.  A  single  case,  and  I  pass.  Going  from 
one  appointment  to  another,  I  was  accosted  thus — **Ualloo  I 
Jadge! — don't  know  where  your  friends  lire,  I  reckon-— 
come  in,  come  in."  And  there  was  just  enongh  of  the  Irish 
brogue  in  it  to  make  it  "rich  as  cream."  "Well,  I  did 
not  know  that  you  lired  here,  and  hare  but  a  slight  ao* 
qoaintanoe  with  you,  anyhow,"  said  L  **  And  sure  thaf  8 
true,  but  I  have  known  you  long  and  100//.  I  could  not 
get  out  at  your  meeting,  last  night  I  hope  you  did  well, 
though.  I  'm  in  for  your  book,  and  I  'm  going  to  pay  you 
for  it,  too."  '*  I  do  n't  ask  any  pay  noi9,  I  am  only  trying 
to  see  if  I  can  get  subscribers  enough  to  justify  me  in  the 
publication.  Never  mind  the  publication ;  here's  the  numejf, 
book  or  no  book.  If  you  succeed,  send  me  a  book,  if  not, 
keep  the  money  in  welcome.  Nor  is  this  all  I  intend 
to  see  my  neighbors,  and  get  them  to  take  it,  too ;  every 
body  should  take  one  of  your  books."  And  then  covering 
me  all  over  with  blessings,  and  wishing  how  well  I  might 
succeed,  I  was  permitted  to  depart,  and  "  went  on  my  way 
rejoicing,"  thinking,  perhaps,  that  "  I  was  Monubodif  after 
all."  And  if  I  could,  I  would  record  the  name  of  WHL 
WITHERED  in  my  bode,  in  characters  of  living  light,  aa 
large  and  as  fair  as  the  moon — ^that  I  would. 

PROOBBSS. 

We  have  already  stated  that  the  first  white  settler  in  old 
Dearborn  was  about  1794;  and  fifty-six  years  brings  it  up 
to  1850,  and  56  being  a  number  of  peculiar  significance  to 
the  American  people,  and  to  the  world,  the  56  of  '76  being 
the  heaviest  56  ever  known  to  mankind,  so  he<tvy  that  all 
Europe  could  not  lift  it,  we  shall  show  the  progress  and 
improvement  of  the  first  fifty-six  years.  The  census  returns 
of  1850,  which  is  now  before  me,  foots  up  at  3549  dwell- 
ings, 4602  families,  20166  inhabitants,  and  1520  improved 
fltfmsi  and  72  productive  establiahments.    She  has  alio 
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many  miltt  of  tunpikes,  nilrcNidi,  tel«grmplii,  and  otnalt. 
The  AMmam^B  Report  foots  up  the  leal  estate  at  $3,689,380 

Penonal 1,906,850 

Corporation, 1,043,300 

Total, 45,639,230 

The  real  value  of  whiob*  even  in  1850,  would  liaTO  been 
at  least  50  per  cent  alxyft  these  estunaies;  so  saj  good 
judges.  Then  it  would  all  foot  up  thus— 19,958,845. 
There  is  in  the  county,  308  secticms,  or  190,969  aons^ 
ayeraging  a  little  over  fiftj-two  dollars  per  acre — oreeks 
and  all  other  waters  included.  All  the  wealth  in  1794| 
was  just  the  naked  territory,  worth  perhaps  not  more  than 
25  cents  per  acre,  and  from  twenty-five  cents  to  fifty-two 
dollars  is  an  advancement  that  perfectly  bewilders  the  im- 
agination, and  enough  to  astonish  the  universe,  and  that 
in  the  brief  space  of  fifly-six  years.  And  from  one  to 
20,166  citisens  in  the  same  time,  is  positively  incredulous — 
is  overwhelming — ^yefc  so  it  is — a  demonstrated  fact,  clearly 
shown  by  "figures  which  will  not  lie."  What  a  fruitful 
theme  for  contemplation,  for  gratitude,  and  for  praisSi 
And  what  a  high  and  brilliant  destiny  yet  awaits  old  Dear- 
bom,  if  she  be  true  to  herself,  as  her  general  policy  of 
improvements,  her  schoolhouses,  her  ooUeges,  and  her 
churches,  indicate  that  she  will    Even  so  let  it  be. 

For  the  sake  of  convenience  we  will  suppose  that  the  real 
wealth  of  the  county,  personal,  real  and  mixed,  is  just 
10,000,000  of  dollars,  which  can  not  be  far  out  of  the  way. 
Now  ten  millions  is  very  easily  read  or  pronounced.  But 
when  we  come  to  think  closely  about  it  we  are  perfectly 
bewildered  and  lost  in  the  vortex  of  numbers.  How  shall 
we  justly  appreciate  or  comprehend  it  We  will  suppose  it 
all  to  be  in  silver,  and  that  each  dollar  weighs  an  ounce, 
which  is  exact  enough  for  my  present  computation — then 
$10,000,000  will  equal  625,000  lbs.,  or  312}  tons.  At  1) 
tuns  per  wagon,  it  would  load  208} ;  and  at  four  heroes 
per  wagon,  it  would  require  more  than  832  hones  to  haal 
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Hl  And  allow  four  roda  to  eaoh  taua,  and  we  hare  a  solid 
liiM  of  four  hone  teams,  and  foar  rods  a  part,  that  would 
be  a  little  oyer  two  and  a  half  miles  long.  Put  it  into 
Mcks  of  $2,000,  each  125  lbs.,  and  it  would  require  juil 
6^000  men  to  pack  it — place  them  in  single  file,  two  paoea 
•part,  and  thej  would  form  a  solid  column  nearly  five  miles 
and  a  half  long.  Count  one  dollar  per  second,  without  a 
'  aingla  miss,  and  ten  full  hours  per  day,  and  it  would  take 
one  man  278  days,  nearly,  to  count  them.  Millions,  when 
yon  oome  to  handle,  measure,  or  weigh  them,  are  no  play- 
things. And  such  is  the  overwhelming  value  of  old  Dear* 
bom,  in  dollars  and  cents,  the  result  of  honest  toil  and 
enterprise,  for  a  single  half  century,  in  whole  numbers. 
Wonderful! — ^wonderful!  So  much,  then,  fur  the  progress 
and  improvement — for  the  real  and  substantial  wealth  and 
resources  of  old  Dearborn.  And  where  can  a  parallel  bo 
found?    Echo  answers — ^where? 

REVIEW. 

I  have  christened  the  "historical"  part  of  my  work  a 
Panorama.  Now,  I  will  give  the  wheel  a  few  fiinw,  and 
let  the  reader  look  on,  or  rather  remember,  and  I  will  re- 
port what  I  see  for  them.  Now  I  sec  a  little  shanty  in 
the  unbroken  forest,  which  is  occupied  by  the  first  white 
fomily  upon  these  shores-^savage  beasts,  and  savage  men, 
and 'all  kinds  of  wild  game,  in  profuse  abundance,  all 
around  them,  and  they  solitary  and  alone  in  the  dense, 
unbroken  forest.  Now  I  see  the  sturdy  azman,  making 
bis  first  little  clearing, 

*MVbere,  stroke  on  stroke, 
The  walnut  and  the  sturdy  oak, 
Fall  headlong." 

Now  scores  of  trees  have  fallen,  and  crushed  and  killed 
scores  of  men.  I  see  them  thus  in  every  direction.  Meroyl 
mercy  on  me  I  And  now  I  see  men  and  boys  falling  from 
trees  like  leaves  in  aatumn,  mangled  in  death,  or  crippled 
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for  life.  Jh$3t  me,  what  a  nghtl  Now  I  Mis  nmswajr 
Jbones  and  tsarriages,  dashing  their  riders  or  ooeopanti 
into  death  and  ruin,  in  a  most  fearful  manner.  Bless  me^ 
what  a  fearful  sight  I  And  now  the  rifle  and  musket  are 
doing  a  sad  work  ereiy  where.  Bang  I  hong !  they  go,  and 
down  falls  a  bleeding  rictim,  gasping  and  struggling  in 
death.  0  me  I  Now  scores  are  drowning  ereiy  where,  in 
cisterns,  wells,  ponds,  lakes,  rirers,  and  oceans.  Now  men 
and  women  are  committing  suicide  by  drowning  or  shoot- 
ing themseWes,  or  cutting  their  own  throats;  now  they 
are  shooting  or  cutting  the  throats  of  their  neighbors; 
now  they  are  being  sent  to  jail,  or  the  penitentiary ;  new 
they  are  being  hung  upon  the  scalFold,  and  thousands 
witness  the  sad  spectacle.  But  I  haye  not  time  to  show 
you  all ;  take  the  panorama  and  look  into  it  at  your  leisure. 
Such  then  is  '*  the  picture  of  human  life/'  as  it  really  is— 
full  of  danger,  and  full  of  death,  fVili  of  temptation,  and 
full  of  crime — ^no,  not  full,  but  too  full. 

Moral. — As  we  know  not,  when  we  go  out,  how  or  teken 
we  shall  come  in,  we  should  always  keep  our  affairs,  and 
especially  our  hearts  and  minds,  in  a  state  of  constant 
preparation,  either  for  life  or  death,  since  "we  know  not 
what  a  day  or  an  hour  may  bring  forth.'' 

Was  ever  such  a  picture  of  real  life  before  drawn  by 
pen  or  pencil?  But,  perhaps,  some  will  say  that  I  have 
overdrawn  it;  that  strangers  will  think  that  Dearborn  is 
an  unusual  place  for  murders  and  suicides — for  accidents 
and  sudden  deaths.  Not  at  all,  frienda  What  is  true  of 
her,  is  true  of  almost  every  place,  as  a  similar  report 
would  show.  Look  around  you  and  see;  call  up  to  mind 
what  you  have  forgotten ;  then  just  travel  back  with  me  a 
single  moment  into  Maine,  **the  land  of  steady  habits," 
and  read  a  small  portion  of  her  history.  My  poor  brother 
that  perished  at  sea,  was  once  taken  up  for  dead,  by  the 
falling  of  a  tree,  escaped  by  the  skin  of  his  teeth,  and 
was  injured  for  lifa  My  dear  sister  threw  her  ankle 
Square  out  of  joints  by  stepping  upon  a  rolling  stone ;  has 
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■dTered  a  world  of  woe;  and  noTer  has  fblly  reooTWtd 
tnm  it ;  and  I  well-nigh  perished  "  under  a  sled.''  Itraul 
Nojes,  before  he  left  Maine,  was  thrown  from  his  horMg 
which  trod  upon  his  forehead,  and  smashed  his  skull  in  jual 
orer  the  eye.  He  was  taken  up  for  a  corpse ;  many  pieoes 
of  bone  were  taken  out;  and  he  earned  the  soar  into  hit 
grave.  Hugh  Noyes,  also,  fell  forty  feet  from  a  tree;  f\rao* 
tured  his  skull;  was  taken  up  for  dead;  pieces  of  bona 
were  extracted;  and  he,  too,  carried  the  scar  into  hit 
g^Jti  Alfred  C.  York,  a  younf;  man  of  hope  and  promise^ 
who  was  named  for  me,  accidently  shot  himself  with  a 
fowlinf^piece,  and  fell  a  mangled  and  bleeding  oorpai^ 
Poor  fellow!  His  name  is  fondly  cherished  still.  Mrip 
Isaac  Oushman  cut  her  throat  with  a  raior,  and  perished 
in  her  own  gore.  Mrs.  Isaac  Allen  cut  her  throat  in  a 
liMrful  manner,  but  was  arrested  and  saved.  Mrs.  Neho* 
miah  Allen  hung  herself,  and  subsequently  a  daughter,  a 
woman  grown,  hung  herself.  These  things  all  occurred 
right  in  my  youthful  neighborhood.  Then  Drew  murdered 
a  man,  and  was  hung  at  Portland ;  and  0,  what  a  sad  day 
that  was  to  me  I  Pote  killed  his  wife  with  a  shovel ;  and 
Purington  killed  his  wife  and  seven  children,  and  then 
aU  his  own  throat  from  ear  to  ear;  all  were  found  in  tha 
morning,  ghastly,  bloody,  and  stiff,  and  cold  in  death.  All 
this  took  place  not  far  from  my  father's  residence.  Thera 
IB  a  picture  of  horror  for  you. 

And  such  things  occurring  in  actual  life,  it  may  be  well 
oecasionally  to  *'  behold  them  as  in  a  glass ;"  and  hence  il 
ia  that  I  have  drawn  my  picture ;  and  surely  it  is  such  an 
one  as  no  author  ever  liefore  attempted.  I  have  omitted 
•ome  tragical  deaths,  because  friends  have  desired  me  so 
to  do;  and  I  have  also  omitted  some  infanticides,  because 
of  the  delicacy  of  the  subject 

And  0,  what  '*  a  temperance  picture  "  I  could  draw,  were 

it  admissible  here.    Many  of  the  crimes,  and  tragedies,  and 

accidents,  and  calamities,  are  clearly  chargeable  to  ''the 

aidenf     "Bum  and  ruin,"  **one  and  inseparable.''     I 
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•aid,  in  the  ontset^  that  the  principal  merit  of  mj  book 
would  consist  in  its  originality,  its  oddity,  its  rariety,  aad 
its  truthfalness ;  and  I  have  the  assurance  to  ask,  if  npoA 
these  points  I  haye  not  faithfully  redeemed  my  pledge.  All 
my  stories,  I  believe,  are  nibstantiaify  true,  though  not  in 
all  the  minor  particulars ;  as,  for  instance,  the  story  about 
Judge  Dunn  and  that  Indian  massacre.  I  gave  that  in 
abort  hand,  for  convenience,  intending  to  publish  the  judge's 
thrilling  narrative,  as  presented  to  the  Pioneer  Association 
of  Cincinnati,  in  an  appendix,  to  vrhich  the  reader  was  r^ 
ferred*  But  I  find  I  must  dispense  with  my  appendix  aH<h 
gethsr,  and  I  regret  it  sorely.  The  judge's  own  yersion, 
however,  fully  endorses  all  that  I  ssud,  simply  changing  the 
words  and  circumstances  a  little.  He  also  confirms  all  the 
marvellous  Indian  and  wild  beast  stories,  and  eren  the 
"nettle-weed"  apparel.  My  book  is  emphatically  and 
essentially  "  a  book'  of  truth,"  spiced  with  anecdote  and 
Tariety,  in  order  to  make  it  the  more  pleasingly  profitable- 
and  acceptable.  I  might  have  footed  up  all  my  stories  of  a 
certain  character,  but  I  have  thought  it  best  to  let  tlie  reader 
do  that  himself,  as  a  little  pleasant  pastime. 

And  now,  as  I  have  only  one  surviving  child,  a  son,  I  will 
here  give  a  few  extracts  of  his  publbhed  California  letters, 
as  well  for  their  preservation  as  for  "  a  memorial  of  him ;" 
and  will  only  say,  that  he  left  home  in  feeble  healih,  very 
feeble,  and  that,  after  two  years  absence,  he  returned,  all 
safe  and  sound,  with  his  health  much  improved,  and  with 
twelve  hundred  of  "  the  yellow  boys "  in  his  pockets,  or  at 
his  command.  I  am  well  pleased  with  the  moral  tone  of 
his  letters,  under  all  the  circumstances,  and  think  them 
well  worthy  of  preservation  and  general  perusal,  on  that 
account,  as  well  as  for  the  reliable  general  and  historical 
information  they  contain.  But  here  are  the  extracts ;  read 
them,  and  judge  for  yourselves. 
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"ThefblloTingfire  theBubst&nceof  Ute  California  letten 
from  W,  N.  Cotton,  to  his  puenla  and  frienda  in  Han- 
ghester." 

Fort  Laramii,  Jane  15. 

We  are  veil  uid  getting  on  withoat  luiy  gerioaa  difficultj, 
OUT  boraes  little  worse  for  tho  wear,  but  we  shall  make  (he 
trip,  I  think,  Tcrj  gafelj.  A  thousand  teams,  at  least,  ha*e 
paaaed  this  place  enroute  fur  Oregoa  and  tho  Oald  Diggings; 
and  there  is  b  Toat  train  in  our  rear.  We  haTe  pused  aa 
many  as  one  hundred  and  fifty  a  day,  and  we  can  noir  aee 
them  thicl(  for  miles.  This  is  a  delightful  region  of  coua< 
try.  Laramie,  Scott'e  Bluff's,  and  the  surrounding  saenery 
ia  romantically  grand  and  beautiful,  and  irresistibly  calls 
forth  tha  wonder  and  admiration  of  tlio  entranced  beholder. 
All  I  know  from  our  region  of  country  are  well — eioept 
in  all  occasioDally  hayo  alight  attacks  of  home  sickuesa 
Wm.  N.  Cotto!*. 

I  eit  me  down  again  to  inform  yon  how  it  goes  with  mo 
ID  tliia  far  off'  land  of  eong  and  gold,  whieh,  when  you  ban 
read,  you  wilt  say  is  poorly  eoougb  indeed.  But  having 
pledged  you  upon  honor  that  I  would  at  all  times,  and 
under  all  circumstances,  give  you  a  fair  and  true  statement 
of  my  health  and  my  success,  I  will  noa,  as  on  all  former 
occasions,  unbosom  myself  fully  and  freely  to  you. 

My  health  remaining  so  poor,  and  Iho  mining  prospects 
M  dull,  I  have  concluded  to  abandon  all  farther  operations 
therein,  and  shall  set  out  early  to-morrow  morning,  for 
Sacramento  City,  and  try,  if  possible,  to  get  work  at  mj 
trade.  How  I  shall  succeed  remains  yet  to  be  seen.  My 
anticipations  are  not  very  high,  for  I  know  loo  well  that 
this  country,  healthy  and  beaatittal  aa  it  is,  ia  full  of  people 
begging  business.  But,  having  incurred  the  expense  and 
auoonnlered  tlu  toil  and  dangen  of  the  outward  trip,  I  an 
folty  and  flraaly  naolved,  in  ainta  .of  affliction  aoii  dl^ 
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heartening  failures,  to  hope  on  and  stay  on,  and  maloe 
■omething  out  of  it^  if  there  is  anything  here  for  me.  If 
not,  after  a  patient,  a  fair  and  a  thorough  trial,  I  shall  take 
the  back  track,  as  best  I  may — on  that  you  may  aafidy 
rely. 

The  contents  of  this  letter,  I  know  and  feel,  will  grie?e 
and  afflict  yon  much,  but  how  much  more  so  would  it,  to 
learn  that  I  hod  abandoned  myself  to  utter  despair — to 
dissipatioUf  and  all  the  wicked  abomination  of  this  fiu> 
fitmed  land  of  '*  the  shining  ore.''  But,  no,  friends,  no, 
but  rather  like  an  afflicted  one  of  old,  '*my  integrity  I 
hold  fitsti  and  will  not  let  it  go." 

I  hare  just  stept  out  a  moment  to  take  my  last  survey 
of  the  surrounding  scenery,  seven  miles  from  Shasty  City, 
which  is  rather  rich  and  romantic  than  otherwise.  The 
golden  biasing  sun  appears  to  be  about  two  rods  above  the 
towering  peaks  of  the  western  mountains,  and  all  around  on 
either  hand,  the  mountain  summits  are  capped  with  fleecy 
snow — their  sides  are  variegated  and  beautified  by  bold 
precipices  and  nodding  evergreens,  among  which  and  along 
the  ravines,  the  miners  may  be  seen  at  their  laborious  and 
various  callings.  The  sighing  of  the  tall  tree  tops  in  the 
breexe — the  mournful  murmurings  of  the  limpid  streams, 
as  they  rush  headlong  to  the  mighty  ocean,  and  the  pensive 
musings  of  my  own  heart,  all  conspire  to  make  it  both 
impressive  and  imposing.  But  I  must  turn  away  fh>m  all, 
scarcely  knowing  whither  I  should  go,  or  what  will  become 
of  me.  But  duty  and  necessity  prompts,  and  I  tear  my- 
self away  from  all  these  things  and  my  kind  friends  here, 
with  a  bold  and  manly  heart  The  "  die  is  cast,''  and  the 
struggle  o'er. 

If  any  of  my  friends  have  symptoms  of  the  California 
fever,  I  would  just  preacribe  for  them :  "  Let  them  arise 
bright  and  early  some  morning,  rain  or  shine,  no  matter ; 
let  them  fancy  that  they  are  in  California.  Shoulder  their 
spades  and  grubbing  hoes — ^march  straight  into  some  creek, 
or  oat  upon  some  steep  hillside— toil  hard  ftU  day— have 
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Cttle  ta  eat,  and,  when  nightfall  oomes  upon  ihem,  weary 
and  famt,  let  them  fancy  again  that  they  have  8cra|>ed  to- 
gether the  precious  dust  to  the  full  value  of 25  oentt, 

and  are  out  at  least  one  dollar  for  board,  scanty  and  poor 
aa  it  was,  and  finally  let  them  fancy  themselves  in  my  con* 
dition,  (and  thousands  are  worse  off,)  without  health,  with- 
out money,  and  in  debt,  and  some  3500  miles  from  home, 
and  if  that  do  n't  cure  them,  let  them  come  on  and  try  it  for 
themselves.  Perchance  they  may  do  better — ^porohanoa  not. 
But  my  paper  is  out  and  I  must  hold  up.  I  will  write  yoa 
again  from  Sacramento,  whether  for  better  or  wont.  In 
the  mean  time,  do  n't  fail  to  address  me  there.  Oh,  if  yoa 
knew  the  pleasure  your  letters  impart,  yon  would,  as  I  trust 
you  do,  take  pleasure  in  writing.  All  the  Dearborn  boys, 
■0  far  as  I  know,  are  well,  and  some  are  doing  well.  My 
love  to  all  inquiring  friends.    Farewell,  farewell ! 

Wm.  N.  OoTToir. 


BvcKSPOBT,  Cal.,  Jan.  31st,  1853. 

Having  at  last  found  a  resting-place  and  a  leisure  mo- 
ment, I  seise  my  pen  to  redeem  my  last  pledge.  I  found 
Sacramento  a  perfect  mud-hole,  owing  to  the  recent  inun- 
dations; Lawrenceburgh  was  never  a  patching  to  it  I 
oould  get  into  no  business,  and  can  hardly  say  that  I  wanV 
ed  to.  I  then  pressed  my  way  to  San  Francisco,  but  to  no 
better  purpose.  Everything  was  full  to  overflowing.  I  them 
directed  my  course  to  Humboldt  bay,  two  hundred  and  fifty 
miles  above,  on  the  coast,  where  I  arrived  safe  and  sound, 
but  faint  and  weary.  Here  I  found  employment,  getting 
out  lumber  at  one  hundred  dollars  per  month,  and  I  shall 
commence  operations  in  the  morning.  My  health  has  im- 
proved since  I  have  inhaled  tho  braeMt  from  the  broad 
and  beautiful  Pacific. 

Whether  I  shall  be  able  to  work,  or  whether  I  havo 
fallon  into  honest  hands,  remains  yet  to  be  seen.  I  am 
moit  empfaatieally  ^m  straager  bk  %  ftnunge  land.''.  Thera 
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it  BO  hnmaii  soal  about  me  that  I  haT6  ever  eeen  or  heerd 
of  before.  •  But  I  keep  a  stiff  upper  lip,  ae  the  eajing  ii^ 
and  am  cheered  and  animated  with  hope  that  a  better  day 
has  dawned  upon  me.  The  baj  will  supplj  us  with  aa 
abundance  of  fish,  ducks,  «nd  geese,  and  the  forest  abounds 
with  deer,  elks,  antelopes,  wolves,  California  lions,  grizxly 
bears,  and  Indians  in  any  quantity.  So  then  I  shall  have 
plenty  of  company,  such  as  it  ia  If  my  health  improves, 
and  my  employer  be  honest,  I  shall  be  abundantly  satisfied. 
Well,  I  am  at  last  foirly  at  the  *' jnmping-off  place,''  on  the 
ahoie  ef  the  fiuned  Pacifia  I  will  write  to  you  again  aooBu 
My  lore  to  all  my  old  friends.    Farewell 

Wm.  N.  CoTToir. 


BucKSPORT,  Cal.,  March  28,  1853. 

Dear  Parents: — ^I  am  still  with  >Ir.  Dean,  on  the  bay, 
and  find  both  him  and  his  family  very  kind  and  agreeable. 
My  health  continues  greatly  to  improye.  Indeed,  I  feel 
that  I  am  well  —  can  toil  hard  all  day,  and  scarcely  feel 
the  least  fatigued  when  night  calls  me  to  my  repose.  And 
that  I  have  not  been  able  to  say  before  for  years.  The  sea 
breexes  are  so  invigorating  and  bracing,  that  I  almost  feel 
as  though  I  were  in  a  new  and  enchanted  world.  From  a 
well  known  principle  in  natural  philosophy,  these  sea 
breezes  are  warm  and  delightful  in  winter,  and  cool  and 
refreshing  in  summer.  All  that  I  have  ever  read  and  heard 
about  them  I  find  more  than  realised  in  their  rich  enjoy- 
ment When  I  arrived  here,  about  two  months  ago,  my 
weight  was  just  one  hundred  and  twenty-seven  pounds — 
to-day  it  stands  at  one  hundred  and  forty-six  pounds,  which 
is  a  little  more  than  I  ever  weighed  before — so  much  about 
my  health — and  my  inoreited  cheerfulness  keeps  even  pace 
with  it  I  am  full  of  hope,  and  feel  that  a  brighter  day 
has  indeed  dawned  upon  me.  But,  oh,  what  have  I  men- 
tally and  physically  suffered  since  I  left  home,  no  language 
oan  ezpreis,  no  inexperienoed. mind  oaa  oonoaiTtl 
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I  am  now  reeeiying  odo  hundred  dollars  per  month, 
chopping  and  hauling  lumber  a  short  distance  to  the  bay, 
and  then  we  raft  it  down  a  short  distance  to  the  mill,  where 
it  ifl  eoon  sawed  up  and  disposed  of  to  good  account.  And 
such  timber,  too,  is  a  sight  to  behold,  or  would  be,  I  guess, 
if  you  could  see  the  whole  of  it  at  once.  We  have  pines 
here  that  are  three  hundred  feet  high,  whose  summits  seem 
to  pierce  the  very  clouds.  Well,  that  will  do  for  hight,  I 
gaess,  and  tax  your  credulity  at  that  We  hare  trees, 
called  red  wood,  eighteen  or  twenty  feet  through,  which  I 
haye  seen ;  there  is  one  of  the  kind  in  the  neighborhood, 
I  am  informed,  measures  twenty- three  yards  in  cironmft^ 
enee,  or  twenty-two  feet  through.  A  gentleman,  here, 
sawed  off  a  cut,  from  one  of  these  trees,  eighteen  inches 
long,  which  is  oyer  twenty  feet  through,  and  is  going  to 
ship  it  whole  round  to  New  York  for  the  World's  Fair. 
You  will,  perhaps,  say  that  this  is  rather  a  big  story,  and 
so  it  is;  but  then,  you  see,  I  had  mighty  big  timber  to 
make  it  out  of. 

I  long  to  see  you  all  very  much,  and  suppose  that  I  oould 
now  do  so  this  fall,  but  as  I  am  here  in  good  health, 
well  pleased,  and  doing  well,  I  can  not  think  of  returning 
before  one  year  from  this  fall.  It  is  a  long  time  to  look 
ahead,  I  hardly  dare  think  about  it,  but  as  my  trip  has 
been  alike  hard  upon  me  and  my  family,  I  am  resolyed  to 
make  something  out  of  it,  before  I  leaye,  if  there  is  any* 
thing  here  for  me. 

Your  letters  are  oyer  thankftilly  receiyed,  and  I  hope  yoa 
will  continue  to  send  them  often — ^would  that  you  were  all 
here  yourselyes  with  me,  standing  on  its  borders,  and  look- 
ing out  upon  the  broad  waters  of  the  Pacific — inhaling  its 
reyiying  atmosphere,  and  then  taming  you  around, .  fifty 
miles  in  your  rear,  or  from  the  eoaati  oyer  a  beautiful  plain, 
yon  will  see  mountuns  in  eyery  direction  peering  up  into 
the  clouds.  O,  it  is  delightful !  It  is  beholding  "  nature 
in  her  grandest — in  her  sublimest  moods  I'' 

I  must  now  hold  up,  hot  will  write  to  yoa  again  sooo; 
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mj  wMrmMt  ezpreitioiui  of  lort  to  yon,  to  my  doably  detr 
wife  and  babes,  and  to  m j  friends  gpneralljr.  Farewell, 
dear  £ftther  and  mother,  &rewelL    d^  night 

Wjl  N.  CoTfOV. 


BucKSPORT,  HuMBOLT  Bat,  OaL,  Sept  5. 

Dear  Parrnts: — ^Yours  of  June  29Ui  was  duly  reoeived, 
and  il  made  my  heart  leap  for  joy  to  learn  that  you  and 
jonn  and  mine  were  all  still  alive  and  well  as  usuaL  Yon 
maaifiMt  great  solicitude  for  my  health  and  happiness 
while  here  and  for  my  safe  return  "  in  due  timei"  As  I 
am  your  only  surviring  child,  I  trust  that  I  duly  appre- 
ciato  your  anxiety  about  me,  and  shall  hope  to  act,  at  all 
times,  and  under  all  circumstancesi  even  in  this  far  off 
land,  worthy  both  of  myself  and  you.  You  also  manifest 
not  a  little  solicitude  lest  I  be  led  astray  from  the  path  of 
virtue  and  peace.  True,  there  are  many  allurements  to 
vice ;  but  then  you  should  also  remember  that  I  stand  on 
firmer,  safer  ground  in  this  particular  than  I  should  were 
I  "  a  drunken,  gambling,  pilfering  chap,"  like  too  many 
in  this  "  land  of  gold."  But  I  am  very  careful  what  com* 
pany  I  keep.  I  recollect  the  story  of  "  Poor  Tray,"  and 
try  to  profit  by  it  A  man  who  is  correct  in  his  morals, 
keeps  only  good  company,  is  industrious,  "minds  his  own 
business,"  can  get  along  as  safely  and  be  as  much  re- 
spected here  as  at  any  other  place  "on  this  green  and 
beautiful  earth." 

I  keep  a  sharp  look  out  for  "breakers  ahead,"  and 
hitherto  have  got  along  smoothly  and  happily,  so  far  as 
these  things  are  concerned,  ever  since  I  left  home,  and  trust 
that  I  shall  until  I  return  thither  again.  Ah !  that  to  me, 
OS  well  as  to  you  and  mine,  will  be  a  joyful  day,  but  how 
soon  I  can  not  now  say.  I  am  here  in  good  health,  and 
"  doing  a  /air  business^''  and  I  do  not  wish  to  leave  too 
soon,  and  shall  endeavor  to  avoid  the  other  error,  that  of 
Btayiog  here  too  lon^^  (which  would  immt  be  if  my  family 
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and  friends  were  here.)  **  The  broad,  beautifiil  Pacific,'' 
*'  the  romantic  scenery"  around  me,  and,  above  all,  the 
mild  and  healthy  climate,  has  charms  for  me  that  I  have 
nowhere  else  found.  And  if  I,  in  the  end,  fail  in  the  dimes, 
I  have  gained  thousands  in  health,  and  with  that  I  shall 
be  content,  and  abundantly  compensated  for  my  trip.  The 
gentlemen  for  whom  I  have  been  laboring  are  now  behind 
with  me  more  than  9200,  so  I  have  concluded  to  hold  up  a 
little — may  resume  soon.  I  have  this  day  been  offered  975 
per  month  to  work  on  a  farm,  which  is  much  eaner  and 
less  dangerous  than  "rafting  logs  down  the  bay.^  We 
get  many  good  "sousings,"  but  none  as  yet  hare  been 
drowned.  I  think  I  can  get  9B0  per  month  if  I  would 
■ay  the  word,  and  I  may,  as  it  is  right  here  close  by  my 
land.  I  shall  be  at  something  soon,  I  can  not  be  idle  here. 
If  at  nothing  else,  I  shall  make  further  improvements  on 
my  land,  it  will  all  tell  by  and  by  to  good  account,  and 
"no  mistake."  I  shall  write  to  you  as  usual,  quite  often, 
and  hope  you  will  continue  to  do  so  too.  "  A  letter  from 
home!"  O  what  a  treat  I  let  me  ei^oy  it  ofkea  If  mine 
continue  to  miscarry,  do  n't  be  alarmed,  but  console  youx^ 
f  elves  with  the  thought  that  I  am  somewhere  in  this  busy 
world  doing  well,  and  always  "  right  side  up,  with  care.'' 
All  my  friends  here  are  well,  and  doing  well  My  love  to 
all  my  old  friends.    Adieu,  adieu. 

Wm.  N.  GoTToir. 
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CONCLUSION. 

HATiira  stadied  human  nature  long  and  well,  and  being 
thus  "posted  up/'  in  the  "whims  and  caprices,"  the  diTvni" 
fied  tastes  and  opinions,  the  "  likes  and  dislikes "  of  man- 
kind, I  have  not  the  vanity  to  suppose  that  every  one  will 
like  my  little  book,  even  as  a  whole — ^muoh  less,  that  any 
ont  should  like  all  that  is  in  it  It  was  not  so  anticipated, 
not  so  intended.  Like  "mine  host,''  I  have  catered  for 
many  tastes,  and  not  for  one  only.  If  you  find  any  thing 
that  do  n't  suit  your  taste,  just  "  leff  U  be"  as  you  would 
at  a  well-spread  table.  If  you  find  enough  "  savory  and 
palatable"  before  yon  for  "a  full  and  rich  repast,"  with 
that  you  should  be  content.  And  from  the  ample  provision 
and  the  great  variety  I  have  served  up  for  you,  you  can 
not  appropriate  and  enjoy  the  full  value  of  the  "  bill  of 
fare,"  all  I  have  to  say  is  that  you  must  be  very  penurious, 
or  very  hard  to  please,  or,  perchance,  both.  And  some  Jew 
such  readers,  no  doubt,  I  shall  have  after  alL  For  I  have 
long  been  more  than  convinced  by  observation  and  experi- 
ence, that  no  man  can  make  a  speech  or  write  an  article, 
or  do  his  whole  duty  faithfully  and  fully,  in  any  particu- 
lar, and  "  please  everybody/"  The  thing  just  "  canU  be  didj' 
80  it  can't  You  might  just  as  well  undertake  to  "jump 
Jim  Crow,"  in  a  tar  bucket — gather  up  a  bushel  of  fleas 
turned  loose  in  a  stubble  patch— climb  to  the  moon  on  a 
honey  locust — dam  up  the  Mississippi  with  a  thimble  full 
of  sand — capsize  the  Andes  with  a  knitting  needle— empty 
the  ocean  with  a  teaspoon — sail  to  the  north  pole  on  a 
shingle — raise  a  mighty  tornado  with  a  fanning  mill — scull 
up  the  falls  of  Niagara  in  a  potash  kettle  with  a  crowbar — 
quench  the  fires  of  iEtna  with  a  single  dew  drop — or  blow 
out  the  sun  with  a  hand-bellows.  And  that,  as  a  lawyer 
would  say,  is  "making  out  a  pretty  strong  case,"  and  no 
mistake. 

If  my  little  book  shall  prove  to  be  "an  acceptable 
offering "  to  my  friends  and  patrons  geneniay;  if  editors 
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extend  to  it  a  favorable  notice — **  the  thing  will  take/'  and 
I  and  mine  are  amply  provided  for  until  "the  duties  and 
the  eonflicts  of  life  are  over/'  and  that  is  all  I  ask-^all  I 
desire.  If  otherwise,  "  the  thing  is  oat,"  and  the  drama 
will  close  with  '*  myself  a  used  up  author."  But  there  is 
no  recU  terror  even  in  that.  Many  of  earth's  greatest  ben- 
efactors have  died  in  poorhouses  and  in  prisons ;  and  of 
some  it  is  written  that — 

*'  They  begged  their  daily  bread 
Throagh  lands  their  valor  won." 

Considering  the  vast  amount  and  variety  of  the  matter— 
the  materials  and  the  workmanship  of  my  little  offering, 
its  price  should  at  leaat  be  one  dollar  and  a  half  instead  of 
one  dollar,  at  which  it  is  offered  I  would,  however,  realite 
from  the  sale  of  many  thousands,  "  the  litUe  I  stand  in  need 
of  sooner  than  to  realize  the  same  amount  from  a  few,  be* 
cause  it  would  give  to  it  a  wider  circulation,  and  be  much 
more  accessible  to  **  the  humble  poor."  Consequently,  if  I 
can  possibly  "  double  the  cape,"  at  the  present  price,  no 
alteration  will  hereafter  be  made.  Ten  cents  upon  two 
books  equals  twenty  upon  one — -just  as  good  for  the  vender 
and  so  much  better  for  the  purchaser. 

Reader,  if  you  think  my  book  possesses  merit  worthy  of 
your  countenance  and  support — that  it  really  is  ''  a  bar- 
gain," at  one  dollar,  say  so  to  your  neighbors  and  friends, 
and  it  will  help  the  thing  along.  If  you  think  otherwise, 
admonish  them,  that  they  may  not  be  biUen  too. 

In  reading  "the  proofs"  fVom  the  plates,  I  was  trans- 
ported with  delight  to  see  how  near  to  perfection  my  book 
will  appear — ^the  result  of  intense  care  and  application  on 
my  part,  and  the  taste  and  skill  of  those  who  have  had 
charge  of  its  mechanical  execution.  A  few  slight  errors— 
very  alight — are  to  be  found  in  its  pages,  but  even  thoM 
are  "like  angel's  visits,  few  and  far  between." 

My  dear  reader,  if  your  time  and  patience  are  not  alto- 
gether exhausted,  please  follow  me  through  my 


608  cxyrxoN's  keepsake. 

remarks,  and  then  I  will ''  dismiss  jon  in  dne  form,''  both 
with  my  thanks  and  my  benediction.  My  intended  "Ad- 
^oe  to  parents  and  teachers/'  in  the  peaceful  and  happj 
management  of  families  and  schools,  and  my  arithmeCiioal 
illustrations  for  beginners,  in  the  science  of  numbers,  I 
find  I  must  omit,  with  many  other  things  deeply  interest* 
ing,  and  deeply  as  I  regret  it  And  here  I  would  remark— 
an  old  adage  says  that,  '*it  is  useless  to  cry  over  spilt 
milk" — over  those  which  can  not  be  remedied  or  avoided. 
Well,  I  now  discover  that  in  my  little  book  enterprise, 
[  have  committed  two  egregious  errors,  for  which  there  is 
no  remedy,  except  to  "  grin  and  bear  it"  First,  I  should 
have  undertaken  to  publish  my  Poems  only — ^then  I  could 
have  used  a  fuller  type — saved  what  I  have  been  compelled 
to  cast  aside,  which  would  have  formed  a  volume  sufficiently 
large  for  the  patience  of  the  reader,  perhaps,  and  quite  as 
large  as  could  well  be  gotten  up  for  one  dollar.  Then  my 
Autobiography  and  History  would  have  filled  another  vol- 
ume of  a  similar  size,  equally  convenient,  and  interesting. 
In  attempting  to  crowd  two  volumes  into  one,  I  have,  in 
some  sense,  spoiled  both,  although  the  volume  I  here  pre- 
sent must  be  more  valuable  and  interesting  than  either  of 
those  separately,  because  it  contains  much  more  matter* 
and  a  more  pleasing  variety.  It  is  myself^  then,  after  all, 
that  is  the  principal  loser. 

Secondly,  I  conunitted  an  error  in  not  fixing  up  a  larger 
page  —  an  octavo  instead  of  a  duodecimo  —  then  I  could 
still  have  used  larger  type,  and  still  have  kept  my  book  in 
due  shape  and  proportion,  and  to  secure  which,  I  have  been 
compelled  to  use  smaller  type  than  I  Intended  or  desired. 
But,  every  thing  considered,  I  am  vain  enough  to  believe 
that  I  shall  treat  my  friends  to  a  very  nice,  pretty,  interest- 
ing little  book,  quite  superior  to  any  thing  that  I  promised 
them,  or  that  they  had  any  good  reason  to  expect  at  my  in- 
experienced hands.  And  if  they  shall  think  so,  too,  it  will 
all  be  right,  for  one  of  their  "think  so'g''  will  be  worth 
many  of  mine. 
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Well,  ^  live  and  learn  '*  is  another  maxim,  true  to  the  life, 
I  thought,  with  all  the  materials  I  had  on  hand,  that  it 
would  be  ''a  perfect  play  spell,"  "a  most  agreeable  pas- 
time/' to  "write  out  a  book,"  and  "come  out  an  author." 
But  nerer  **in  aU  the  bam  days  of  my  life,"  did  I  ever  as- 
Bome  a  task  so  laborious,  both  to  body  and  mind ;  so  iull 
of  care,  so  delicate,  the  subject  of  such  deep  solicitude  and 
restlessness,  and  sleepless  anxiety,  as  the  task  of  "preparing 
a  work  for  the  press."  And  the  abundance  of  matter  has 
been  no  small  part  of  the  annoyance  to  me.  What  to  select 
and  what  to  reject  has  taxed  my  ingenuity  and  my  judgment 
to  its  utmost  tension,  and  still,  no  doubt,  I  have  often  erred 
at  last  I  have,  however,  in  my  soundest  discretion,  and 
coolest  deliberation,  done  my  best,  my  very  best,  my  dsath 
best,  all  things  considered,  and  with  the  result  I  must  and 
will  be  content. 

My  manuscripts  have  undergone  no  revision,  no  correc- 
rion,  by  any  living  mortal.  As  I  said  in  the  preface,  I  have 
chosen  to  keep  it  purely  and  exclusively  my  own ;  and  thus 
I  send  it  abroad,  with  all  its  errors,^ upon  its  "mission  of 
love."  And  in  writing  it  out  for  the  press,  I  have  endeav- 
ored to  make  it  increase  in  interest  as  it  has  increased  in 
size,  instead  of  "tapering  off,"  as  many  books  do;  and  to 
the  best  of  my  judgment,  all  things  considered,  I  have 
**  kept  the  very  best  of  the  wine  for  the  last  of  the  feast," 
and  well  indeed  if  it  shall  so  appear  to  the  reader,  and 
without  which  it  will  prove  a  failure. 

My  dear,  kind  readers,  my  book  is  now  written ;  is  now 
in  your  hands;  and  although  a  much  larger  book,  and  I 
think,  too,  every  way,  a  much  prettier,  and  more  interesting 
book  than  I  promised,  or  that  you  had  good  reason  to  ex- 
pect, as  stated  before,  yet  nevertheless  I  fear,  I  greatly  fear , 
that  your  "  anticipations  "  will  not  be  fully  realized.  But 
if  you  will  only  take  into  the  account  my  protracted  illiiOM, 
my  great  debility,  I  think  you  must  and  wiU  admit  that  I 
have  performed  wonders.  At  any  rate,  I  have  astonished 
mifMtlff  if  nobody  else.    Hardly  able  to  sit  at  my  desk,  so 
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faint  and  fiel>U,  jet  "litUe  by  litUe,''  I  haTe  afc  last  com- 
pleted my  Yoluminoas  maQosoripte;  and  whioji,  in  con- 
nection with  superintending  the  publication,  ''ooneeting 
proofs/'  etc.,  has  been  nearly  the  death  of  me.  I  have  ac- 
tually fainted  away  in  the  office,  and  there  had  to  lie  down 
and  be  revived  before  I  could  finish  my  morning  task,  and 
once  was  so  faint,  and  diszy,  and  blind,  and  feeble,  that  I 
was  compelled  to  leave  my  task  undone,  and  to  seek  repose 
and  quiet  in  my  bed.  And  I  am  so  faint  and  dizzy  now, 
that  I  can  scarcely  sit  at  my  desk,  or  wield  my  pen ;  for 
my  *'  Conclusion "  I  have  omitted  until  now,  that  I  might 
the  better  know  kow  to  conclude. 

The  printers  are  after  me,  and  so  I  must  furnish  them  the 
balance  of  the  copy,  and  I  trust  I  shall  be  able  to  **  worry 
through  it,''  and  so  "  I  stick  and  hang  on."  But  I  am  quite 
sure  that  neither  the  love  of  fame,  of  honor,  or  wealth,  could 
have  held  me  to  the  task  under  all  tho  forbidding  and  almost 
insurmountable  discouragements  and  difficulties  I  have  had 
to  encounter  and  overcome.  I  should  rather  have  sought 
repose  in  the  bosom  of  my  family,  and  upon  my  bed,  than 
to  earn  wealth,  honor,  or  fame,  at  so  dear  a  price.  A  desire 
to  *'  serve  and  please "  my  friends ;  to  snatch  from  oblivion 
the  '*  thrilling  incidents"  in  a  forest  life,  and  of  life  gener- 
ally, as  it  is ;  to  leave  a  memorial  of  myself,  something  that 
shall  do  good  after  I  am  gone,  and  something  to  sustain  and 
maintain  myself  and  lady  under  tho  infirmities  of  affliction 
and  old  age  (for  I  would  not  be  burdensome  to  any ;  no,  not 
for  a  single  day) — ^has  nerved  my  heart  and  held  me  to  my 
task,  until  Finis  is  about  written  to  my  book — and  I  feel, 
too,  that  it  is  about  written  to  my  life's  history.  Well,  be 
it  so.  God,  in  answer  to  prayer,  and  in  his  own  wise  provi- 
dence, has  "lengthened  out  the  brittle  chord  of  life,"  until 
my  delicate  and  laborious  assumption  is  accomplished.  And, 
adoring  him  for  his  grace,  I  can,  I  think,  understandingly 
say,  with  one  of  old,  "Now,  Lord,  lettest  thou  thy  servant 
depart  in  peace."  I  thank  God  for  my  existence,  and  cheer- 
fully surrender  it  up  at  his  oalL    I  have  found  more  sweets 
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than  bitters,  more  pleasures  than  pains,  on  the  great  theater 
of  "  life's  busy  and  changing  scenes."  I  early  learned  to 
look  upon  the  bright  side,  and  to  ''take  every  thing  by  the 
amoolh  handle;"  have  dwelt  with  gratitude  upon  the  bless- 
ings,  instead  of  brooding  over  the  ills  of  life,  with  murmur- 
ing and  complaints.  And  hence  it  is  that  mine  has  been  a 
Tery  pleasant  voyage  "o'er  life's  tempestuous  sea,"  and 
Mrs.  Bolton  never  sang  a  sweeter,  a  truer  lay  than  the  fol- 
lowing.    Read  it,  and  profit  by  it,  everybody. 

"  THE   SWEETS   AND  ILLS  OF   LIFE. 

"  We  bid  the  joyous  moments  haste, 
And  then  forget  iheir  glitter ; 
We  Uke  '  the  cup  of  life,'  but  tatU 
No  portion  but  the  bitter: 

"  But  we  should  teach  our  hearts  to  deem 
The  sweetest  drops  the  strongest^ 
And  pleasant  hours  should  alwaye  seem 
To  linger  round  us  longest. 

"As  life  is  sometimes  'bright  tm^fair^ 
And  sometimes  '  dark  and  lonely^ 
Let  us  forget  its  '  toil  and  ror^,' 
And  note  its  bright  hours  only^ 

This  is  a  gem  of  rare  beauty  which  I  have  noted  and 
emphasized,  in  order  to  impress  its  truthfulness  and  beauty 
upon  the  reader.  I  know  it  to  be  true,  by  a  blessed  and 
happy  experience. 

And  here  I  would  again,  most  humbly  and  most  grate- 
fully acknowledge,  that  to  Divine  Providence,  I  am  deeply 
and  lastingly  indebted,  for  the  gift  of  life,  and  all  its  rich 
pleasures  and  pure  enjoyments.  And  I  have  full  faith  and 
confidence  to  hope  and  believe  that  the  same  divine  good- 
ness will  still  be  exercised  toward  me,  either  in  prolonging 
the  duration  of  my  life  and  pleasure,  or  by  giving  me  grace 
and  fortitude  to  sustain  me  under  any  sad  reverses  that 
may  befall  or  overtake  me.     I  oonfidentiy  rely  upon  the 
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promise  which  has  never  yet  once  fidled  me,  **  all  aloBg 
the  journey  of  life,"  "  As  thy  days  are,  so  ah^  thy 
■trength  be.''  The  pcut  is  told — the  future  is  knoim  only 
to  Hix  "  in  whom  we  live,  and  moTe,  and  have  our  Veing,'' 
and  into  whose  hands  I  now  commit  my  aU,  "  soul,  body, 
and  spirit ;"  all  that  I  am,  all  that  I  have,  and  all  that  I 
hope  for,  in  life,  and  in  death ;  in  time,  and  in  eternity. 
Yes,  I  now  commit  all  to  Ilim,  **  in  well-doing,  as  unto  t 
fiuthful  Creator.'' 

And  when  I  lay  my  spirit  down, 

Thy  sertant)  Lord  attend, 
And  0 1  my  life  of  mercy  crown 

With  a  triumphant  end. 

But  before  I  close  my  book,  or  go  hence  to  be  no  more, 
I  feel  impelled  to  say  that  I  should  do  violence  to  my  own 
feelings,  to  my  sense  of  right  and  justice,  to  my  bounden 
duty,  not  to  acknowledge  my  pure  heartfelt  gratitude  to 
my  kind  neighbors,  and  friends,  and  fellow  citizens  in 
general,  (not  universally  by  any  means)  but  generally,  for 
the  very  liberal  and  cheerful  patronage,  and  other  helps, 
they  have  extended  toward'  me  in  my  book  enterprise. 
Dearborn,  alone,  put  me  up  about  one  thouand  subscribers, 
many  of  whom  took  several  copies,  and  voluntarily  paid  in 
advance,  "book  or  no  book."  And  all  the  money  I  was 
out  in  getting  up  that  list,  was  one  single  half  dime  for 
ferriage.  All  passed  me  free,  sent  me  on  my  way  with 
their  horses  and  buggies,  and  the  general  strife  seemed  to 
be  to  see  who  could  best  nurse,  and  entertain,  and  do  the 
most  for  me.  And  I  know  that  all  did  it  with  "  a  right 
hearty  good  will,"  because  it  was  done  so  cheerfully,  and 
the  money  often  refused.  Nor  have  my  good  friends  in 
Cincinnati  been  less  liberal  and  kind.  Here  I  have  been 
two  months  and  a  half  superintending  the  printing  and 
publishing  of  my  little  book,  and  not  the  first  friend  has 
charged  or  taken  a  single  **  red  cent,"  and  over  and  above 
passing  me  "scot  free,"  they  have  treated  me  to  a  fine  new 
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hat,  coat  and  Test  in  the  bargain.  Taken  all  together,  the 
like  snrelj  was  neyer  known,  and  I  have  learned  that  wealth 
in  the  pockets  of  my  friends  is  quite  as  safe  and  available 
in  "  the  time  of  need,"  as  though  it  were  in  my  own.  If 
I  am  not  rich  in  dollars  and  cents,  I  am  in  the  affections 
and  good-will,  of  all  those,  generally,  most  intimately  ac- 
quainted with  me,  the  demonstrating  proofs  of  which  I 
have  abundantly  received,  and,  with  which  I  am  abundantly 
satisfied,  and  feel  that  I  have  not  lived  in  vain.  Prom- 
inent among  my  kind  friends  in  the  city,  are  Capt.  Hugh 
Scott  and  lady,  and  their  amiable  daughter,  Miss  Susan, 
and  Miss  Mary  Dinsmorc,  Mathew  Hall  and  lady,  James 
Carson,  Esq.,  and  his  good  venerable  mother,  Charles  Ange- 
vine  and  lady,  and  good  old  Mother  Davenport,  Adolphua 
Kirsher  and  lady,  Thomas  and  Joseph  Hall  and  ladies, 
Rev.  George  B.  Rogers  and  lady,  James  Owry,  Esq.,  and 
lady,  David  Quiou  and  lady,  and  my  ever-cherisbed  Caroline, 
of  whom  honorable  mention  has  already  been  made,^and 
Edward  B.  Cummings  and  others.  O!  these  friends  hay6 
been  exceedingly  kind  and  liberal  toward  me,  as  I  find  them 
everywh^e.  Nor  can  I  pass  unnoticed  the  editorial  corps, 
friend  Bookwalter,  of  the  Register,  friend  Martin,  of  the 
Banner,  friend  Qoodwin,  of  the  American,  friend  Waldo,  of 
the  Reveille,  and  friend  Gregg  of  the  Tribune,  for  favorable 
and  complimentary  notices,  and  others,  whose  journals 
have  not  "  come  to  hand,"  may  have  equal  claims  upon  my 
"  gratitude  and  love."  01  I  am  "  overcome  with  obligations.'' 
And  still  obligations  of  '*  gratitude  and  love"  come  crowd- 
ing in  upon  me,  and  I  can  not  pass  without  saying  that  "  the 
publishers,"  Applegate  &  Co.,  friends  C.  F.  O'Driscoll  A 
Co.,  of  the  Franklin  Foundry,  and  Messrs.  Henry,  Wh^- 
pley,  and  Giddings,  foremen  in  the  office,  and  all  the  com- 
positors and  stereotypcrs,  have  been  exceedingly  kind,  oblig- 
ing, and  agreeable  in  their  dealings  with  me.  I  repeat,  I 
am  overcome  with  obligations  of  gratitude  and  love  to  God 
himself— to  all  my  friends — ^if  not  to  this  '*  beautiful  green 
•artht'^  which  I  quite  soon  most  leave. 
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ApFLieATi  k  Co.,  are  deserring  of  all  pnuae  and  a  lib- 
eral patronage,  which  is  being  acoorded  to  them.  Kind  and 
obliging  in  their  intercourse,  they  put  their  work  up  "  in 
first  rate  order,"  as  will  be  seen.    But  enongh. 

Finally,  I  would  just  say,  for  the  gratification  and  infor- 
mation of  my  readers  and  friends  generally,  that  four  years 
ago  I  went  on  a  visit  to  my  Tenerable  mother  and  fricndei, 
descended  the  lakes  and  the  St.  Lawrence,  as  far  north 
and  east  as  Montreal,  in  Canada,  crossed  over  into  Maine, 
enjoyed  a  most  delightful  season,  got  "  as  hearty  and  fat  as 
a  bear,"  and  returned  home,  invigorated  both  in  mind  and 
body,  but  arriving  there  in  the  midst  of  that  exceedingly 
hot  August,  the  change  of  temperature  being  so  great,  and 
the  transition  so  sudden,  I  melted  down,  **  like  a  candle  in 
the  sun."  It  appeared  as  though  I  could  not  breathe,  that 
I  must  suffocate.  I  became  restless  and  nervous,  lost  my  rest 
and  my  appetite,  took  what  is  called  the  **  water-brash,"  in  its 
worst  form,  and  gradually  wasted  away,  or  ran  down  from 
two  hundred  and  twenty  pounds  to  just  one  hundred  and 
twenty-six — a  mere  skeleton — hardly  enough  left  to  **keep 
soul  and  body  together."  I  thought  my  time  had  come,  and 
made  all  my  arrangements  to  close  up  the  affairs  of  life, 
and  really  thought  once  I  was  dying,  and  was  happy  in  the 
hope  of  **  a  better  inheritance  above."  But  contrary  to  my 
own  expectations,  or  the  expectations  of  my  family  and  my 
friends,  it  has  pleased  God  to  continue  my  stoy  upon  the 
earth  until  the  present  day.  From  one  hundred  and  twenty- 
six  pounds,  I  gradnaUy  ran  up  again  to  just  one  hundred 
and  fifty.  But  for  several  months  past,  I  have  been  run- 
ning down  again — have  just  stepped  off  the  scales,  and  find 
I  hardly  balance  one  hundred  and  thirty-five  pounds,  and 
still  the  inclination  is  downward,  and  I  begin  to  feel  again 
that  I  am  about  at  the  foot  of  the  hill.  Well,  be  it  so.  I 
am  both  happy  and  content,  now  that  my  book  is  finished 
and  complete.  Peradventure,  God  has  spared  me  alone  for 
that  purpose.  I  repeat,  I  am  both  happy  and  content  in 
yiew  of  my  approaching  dissolution  —  of  death  and  the 
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grare.     And  although  life  is  still  sweet,  and  friendship 

dear,  and  earth's  inviting  charms  still  court  my  stay,  yet 

upon  the  whole,  I  rather  court  than  dread  **  the  repose  of 

the   grave."    Indeed  I  do,  through  mercy  richf  and  fuUf 

Knd  free. 

"0,  'tis  better  to  depart, 

'Tis  better  far,  to  die." 
Die  I  did  I  say?    Oh,  no! 

"  Ths  oood  man  NKVE&  DIES." — B.  S,  Bozter. 

"  *  The  good  man  never  dies,'  though  threescore  years  and  ten 
May  have  passed  unheeded  by  in  the  busy  marts  of  men ; 
In  fertile  field  or  shady  grove,  on  mountain,  sea,  or  shore, 
'  Ilis  works  of  faith  and  love '  are  blessings  evermore. 

As  the  circlet  of  the  sea  at  the  pebble's  tiny  fall, 
As  the  wavelet  of  the  air  fh>m  the  mountain  hunter's  call, 
As  the  streaming  of  the  light,  so,  mid  weariness  and  strife, 
Do  his  '  words  of  gentleness '  fiU  *  the  infinite  of  life.' 

They  live  while  he  is  wastinff,  they  breathe  when  he  is  c^ne^ 
Immortal  in  their  freshness  is  every  good  deed  done; 
Immortal  in  their  blessings,  and  on — immortal  still— 
To  wither  and  to  blacken  alone  are  *  deed*  cf  iUJ  " 

These  thoughts  cheer  and  animate  my  heart,  now  that 
the  labors  and  duties  of  life,  with  me,  are  apparently 
about  wound  to  a  close.  What  the  purposes  of  God,  to- 
ward me,  are,  I  can  not  say,  nor  am  I  overly  anxious  to 
know.  The  will  of  God  be  don^  whether  it  be  '*life  or 
death."  It  is  confidently  anticipated  by  most  of  my  friends, 
now  that  my  book  is  off  my  hands,  that  mental  and  physical 
repose  in  the  bosom  of  my  family,  and  light  open-air  exer- 
cise will  resuscitate  and  revive  me,  and  that  I  may  yet  live 
to  number  my  '*  three  score  years  and  ten."  But  I  feel 
though  I  were  about 

"  Freed  from  the  cares  of  earth,  lifers  journey  o'er. 
And  gladly  hail  thee,  thou  bright  sunny  shore  1 
From  all  my  toils  and  cares  removed  by  death, 
Peacefully,  joyfully,  I  yield  my  breath. 
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I  teeilw  fkir  trees,  on  the  bAnki  of  the  stream, 
All  wftTing  in  gloiy,  and  brightly  thej  gleam ; 
O!  rioh  are  the  cluetere  of  fruit  which  they  bear, 
Bending  right  near  me,  and  vrging  me  there. 

Friends  may  lament — ^they  see  not  the  sight 
Which  now  is  so  filling  my  sonl  with  delight ; 
Angels  are  beckoning — my  SaTior  says  come — 
0,  why  should  I  tarry  when  *■  dbmott  at  horned  " 

And  if  I  only  had  the  aunrance  that  I  should  "  sleep  my 
lut  long  sleep,  that  knows  bo  waking/'  in  some  delightful 
cemetery  like  Mount  Anbiini,  near  Boston,  Greenwood,  New 
York,  Lanrel  Hill,  Philadelplua,  or  Spring  Orove,  ncnr  Cin- 
cinnati, it  would  tend  mach  to  **  loosen  the  bands  of  death/' 
and  make  death  itself  a  welcome  messenger ;  for  I  do  con- 
fess, that  the  idea  of  being  buried  in  some  fence-comer  or 
dilapidated  family  burying-ground,  all  grown  over  with 
"  briars  and  brambles,"  is,  to  me,  rather  a  chilling  and  for- 
bidding contemplation.  But  in  these  tasty,  neat,  and  beau- 
tiful cemeteries,  one  almost  feels  that  it  would  be  a  luxury 
to  **  lie  down  and  die." 

*^How  sweet  to  lay  our  precious  dead 

In  such  a  spot  to  sleep, 
Where  waving  trees  their  branches  spread. 

And  stars  their  vigils  keep; 
While  angels  watch  with  wakeful  eyes, 
To  guard  the  dust  we  so  much  prize. 

Where  wildwood  flowers  their  pale  leaves  shed, 

And  *  pinks  and  roses '  wave, 
Where  bud  on  bud  bows  down  its  head 

Above  each  cherished  grave : 
Here  lambs  are  gathered  to  his  breast; 
The  sad  find  joy — the  weary  rest." 

But  I  shall  be  content  to  slumber  in  the  **  Zion  burying- 
ground/'  at  Wriglif  s  Comer,  beside  my  loved  and  cherished 
friend,  Edward  Freeman,  or  the  Bev.  Brother  Griffith,  or 
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wherever  it  bIiaII  be  deemed  most  expedient  and  conyenieni 
by  my  friends.  It  is,  upon  the  whole,  matter  of  little  con- 
seqaenee  where  I  repose  in  death — since 

God,  my  redeemer  liyes, 

And  eyer  from 'the  skies 
Looks  down  and  tcatehet  all  my  dost 

Till  he  shaU  bid  it  rise. 

The  eyening  shades  are  now  upon  me,  and  feeble  and 
funt  I  mnst  hasten  to  my  reposa,  with  the  prayer  and  the 
"parting  word"  my  good  mamma  early  taught  me,  and 
which  I  haye  repeated  a  thofuaad  times,  and  loye  to  repeal 
it  BtiU  :— 

**  Now  I  lay  me  down  to  aleep, 
I  pray  the  Lord  my  soul  to  keep; 
If  I  should  die  before  I  wake, 
I  pray  the  Lord  my  soul  to  take.'' 

"Gk>od  night,  reader — good  night,  friends — ^good  nighti 
all."    And  all  is  said. 

A.  J.  Cotton. 
CorciNNATi,  June  5,  1858. 


-^^^ 


INDEX. 


Mr  Poems,  being  all  properly  classified,  will  be  indexed 
as  paged,  and  not  alphabetically.  Mj  Autobiography,  and 
the  most  important  items  in  it,  will  also  be  found  by  re- 
ference to  the  Index.  The  Historical  Incidents  and  facts 
will  be  found  by  reference  to  the  localities  where  they  oo- 
curred.  Each  citizen  of  old  Dearborn  will  find  that  which 
more  immediately  interests  him,  by  a  reference  to  his  own 
city,  Tillage,  town,  or  neighborhood. 


POEMS. 

EELIGIOUS. 

lanes — ^Experimental 23 

Call  to  the  Ministry 25 

Love-Feast  Hymn. 28 

Clasv-Meeting  Hymn 29 

Prayer-Meeting  Hymn 32 

A  Happy  Death «i.  33 

A  Poetic  Sermon 35 

Song  on  Divinity 40 

Day  of  Judgment 44 

CBIMINAL. 

Execution  of  Fuller 47 

"  "  Bennett 55 

"         "  the  Kelleys 57 

Youthful  Convict 58 

(519) 


The  Tomb  of  Bludea ~ 62 

Ruing  Sun  Riot 65" 

Divorce^ 67 

TempeMnce  Ditty 71 

CftnUU 75 

POUTIOU- 

The  Ymkee  Nation 78 

Political  Addrosa. 81 

N^onal  Touts 83 

cnnosuL. 

Neweutle  Banner 85 

Cumplimentarj  Epistle 88 

Answer  to  same 92 

LITEBABT. 

Invitation  to  School 97 

Answer. 93 

Sehool  Composition. 99 

lUspoDse » 100 

Popils'  Adieu 103 

Response ».»..  103 

Beauties  of  Nature 101 

Response 106 

Contentment 108 

Lightly  Tread 110 

Teacher's  Farewell Ill 

EFISTOLART. 

To  Parents 116 

To  Brothers.^ IIT 

To  Mrs.  Cotton 118 

To  SUters^ 120 

Letter  DinotioBE ^ 135 


INDEX.  621 

HmnraAL^UKKiNos.  Tim 

njxneneal  Punnings 129 

0DS8. 

Sabbath  SohooU. 151 

Temperance 154 

National  Hymn 157 

Washington 159 

Jackson 162 

Indiana  Volunteera. 165 

Ladies'  Tribune 168 

Daughters  of  Temperance 171 

Industry 172 

County  Fair 175 

A  Forest  Life 178 

Progress 186 

SLSOIKS. 

Mary  Tattle 192 

Captun  Godfrey  Snow 194 

Bancan  House  and  Children 19B 

My  Brother. 197 

My  Son.. 200 

Infant  Twin-brothers 201 

Thomas  Miller. 204 

Merrit  Scoggin. 205 

Mrs.  Julia  L.  Dumont 207 

Clark  J.  Durham 209 

Xoyes  and  Crouch 210 

CKlbert  Angevina 214 

Johnny  B.  Sheldon 216 

MrB.M.  J.  West 217 

Johnny  Stevenson. ••...•• •.•.••••....•  218 

44 


522  INDEX. 

PAOI 

TheSaicide 220 

Lament 221 

John  Ammi  Cotton 223 

OBITU  ABIES. 

The  Grave 224 

Robert  Sunman 225 

Thomas  Watts. 226 

Dr.  Cullen  Crookshank 226 

David  Conger 227 

Several  Little  Children 227 

Mrs.  E.  M.  Piatt 229 

Mrs.  Phoebe  Cotton 231 

Several  Young  Ladies. 231 

SriTAPHS. 

EpiUphs 234 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

An  In^Uan's  Grave 238 

Oherished  Pupils. 240 

The  Squirrel 242 

Mount  Abram 243 

My  Native  State 245 

Mount  Bradbury , •  246 

The  Lovers. 247 

Retort 250 

Bunker  llill  Monument. 251 

The  Weathervane 252 

The  Forest  Oak. 254 

New  Year's  Addresses *.,.  256 

Steamboat  Rod  Stone 263 

The  Snow  Bird. 266 

A  Lock  oTHair. 268 


INDEX.  .  523 

Paob 

Farewell  to  Maine 270 

Niagara  Falls 272 

Ohio  River 274 

Albums 274 

Acrostics  277 

Moore's  Hill  College 280 

AUTOBIOGRAPHY. 

Autobiography 285 

War  of  1812 293 

A  Night  with  a  Bear 301 

M    (I  M    u  Panther 303 

Marriage 311 

A  Candidate 314 

An  Editor 314 

Bar  Meeting 817 

Law  Notice 824 

Hairbreadth  SMapes. 836 

Portland 834 

A  Tempest  on  the  Ocean 340 

Ministerial  Success 344 

APoUtician 346 

Complimentary  Notices 347 

The  Means  resorted  to 350 

Fleasantriea 351 

Thought 354 

The  Footing  up 355 

TheBoquei. 359 

A  Ghoet  Story 361 

CoBoloBion- •••••••••  366 


* 


S24 


Hiitorf 

Jonmkl 

Ferria'  School-hoosa.... 

Hudeiubargh. 

Naw  Lawrenceburgb... 
LKwraQcebnrgh  Ciij... 
Anrom  Oil;- 


FnmoDt  ScluMl-hQuae^ 387 

Hartford 368 

Maton. 389 

B«tt  Creek  Church 390 

BtrV»  MiU 303 

CoVe  Chapel 394 

DiliboKiugh 395 

Mount  Tabor. 394 

lUI^a  Sohool-houBe 397 

XiMlar'a  School-bouse 398 

"Wilmington 398 

ffioaiCh^Ml 401 

SpMtB. 402 

Moore's  Hill 403 

Gheaterville 405 

Sparta  Church  F.  B. - 405 

Greon  Chapel 404 

Elrod 400 

Strtngtown. 408 

KercoTUle. „ 407 

Delaware 407 

Prattobu^h. _  408 

Milan » 408 


PMkbam's  School-honBB » 409 

CliDton 410 

O.  Ueustis'  Idd 411 

PleuantvieTT 413 

Dorlwm'a  MiU 418 

Sruce's  Scbool-houae , 41S 

Ebeneser  Church 417 

Worlej'a  School-house. 418 

Fowler's  "  41S 

Wright's  Comer. 422 

Stone  Chapel 425 

YorkvlUe 42» 

Tftuhom's  SchoolJkonsa -•  1X2 

Sawdon's  " 438 

Grabb'a  " 437 

Omilford. 4S8 

Cambridge 440 

Salt  Fork  Church - 442 

■Weslej  Chapel « 444 

Bonhain'i  School-house 44T 

Sdgar  Grove  Church 44T 

Eliiabethtoim 448 

Locust  Grove. 450 

Burk'a  School-faoose 451 

Harrison 454 

Chapelow's  School-honso 458 

Baldridge's  '■         456 

Logaiu 457 

Dover 458 

LMnancerille 458 


626 


INDEX. 


PAOB 

PonnsylTaniabargfa 459 

Hobble's  Comer. 461 

Mule  town.. 463 

Manohester 474 

Two  WoWes. 482 

Tbe  Fugitives 484 

A  Kiss 487 

Beflections 489 

Eliid  Words. 490 

Ph>gre8s 493 

Beview ^ 495 

California  Letters. 499 

Conclusion 506 

The  Sweeto  and  Ills  of  Life. 511 


tarn  hd^ 


^PPLEG-ATE  &  COMPANY, 


Sdiool,  Claolcal,  Theological  and  Uiicellaneoiu  Bookl^ 
which  ihuT  Iiive  conBtaiuly  oa  hind,  publish  ■  gurie*  uf 

VALUABIK  STANDARD  WORKS, 
•uitalile  fur  the  fnmil^  circle,  h  well  as  public  librariGi. 

At  this  liiup,  U'hi-ii  (he  pri'sM  lui-iii!i  to  nhiindantty  with  eph*- 
mcral  liliT.iiiirf,  Ihu  thiiikiiiy  niiiiJ  i'i|ii'rii'ii<'eti  n  iiothI  of  uiora 
■nlMtanlial  nliiiicui :  nf  noinrllihi);  whii'h  "1ii>lt  nt  llir  iniuu  tinM 
runiish  imt  only  tiiJiiyiHOit  fiirthu  nnwut,lmt  ftir  aftFrlhnacbt] 
(omi'diinir  froni  tlic  pcrunnl  of  whivli.oiii-  ran  ariHi  a  wiiiFr,  if  not 
a  IwUer  uiaii :  am)  anHni;;  thvir  j)Ul>lical  bmi^  ihry  flalUT  them- 
mIvih  siiA  iKMikt  will  )h'  Fiiiinit  M  U  Ih.ir  aim  li.  wWl  such 
Work-,  till-  iiitriii^ip  wunh  uf  whirh  vill  can--:  ihiiii  lo In-  HiiiKht 
■tU'r  l<v  .'iiliuliti'h.'.l  hikI  •li-.'rimlri:iiiNi,r  n.jml,.  m.d  ai  wurthr 
•f  ururluK  t)f  -Iii-1n->.  (iTIliiir  liliniriri. 

Aiii<>i>:(  tl'cir  niililirnliiHii  iii:iv  Lv  foiiii'l  ihe  foUowinir,  to 
wh'tili  tlii'V  v..uld  r  si..ririil1v  i.IvilK  stX'r.ti.m.  T>i  tUfM-  it  is 
ihrlr  ii«.nVlL.'i  to  ad.l  ilii'  l.st'  «'nrk->  nt  \he  ■laixlnnl  HiMinieal 
•nil  nihur  nuLliuri,  and  tli<-v  irii.l  th.U  thr.ir  x-Ui'tiimii  will  h» 
■ur)i  uM  III  I'Miilf  iliL'iii  lu  alibutul  shui;  uf  the  painHia|[s  of  Ih* 
luuk -buying  public 


APPLEGATE  &  CO/S  PUBLICATlONa 

DB.  ADAM  GLAKKFS  COKFLKTE  GOXMEIITABT 
OH  THE  OLD  AHD  SEW  lESTAMESTS. 

'Willi  a  portrait  of  the  author^  engraved  expressly  for 
tills  edition,  accompanied  inrtth  Maps,  dsc.  Plain  and  em- 
bossed gilt. 

From  the  Nashrille  tmd  LowimlU  ChriMtian  Adrocate. 
**  Tt  would  he  difiicuh  to  find  any  contribution  to  Sacred 
literature  that  has  attained  to  a  higher  rank  than  t1)e 
Commentaries  of  Dr.  Adam  Claris.  Whether  regarded 
as  a  prodigy  of  human  learning,  or  as  a  monument  of 
what  perse verencc  and  industry,  within  the  compass  uf  a 
single  lifetime,  oan  accomplish,  it  will  long  continue  to 
challenge  the  admiration  of  men  as  a  work  of  unrivalled 
merit.  It  is  a  treasury  of  knowledge,  in  the  accumula- 
tion of  which,  the  aiilhor  seems  to  have  had  no  purpose 
in  view  but  the  apprehension  of  truth ;  not  to  sustain  a 
particular  creed,  but  the  apprehension  of  truth  for  truth's 
own  sake,  restraiiujd  in  the  noble  pursuits  of  no  party 
tenets  by  no  ardor  for  favorite  dogmas.  It  is  difficult  to 
conceive  of  a  complete  library  without  this  valuable  work, 
and  yet  alone  of  itself,  it  nfibrds  to  its  possessor  no  mean 
variety  of  entertainment.  Besides  forming  a  moderate,  but 
clear  elucidation  of  the  true  meaning  of  the  Sacred  Word,  it 
abounds  with  illustrations  in  science,  the  literature  of  all 
ages,  and  the  history  of  all  times  and  all  coimtrics  ;  and  as 
a  lexicon  for  the  ex];j>silion  of  abstruse  phrases,  of  difficult 
terms,  and  the  (i*ue  genealogy  of  words  of  doubtful  import* 
k  immeasurably  surpasses  ail  similar  works  of  the  age.'* 

DB.  ADAM  CLARKE'S  COUMENTAET  ON  THE 

NEW  TESTAMENT. 
2  vols,  super-royal  Uvo.  riaiii  and  embossed  gilt 
The  incrcasmg  demand  for  Dr.  Clarke's  Commentary 
on  the  Xeio  Testament,  has  induced  us  to  issue  an  editioa 
on  superior  paper,  large  clear  type,  handsomely  and  sub- 
stantially bound,  containing  1978  pages,  with  a  portrait 
of  the  author. 
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THE  CQMPIJBTE  WOSXS  07  THOMAS  DICE,  LL.  D 

1 1  vols,  in  3 ;  coataining  An  Essay  on  the  Improvement 
of  Society ;  The  Philosophy  of  a  Future  State  ;  The  Phi- 
lofiophy  of  Religion ;  The  Mental  Illumination  and  Morel 
Impro^p^mcnt  of  Mankind ;  An  Essay  on  tlie  Sin  and  Evib 
of  Covetousness ;  The  Christian  Philosopher,  or  Science 
and  Religion ;  Cekctial  Scenery,  illustrated ;  ^deral  Hea- 
vens, Planets,  etc. ;  The  Practical  Astronomer ;  Tlie  Sobr 
System,  its  Wonders ;  The  Atmosphere  and  Atmosphericnl 
Phenomena,  &c.  Illustrated  with  numerous  engravings 
and  a  portrait.  2  vols,  royal  8vo.  Plain  and  embossed 
gilt 

TkU  edition  is  printed  from  entirely  new  plates,  conttMs* 
ing  the  recent  rei*isions  of  the  author,  and  is  tite  only  cou* 
PL£TS  edition  puUislved  in  the  United  States, 

*'  Dick's  Works. — Those  who  read  at  all,  know  both 
the  name  of  Dr.  Dick  and  the  work  itself  now  reprinted. 
It  has  long  found  acceptance  with  the  public." — Presby" 
terian  Review,  Edinburg, 


"We  hail  this  remarkably  cheap  and  greatly  improved 
edition  of  Dr.  Dick's  admirable  and  highly  popular  Works. 
It  it  is  a  real  love  to  the  millions  to  be  abltj  to  purchasa 
such  an  excellent  work  for  so  inconsiderable  a  cost.  We 
earnestly  recommend  this  work  to  all  our  readers,  and  es- 
pecially ft>  all  who  desire  to  store  their  minds  with  gene* 
ral  information." — Wesley  an  Associated  Magazine,  Londom* 

**  Eleven  different  works  are  embraced  in  these  vol* 
nmes,  making  it  an  edition  full  ?  id  comj)lete.  The  rangi 
of  subjects  embraced  in  these  s*  vcial  essays  and  scientiiio 
treatises  is  varied,  are  all  highly  imj)ortant,  and  of  prac- 
tical utility  to  mankind  generally.  TheM3  chanictenstiet 
of  Dr.  Dick's  writings,  while  they  render  th'^m  pi'rma- 
nenily  valuable,  insure  for  them  al<o  a  wide  circulation 
among  all  classes  of  readers.  "*--/^/Vj>/^/«'2ern  (f  the  WesL 


APPLEGATE  &  CO/S  PUBUCATIONa 


KOIUB'S  AlfCIEHT  EUTOBT. 

Tbe  Ancient  History  of  the  Garth agenians,  Assyrians, 
Babylonians,  Medes  and  Persians,  Grecians  and  Maceda 
nians,  includinc;:  a  History  of  the  Arts  and  Sciences  of  thi 
Ancients,  with  a  Life  of  the  Author.  8  vols,  royal  8to 
Plain  and  embossed  gilt. 

"A  new  edition  of  Rollings  Ancient  History  has  jusi 
been  issued  by  Applegate  <&  Co.  The  ralue  and  impor« 
tance  of  this  work  are  universally  acknowledged.  Every 
private  library  is  deficient  without  it ;  and  it  is  now  fur« 
nifbed  at  so  cheap  a  rate,  that  every  family  should  havs 
h.  It  should  be  placed  in  the  hands  of  all  our  youth,  as 
infinitely  more  instructive  and  useful  than  the  thousand 
and  one  trashy  publications  with  which  the  country  is 
deluged,  and  which  are  so  npt  to  vitiate  the  taste,  and  ruin 
the  minds  of  young  readers.  One  word  more  in  behalf  of 
this  new  edition  of  Rollin  :  It  may  not  be  generally  known 
tliat  in  previous  English  editions  a  large  and  interesting 
portion  of  the  work  has  been  suppressed.  The  deficien- 
cies are  here  supplied  and  restored  from  the  French  edi- 
tions, giving  the  co{)y  of  Messrs.  Applegate  ds  Co.  a  supe- 
riority over  previous  English  editions." —  Weiiem Recorder. 


**K  superb  edition  of  this  indispensable  text  and  refe- 
rence book  is  published  by  Messrs.  Applegate  <k  Co. 
The  work  in  this  form  has  been  for  some  years  before  the 

gublic,  and  is  the  best  and  most  complete  edition  pub- 
shed.  The  work  is  cf»niprisi;d  in  two  volumes  of  about 
600  pages  each,  containing  the  prefaces  of  liollin  and  the 
**  History  of  the  Arts  at  I  Sciences  of  the  Ancients,  which 
have  been  omitted  in  mcst  American  editions." — Sjning' 
field  BepuUU, 

**  The  work  is  <oo  well  known,  and  has  too  long  been  a 
favorite,  to  require  any  commendation  from  us.  'J'iiough 
in  some  matters  more  recent  investigations  have  led  to 
conclusions  difl'erent  from  those  of  the  Author,  yet  his 
general  accuracy  is  unquestionable. "-^-Tf'b/.  Chris.  Adv. 
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HOSHEIM*S  CHUBCH  HI8T0RT. 

Ancient  and  Modern,  from  the  birth  of  Christ  to  the 
Eighteen ih  Centur}',  in  which  the  Rise,  Progrcse,  and  Varia- 
tions of  Church  Power  are  considered  in  their  connection 
with  the  state  of  Learning  and  Philosophy' ;  and  the  Politi- 
cal History  of  Europe  during  that  period,  continued  up  to 
the  present  time,  by  Charles  Cooti-:,  LL.  D.  8UG  pageS| 
1  vol.;  quarto,  spring  back,  marble  edge. 


From  the  Mawiie  Rniew. 

This  {H'C'At  standard  hifttdry  of  tho  Church  from  the  birth  of 
Chri.Mt,liu4  just  hecn  insned  in  a  now  dri'.sK  by  thoezteoAive  pub- 
lishing liourie  of  Appl*'^^1te  <&  Co.  Nothing  iu>i'd  be  said  by  at 
in  rt'lation  lo  tho  iiu-rtts  or  reliability  of  MoshiMiii'H  liidtonr :  il 
has  long  Ijoriic  the  apprtivin^  seal  of  the  Proiestnnt  wcirhi.  It 
liRR  biv<»iiic  a  standnru  trork,  and  no  public  or  private  lil»rary  it 
complctv  without  it ;  nor  can  an  individual  bowcll  posted  in  the 
hi'^titry  of  tlte  Christian  Church  tor  eighteen  hundre<l  years, 
Tvilliout  liavinijf  carefully  stu<iied  Mu^heini.  Wc  wish,  however, 
particulnriy  to  n'connnend  the  present  edition.  The  pages  art. 
in  lur<;e  double  columns:  the  type  is  lar^e  and  very  distinct,  and 
the  printing  is  adniirablo,  on  tine  white  paper.  It  iH  really  a 
pleasure  to  rend  !<uc)i  print,  and  we  nromniend  our  friends  to 
purchase  this  edition  of  thi;»  indi>pun:»ablo  work. 


From  the  Telescope,  Dmyton,  O. 

Tills  work  has  been  ])lactHl  upon  dur  table  by  the  gentlemanly 
tml  enterprihini,'  j>ubli.sli(rrs,  and  we  are  ^lad  of  an  opportunity 
to  intfoiluce  so  beautiful  an  e<lilion  of  this  standari!  Cliurch  his- 
t<iry  to  our  readers.     The  work  is  prinltnl  on  beautiful  whito 

J>nper,  clear  lar^^c  type,  and  is  Vk>uih1  in  one  handsoinc  volumo. 
Co  man  ever  sat  down  to  read  Mosheim  in  ko  pleading  a  drass. 
'What  a  treat  is  siTch  an  edition  to  one  who  has  been  studying 
tills  elegant  work  iu  buiall  clo»e  print  of  other  editions. 


Frfrm  Professor  \Vri<f?d8on, 

Whatever  l>ook  ban  a  tendency  to  aild  to  our  knowledge  of 
God.  or  the  character  or  conduct  of  his  true  woT»hip<'rft,  or  tJiat 
points  cut  tho  errors  and  mistakes  of  former  generations,  must 
tiavo  an  elevatin;;,  expanding,  and  purifvini?  influence  on  the 
human  mind.  iSuch  a  work  is  Mosheim's  )*>c.lesiastical  History. 
Like  **  Rollin*R  History  of  the  Ancients,"  it  is  tho  standard,  aud 
is  too  well  known  to  need  a  word  of  comment. 
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GATHERED  TBEASVBES  FROM  THE  MDTES  OF 

LTTEEATURE. 

Containing  Tales,  Sketches,  Anecdotes,  and  Gems  of  Thouglit, 
Liter&ry,  Moral,  Pleasing  ainl  Instrnctivo.  IIluBlrated  witli 
•teel  plates.     1  toI.  octavo.    Embossed. 

To  furnish  a  volume  of  miscellaneous  literature  both  pleasing 
a&d  instructive,  has  been  the  object  of  the  editor  in  compiling 
this  work,  as  well  to  supply,  to  some  extent,  at  least,  the  place 
that  is  now  occupied  by  publications  which  few  will  denj  are  of 
a  questionable  moral  tendency. 

Ithas  been  the  intention  to  make  this  volume  a  suitable  travel- 
ing and  fireside  companion,  prolitubly  cnt^agiiig  the  leisure  nuv 
lD€nt4  of  the  former,  and  addini^  an  additional  charna  to  the 
cheerful  glow  of  the  latter ;  to  blend  amus>ement  with  inf^truc- 
Hon,  pleasure  with  profit,  and  to  present  an  extensive  garden  of 
Tigorous  and  useful  ]>lants,  and  b(;autiful  and  fragrant  fiowors, 
among  which,  perchance,  there  may  In?  a  few  of  inferior  worih, 
though  none  of  niter  inulilily.  Wfiilc  it  is  not  exclusively  a  re- 
ligious work,  yet  it  conlains  no  aiticle  that  may  not  be  read  by 
the  most  devoted  Christian. 


From  the  Cincinnati  Daily  Titne9. 

This  is  certainlv  a  book  of  rare  merit,  and  well  calculated  for 
a  rapid  and  general  circulation.  Its  contents  present  an  exten 
aive  variety  of  subjects,  and  these  ijot  only  carefully  but  judi- 
ciously selected,  and  arranged  in  appropriate  dopartiaents.  Its 
contents  have  been  higlily  spokin  of  by  men  of  di'4tin:;ui>h('rl 
literary  acumen,  both  editors  and  ministers  of  various  Christian 
denominations.    We  cheerfully  recommend  it. 


Gathered  Treasures  from  the  Mines  of  LrrenATURE. — "One 
of  the  most  interesting  everyday  books  ever  published.  Like  the 
Spectator,  it  may  be  perused  again  and  attain,  and  yet  afford 
•omething  to  interest  and  amuse  the  reader.  Us  varied  and  choice 
•elections  of  whatever  is  beautiful  or  witty,  sturtling  or  amus- 
ing, can  not  f;iil  t(»  .ilTord  rich  enjoyment  to  minds  of  every  char- 
acter, and  a  pleasant  relaxation  from  more  severe  and  vigorous 
reading." 

Gathered  Treasures. — "  A  choice  collection  of  sliort  and  in- 
teresting articles,  comprising  selections  from  the  ablest  .luthors. 
Unlike  voluminous  works,  its  varied  selections  atford  amusement 
for  a  leisure  moment,  or  entertainment  for  a  winter  evening.  li 
la  alike  a  companion  for  the  railroad  car,  the  library  and  yarlor, 
aod  oever  fails  to  interest  its  reader." 
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THE  SPECTATOB. 

1  to],  royal  8vo,  750  pages,  with  a  portrait  of  Addi- 
son.   tPlain  and  embossed  gilt. 

The  numerous  calls  for  a  complete  and  cheap  edition  of 
this  valuable  work,  have  induced  us  to  rufwly  ^reotype  ii, 
in  this  form,  corresponding  in  style  and  price  with  our 
other  books.  Its  thorough  revisions  have  been  committed 
to  competent  hands,  and  will  be  found  complete. 

From  the  Central  Christian  He  raid, 

"  One  hundred  and  forty  years  ago,  when  there  were 
no  daily  newspapers  nor  periodicals,  nor  cheap  fictions  for 
the  people,  tlic  Spkctat<:)r  had  a  daily  circulation  in  Eng- 
land. It  was  witty,  pithy,  tasteful,  and  at  times  vigorous, 
and  hished  the  vices  and  follies  of  ihe  age,  and  inculcated 
many  useful  lessons  which  would  have  been  disregarded 
from  more  serious  sources.  It  was  widely  popular.  It 
contains  some  very  excellent  writing,  not  in  the  spasmodic, 
moon-struck  style  of  the  fine  writing  of  the  present  day, 
Out  in  a  free,  graceful  and  flowing  manner.  It  used  to  be 
considered  essential  to  a  good  style  and  a  knowledge  of 
Btlles-Lettres  to  have  studied  the  Spectator,  and  we  are 
certain  our  a;re  is  not  wise  in  the  selection  of  some  of 
the  substitutes  which  are  used  in  its  stead.  It  sliould  yet 
be  a  parlor  volume,  which  should  be  read  with  great  profits 

**  But  we  do  not  design  to  criticise  tlie  book,  but  have 
prefixed  these  few  facts  for  the  information  of  our  readers 
to  a  notice  of  a  new  edition  of  the  work  by  Messrs.  Apple- 
gate  «fe  Co.  It  is  entirely  of  Cincinnati  manufacture,  and 
is  in  a  style  very  creditable  to  the  enterprising  house 
which  has  brought  it  out.*' 

Frum  the  Cincinnati  Cammereial, 
'*  Appleoatk  <fe  Co.,  43  Main  street,  have  just  published, 
in  a  handsome  octavo  volume  of  750  pages,  one  of  the 
very  best  classics  in  our  language.  It  would  be  super- 
fluous at  this  day  to  write  a  line  in  commendation  of  this 
work.  The  writings  of  Addison  are  imp<*rishable,  and 
will  continue  to  charm  youth  and  age  while  language  lastf.** 
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PLVTABCSTS  XITB8. 

With  Historical  and  Critical  Notes,  and  a  Lifs  or  Plu- 
tarch.    Illustrated  with  a  portrait.    Plain  and  embossed 

gat. 

This  edition  has  been  carefully  revised  and  corrected* 
and  is  printed  upon  entirely  new  plates,  stereotyped  by 
onrsclves,  to  correspond  with  our  Ubrary  edition  of  Dick's 
Works,  Ac. 

From  the  Nashville  and  LouitvilU  Christian,  AftooeaU, 
"  Plctarch's  Lives. — This  great  work,  to  which  has 
long  since  been  awarded  the  first  honors  of  literatute,  is 
now  pablished  complete  in  one  volume  by  Messrs.  Apple- 
gate  &  Co.,  of  Cinciuuati,  and  ofTered  at  so  low  a  price  as 
to  place  it  within  the  reach  of  all.  Tliis  is  a  desidei*aLum, 
especially  in  this  age  of  'many  books.'  Next  in  impor- 
tance to  a  thorough  knowledge  of  history,  and  in  many 
respects  fully  equal  to  it,  is  the  study  of  well  authenti- 
cated biography.  For  this  valuable  purpose,  we  know  of 
no  work  extant  superior  to  the  lifly  lives  of  Plutarch.  It 
is  a  rare  magazine  of  literary  and  biographical  knowledge. 
The  eminent  men  whose  lives  compose  this  work,  consti- 
tute almost  the  entire  of  tliat  galaxy  of  greatness  and 
brightness,  which  stretches  across  the  horizon  of  the  dis- 
tant past,  and  casts  upon  the  present  time  a  mild  and 
steady  luster.  Many  of  them  are  among  the  most  illus- 
trious of  the  earth." 


From  the  LatHe^  Repository. 

"  It  is  a  better  piece  of  property  for  a  young  man  to 
own,  tlian  an  eighty  acre  lot  in  the  Mississippi  Valley,  or 
many  hundred  dollars  in  current  money.  We  would 
rather  leave  it  as  a  legacy  to  a  son,  had  we  to  make  the 
choice,  than  any  moderate  amount  of  property,  if  we  were 
certain  he  would  read  it ;  and,  we  are  bound  to  add,  that, 
were  we  now  going  to  purchase  a  copy,  tliis  edition  would 
have  the  preference  over  ever}'  other  of  which  we  have 
any  knowledge." 


^^L«p^^ 
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KOTES  OH  THE  TWENI7-FIV£  ABTICLE3  OF  KB 

XIOION,  ai  received  and  taught  by  Uethoduta  in  thl 

Vnited  States, 

In  wliieti  tlie  ductrJne.'$t  arc  cnrtrully  considered  aikd 
oipporttd  by  the  U'stimony  of  the  Holy  Sci-ii)tunja.  By 
Rev.  A.  A.  JiMEsoN,  M.  U.     ISmo,  tmbossed  cloth. 

Tliia  book  contains  a  clc-ar  (Exposition  of  ll)e  dortrincs  of 
tlie  Anicli^,  and  of  llio  errors  ajjdinst  which  ihc  Articles 
were  directed,  nriticn  in  a  popiiliir  style,  and  divided  into 
acetiima,  for  the  purpose  of  prc'st-nling  GHcli  docti'ine  and 
its  opposite  error  in  the  most  prominent  manner. 

Frrnn  Rt.  Jons  Millis. 

"  It  is  a  book  for  the  Methodis-t  and  for  Ibe  nyc — a  re- 

ligiouK  miillum  in  jMirea — conibininj;  suiind  theulxg}'  with 

iiractii^nl  reli^on.     It  should  be  found  in  every  Methodist 
amily." 

From  Rec.  T.  R.  Bibcock,  Fmhr  of  tlit  Methailiil  Chureh  m  Si 
Iiouit,  itatouri. 

"From  our  intimate  Rcr|uaintance  with  tlie  giftt^d  and 
pious  AulJior  of  these  'Koteb,'  we  Hniicipnto  a  rich  Intel- 
icelunl  fcHst,  anil  an  able  defense  of  llie  liiblica)  origin  of 
the  dnctiin,'S  of  tlie  Arlii'les  of  Iteli;ri,in, 
tl)c  Discipline  of  llie  Metliudist  Chuidi." 


"  The  lavmcn  of  llic  Methodist  Church  have  long  need- 
ed this  work.  Although  wo  regai-d  the  Twcnty-iive  Ar- 
ticles ns  selt'-evidi'nt  tnitliR — the  concentrated  teachings  of 
tlie  Jloly  IJible,  and  the  bulwark  of  the  Protestant  f'Hiih 
— they  are  not  Kufticienily  understood  and  coniprehendeil 
by  those  pn>fesHin^  to  belieru  thcni.  Dr.  Jimefxm  has 
fiimisiied  «s.  in  a  condensed  form  nnd  popular  aiyle,  with 
a  hii:id  ex]i<»ii.i(>n  and  triumphrint  defi'nsi-  of  our  fallht 
suKtnined  and  supported  by  hintory  and  the  opinions  <tf 
Uic  Vniheni,  and  adapted  to  the  present  wants  of  Uia 
Church." 
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FETXRSOH'S  FAMILUB  8CIEHCB; 

Or,  the  Sclenliflc  Explanation  of  Commim  Things. . 

£<lited  by  R.  £.  Peterson,  Member  of  the  Academy  ol 
Natural  Sciences,  Philadelphia. 

From  T.  S.  ABmrm,  Editor  of  the  Home  Gazette, 

"'Familiar  Science,  or  the  Scientific  Explanation  of 
Common  Thin^,'  is  one  of  the  most  generally  useful 
books  that  has  lately  been  printed.  This  work,  or  a  por- 
tion of  it,  came  first  from  the  pen  of  the  Rev.  Dr.  Brewer, 
of  Trinity  Hall,  Cr  jibridgc  ;  but,  in  the  form  it  first  ap- 
peared from  the  English  press,  it  was  not  only  unsuited  to 
the  American  pupil,  but  very  deficient  in  arrangement 
These  defects,  the  editor  has  sought  to  remedy.  To  give 
not  only  to  the  parent  a  ready  means  of  answering  inqui- 
ries, but  to  provide  a  good  book  for  schools,  is  the  object 
of  this  volume.  About  two  thousand  questions,  on  all 
subjects  of  general  information,  are  answered  in  language 
80  plain  that  all  may  understand  it." 


From  Wic.  S.  Clavexoke,  Principal  of  Grammar  School,  Phila, 

"The  pages  of  *  Familiar  Science'  are  it«  best  recom- 
-mendation.  The  common  phenomena  of  life  are  treated 
of  in  a  simple  and  intelligible  manner,  wliich  renders  it 
both  pleasing  and  instructive.  In  the  family  circle,  as  a 
text  book,  ic  will  form  the  basis  of  an  hour's  interesting 
conversation,  and  in  the  hands  of  the  pupil,  it  will  be  a 
valuable  aid  in  the  acquisition  of  useful  knowledge." 


From  Wh.  Kobeets,  Principal  of  Ringvxtld  ScJtool,  Philadelphia, 

"  Robert  E.  Petersok,  Esq. — Dear  Sir — I  liave  been 
much  gratified  by  an  examination  of  your  book,  entitled 
•Familiar  Science.'  The  cause  of  every  day  phenomena, 
inch  as  evaporation,  condensation,  the  formation  of  clouds, 
rain,  dew,  etc.,  are  so  familiarly  explained,  that  all  classes 
of  perM^ns  may  it*adily  comprehend  them,  and  1  believe 
the  book  has  only  to  be  known  to  be  appreciated  by 
teachers." 
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TEMPEEANCE  MUSICIAN. 

A  clioico  Sflcotion  <»f  orii^innl  ami  sult'ctcnl  Tetiiiirranct  ^fumc, 
mraiif^jd  for  oii«.',  two,  tluve,  (ir  four  voices,  with  aa  cxtensivfl 
▼ariety  of  Pojml'ir  Trtnperance  S.)tii'.i.     3:2iiii^. 


It  in  th«  l»'>st  coH«.*»".ini  of  li-mj^'nuKi'  »*'iii:;'«  ninl  inuiiic  w«  li.nvo  sHin.  Wew  ft 
few  odpi**-  P(*Rur<'I  in  i'vitv  l«i\vn  in  <Hii».  in  the  Iniiils  ol'  tbe  w:irm-hoiirt«d 
frieiulH  ur  tlie  MHiu'.'  Lnw,  an  H*'in»nt  uf  \y.wvT  anil  intero-tt  wrniM  )>e  tullfti  to 
teni|H>ranou  nim>tinz4.  an  1  a  ^t^••n  :i>-  impalio  j^iven  tu  tiic  onward  inarch  ufilM 
Mid  water  army. — Utiminitj  (0.,;  Ikncun. 


Thi^  will  rertainlr  bcromo  one  of  Ihc  mo^t  popnlar  tomperanoe  mng  booki 
which  h>u4  lie<>n  p(:i»]i>hM  ia  the  c<»nnlrv.  Wt;  think  it  iit,  no  fnr  aa  we  have 
•ZHininetl,  the  htf«<t  (.-oilei-tion  of  itr>n^:i  wo  huv<*  i«i>im.  tkuue  of  Uieiu  are  eip 
Mvdiugly  beautiful  aud  airoctin<;. — Trmp^rnna  C'ftart, 


This  ii'  a  popular  Tempemnco  Son^  !J'N>k,  dcsl-med  for  the  peoplp,  anJ  >:honId 
be  in  I'Vt'ry  fiiinily.  Wo  cnn  rpcmnrnmd  it  to  tlie  patr<>nn.;e  of  all  our  temper 
ranco  frionii<.  us  tho  )M>st  Icmpomnrc  j.4Mi'r'tor,  with  iuiu*i'j  attached,  we  hare 
■een.  The  mn«ir  in  this  work  i^  set  arv^oriiini;  t)  llarrimnN  Numeral  S\»teiii, 
for  two  rt-as^n-":  Fir.^t.  lHj"n«-i'»  it  i-*  s'»  >.implrt  and  AnontiAc  that  all  thnneopl* 
ran  i*iL>ily  liMrn  it.  S«-<Mind.  it  i"  diflii-ult  to  »>et  umwc  in  a  book  of  fthu  iiM 
aud  ifhujte,  except  In  numerals. — Clcr^lo.nd  OjutnurciuL 


UNIVERSAL  MUSICIAN. 

By  A.  D.  FjLLMORK,  Author  of  Chri««tian  Psalmist,  Ac,  contain- 
in<^  all  Systems  of  Xutatioii.     Ni*w  Edition,  onlargt*d. 

'i'hr  tiili',  '*  Uiiivt-rsal  Miisiciau,"  is  {(do]>rc<l  Wcausc  the  \Pork 
is  d»'si:;iKMl  ft»r*'Vi»ryl»o<iy.  Tlie  si.vlp  of  oxj»ri'ssion  is  in  common 
plain  Kni;li«-h,  so  iliat  it  may  Ik*  adapttnl  to  the  cnpo^Mtics  of  all, 
instead  of  dimply  |>lca'^in;jf  tho  fancy  of  the  fcti'. 

Mo-^t  of  tlio  limbic  ift  wriitiMi  In  Harrison's  Niimond  Systom  of 
Notaiion,  hcoausy  il  U  tht»  ruo>t  iiilcHii^'iblo  of  all  tli-.*'ditf(?renf 
Byf*tt.*nis  extant,  an^l  is  tht^refore  better  ada|>ti*d  tti  the  wants  of 
community.  Music  would  he  far  bettor  understood  and  appro-- 
cialed  by  the  pe«»]iie  ^t'liuraUy,  if  it  wero  all  wrirtt-n  in  this  way. 
For  it  i"*  :nore  ea>iiy  written,  occupies  les^s  s]»at'e,  is  more  ipiiekly 
b'arn<*<l,  more  cbiarly  und'Tstood.  i>4  less  lial)le  to  1m*  foiT^olten, 
and  will  answi-r  all  comitioii  purposes  bt'tlcr  than  any  other. 
But  tin*  wt»rM  is  full  of  ni'ii^ic,  written  in  variotis  PVRtemB,  and. 
the  learner  shi)Li Id  actpiire  a  knowled^i-  of  all  iIk*  principal  varie- 
tieK  of  no!a!i(in,  >o  •'i<«  to  be  al.do  to  read  all  mu>ic.  Toaiford  thui 
knowledi^e  to  all,  i.-*  the  object  of  the  pre.seiil  eifort. 

INn^try,  which  in  calculatc<l  t<»  please  as  well  as  instruct,  has 
been  carefully  S4'lec:«-d  from  many  volumes  already  pubiir<hcd, 
BUfl  from  orijLfiJ^'d  compositions  furnish«"d  expn-ssly  for  thii  work, 
lluch  of  the  ihii«ic  is  oriiLjiual.  which  is  willin-^ly  submitted  to 
the  ordtMl  of  public  opinion.  Some  of  it  cvrtainly  possor>scs  !$ome 
nierif,  if  we  njny  judg«*  from  the  avidity  wirh  which  it  is  pil 
fcrcd  and  olle>vd  to  the  public  by  some,  would-be,  Authorii. 
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17HlTrr»Klllttcl ;  Or  Onnfif«Moiui  of  rnlrenallfiin.  A  Pomn  in  tvelve  Out* 
tiMtY^i'  wliii'h  art*  hMhI  liii-:uro«nn  riiirer(iall«ni.  whorein  the  tf^ntuMB  is  «x> 
plauit^l,  ait'l  iti  (•MliTurifiniieQ;^  t:on!<iiifT<*<l  ami  rvriited. 

BiiItrIIoii  bjr  C-hriiit.     Uy  Kev.  \Vm.  Sfilrl-jck. 

A«liun  lijrrinl.     \i\  Ki>v.  \Vm.  B  (iilliuv.  Punt nr of  tli a  Fin<t  Cumberland 

l'nfi>l*>'t<*riiiii  (  }iiii-ih.  i'oi-iMii.i'i.  Ti.-iiii.     Ki:;iii-«-(  NkTos.  iJ'iO  yin^eit. 

AairrlcaB  Church  llitrp.  A  nii4<*«  ("ollitii-m  nf  lltiniH  ani  Tnno4 
•ilnliifi  ti>  »n  ('r:itv..i-ii]  i.'liun-i  e«,  Sin.:iii;r  S>ii«H>I»,  Aiiil  J*riviile  }'aiiiUit*:ih 
B;  livv.  W.  i::iiNKiiii-r.     12in-i.,  Ii-ilf  i:i>nw*iri. 

The  Camp  Iflrriing  ttmd  Subhalh  Nrhool  Ch«ri«ccr.     11/ 

Aah^in  rii\. 

Vacrrd  nclonrvn,  A  r-iUivtion  rTHovUnl  Hymn".    By  Rev.  R.  M.  Dupt. 

A  BioBrnphlrnI  fikrtrh  of  CoIohcI  Unnirl  Boone,  the  Flr>t 
Bi'ttlcr  in  Ki'ittitcky.  iiitfr.-;>vr>i-l  wtHi  iii>-iili»itH  in  the  «tirly  uudiiIm  uf  tlM 
ODuntry.    Itr  TiM-ii'iir  Flint.    Vjiiio.  Knit>pi><>(l  clullu 

KjIfeorTrcanihoh.  unl <>f );1.4 Knrilipr tlif  rmphpf,  with n  TIir-torir.il Sketch 

of  i)u>  T^h.'iHinv  Jn<li:iii«.     liy  1).  1>k\kk.     IJuik..  i'nili04«t'J  i.*Ir»th. 

I«lfc  mid  Adrrninrm  of  Rlnck  Hawk,  with  Sk.^ti'lie^ of  Efnkuk, 
tho  S:ir  nii.l  F->x  Imliun.o.  niivl  II14  liliM'k  Hawk  War.  Uy  II.  DkAKX.  IJo-?., 
einlK>AN>i1  rl'iih. 

Wmiem  Adrrnture.    Ry  MTitmu.    Tlln^trstM. 

I«ewi»  &  Clarke'ii  ,ionrual  10  the  Kockf  ifloantaiMs.  Illut- 

trnlL"!.     1'2itM..  "111-**;*. 

Kflfenud  I'^vayM  or  Il«*n.  Frnnklin.    li^mo..  doth. 

Wrdirnl  Siliidcnt  In  Kuropi't  ^^  N(.-ttfH  ou  Frain'c,  Kuglanil,  Italy, 
&c.    llIiiHiriil'Ht  Willi  stri>i  pinlc:«. 

The  l*oor  .TInn*ti  Home,  Or  nii*li  Man's  P.i1m<*'>:  ()r(jrMT«l  Wull  RuiM- 
in{n.  'J'liiH  i»  oiitf  <-t  ihi*  iiti>-i  .l:--ii'.-iMo  Ixi-ik^  jiu^-ltsLi^l.  T  r  all  m'h*  i-i-nti  m- 
pla'.ii  en-rJiii-r  itwellini;]!  i>r  out  linik^c-.  iim  lhi'«-i-.jf  in  n<>l  4i\t»r  i'ii»*  thii-I  ili-it 
uf  luii-k  iir  fmini>.  iujil  i)iii:i<  ax  t!ii:-ii1>l'>.  li!>i<'.rnii- L  uiih  iunrieri>im  I'ltiu* 
anJ  R  r-iit  'if  till-  auth'-r'ii  re  >i>U>iii.  f,  with  fill  I  U:rcvtiuu.->,  tlmt  cwry  uiaun  nuiy 
bv  111''  own  liuil  liT. 

Ijrrtar***  nnd  Ncrinona.  Ily  Rnr.  Y.  0.  Llxck,  of  the  Cumbcrlaml 
lYi-.-l'Virrijiii  Chiirrli.    iJiiKi..  «-mlrt>^>i'ii  i-lutli. 

A  Ne«r  IliMtorjr  of  Te.vnHf  fr-un  llio  first  Enrtpcin  Si>ttIomi*nt<.  fn 
■    Idvj.  .|i)-iin  tu  ihi-  pri- .I'lit  li:'it- — iuvluiJLiii^  ku  airrouul  uf  tlio  Mexicau  Wor, 
tii);etti<'r  wiih  the 'JPHniy.    l':i}i»'r. 

Map  of  lh«'  M>»»irrii  RiTrr«.     Ry  ?.  Tl.  Mrv*'v.    R«-ln.s  a  map  of  the 

ii:ivi.fi'  Ii-  )nrt«  if  !li«'  Ml—  iin.  MH-ii-^ipii.  Ulii«».  IliiiMiij*,  CuailH:rlHDd,  anJ 
Wal'H-li  JiixiTfi.  with  n  Ta'-k*  of  Di-ciiiiiv-*. 

A  New  IliMtorjr  of  Orryon  and  California.     Ry  Ijlnsfokd  W. 

ll\Sii\iii>.     ra{H*r. 
]Porlcy'«  AiiUMira.  Eurrvf.  A-ii,  Afri-'a.  Uininlu.  Tttl«'s  "f  the  Si-ju  ilreir(». 

Kunii-,  Wiiitir  i:*fiiiiu'  T.il. -f.  .luvt'iill*-  T:ilv«,  liiUe  Su-rle^  Aui«"il-»:e>,  Suu, 

AJorni.  aiiJ  .*^i:iii»:  n»"w  uiiii  rf\i'i."i  r'li;i«'n.», 
Pariry'i*  IM:'li»  I-  Vi.Lut.  T>i.k  IJi.;  Uior..  TV.c  Truth  Fi  ml  *t,  Philip  Rru-^tiDa, 

Tall*-  •■•"SiTi  "iir  I  I.Jin  !.  Tali's  ojiUo  |{i>vi>liiii>  11: 
Bradlpy'i*  llouMfkrrprr**  dSuidr  nnd  Cook  Hook;  Or  a  i?^m 

•till  «•'-•  iii<nii<':il  I'  xik  ti  ■'■■m..  tiiuiiitiiiui;  a  ^ruui  \itiit-.>  uf  ikt>\%,  \HhiallL-,  aiid 

•ppnivi'-l  rifoip'^:     l'Jii:i:.  t-lMih: 
Xjjonii*  I'.'niilipih  C-rnniutar.     A  now  itrnmmn-' <<r  th«>  Kn^'I)<<h  I^d- 

fCUH.r.  fiiuiiiutiii  i-Ai-;   iii.-j.  rui'l   n'i.ijti-l  t.^   tli«*  if^  tif  .•J-hi'.^N  m-l    Hriirtt* 

HtiiilL-nt-i.    'I'll.' w-'ik  i/  .«•■  ;irrMi.:«- 1  h<  to  iriliiliiMv  si''"iir«  the  atr«-n:i-.n,  lo 

ftwitki'ii  !u>iiiiry,  ant  i>i  lfn«o  tho  uiuafl  ItMling  iuii>ri>;«aiii.&ii  u^vU  iLe  miuJ 

of  thi-  le^rnor."   I2iio..  fl«ili. 

Common  Mchool  Primer. 


V£. 


